
(Four Of A Kind)

Candlelit  
Christmas Concert



(First Half) 
Gaudete        arr. Alexander L’Estrange  

Nativity Carol      John Rutter 

The First Tree In The Greenwood   arr. Alexander L’Estrange  

A Christmas Blessing    Philip Stopford 

Lully, Lulla, Lullay     Philip Stopford 
  

Angel’s Carol      John Rutter  

In The Bleak Midwinter    Harold Darke 

Spring Will Come Again       Joanna & Alexander L’Estrange 

My Lord Has Come     Will Todd 

To Thee My Heart I Offer    Elaine Hagenberg 

Huron Carol       Sarah Quartel 

Silent Night       Libby Croad 

Sussex Carol       Elaine Hagenberg 



(Second Half) 

O Come All Ye Faithful  

In The Bleak Midwinter  

Once In Royal David’s City  

God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen  

Away In A Manger  

O Little Town Of Bethlehem  

(Piano Solo) 

Deck The Hall 

Good King Wenceslas  

While Shepherd’s Watched  

It Came Upon A Midnight Clear  
 

Hark The Herald  

We Wish You A Merry Christmas 



O Come All Ye Faithful 
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! 

God of God, 
Light of Light, 
Lo! he abhors not the Virgin’s womb; 
Very God, 
Begotten, not created: 
O come, …… 

See how the shepherd, 
Summoned to his cradle, 
Leaving their flocks,  
draw nigh with lowly fear; 
We too will thither_ 
Bend our joyful footsteps: 
O come, …… 

Sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation, 
Sing, all ye citizens of heav’n above; 
Glory to God_ 
In the highest: 
O come, ...... 

In The Bleak Midwinter 
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 breast full of milk 
And a manger full of hay; 

Enough for Him, whom Angels 
Fall down before, 

The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 

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. 

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.



Once In Royal David’s City 
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. 

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. 

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. 

Jesus is our childhood's pattern; 
Day by day, like us He grew; 
He was little, weak and helpless, 
Tears and smiles like us He knew; 
And He feeleth for our sadness, 
And He shareth in our gladness. 

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. 

Not in that poor lowly stable, 
With the oxen standing by, 
We shall see Him; but in heaven, 
Set at God's right hand on high; 
Where like stars His children crowned 
All in white shall wait around. 

God Rest You Merry, Gentlemen 
God rest you merry, gentlemen, 

Let nothing you dismay, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 

Was born upon this day, 
To save us all from Satan's power 

When we were gone astray: 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 

comfort and joy, 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 

From God our heavenly Father 
A blessed angel came, 

And unto certain shepherds 
Brought tidings of the same, 

How that in Bethlehem was born 
The Son of God by name: 

O tidings ... 
The shepherds at those tidings 

Rejoiced much in mind, 
And left their flocks a-feeding 

In tempest, storm and wind, 
And went to Bethlehem straightway, 

This blessed Babe to find: 
O tidings ... 

But when to Bethlehem they came, 
Whereat this Infant lay, 

They found Him in a manger, 
Where oxen feed on hay; 

His mother Mary kneeling, 
Unto the Lord did pray: 

O tidings ... 

Now to the Lord sing praises, 
All you within this place, 

And with true love and brotherhood 
Each other now embrace; 

This holy tide of Christmas 
All other doth deface: 

O tidings ... 



Away In A Manger 
 
Away in a manger,  
no crib for a bed, 
the little Lord Jesus  
laid down his sweet head; 
The stars in the bright  
sky looked down where he lay, 
The little Lord Jesus  
asleep on the hay. 

The cattle are lowing,  
the baby awakes, 
But little Lord Jesus,  
no crying he makes. 
I love thee, Lord Jesus!  
look down from the sky, 
And stay by my cradle  
till morning is nigh. 

Be near me, Lord Jesus;  
I ask thee to stay 
Close by me forever,  
and love me I pray. 
Bless all the dear children 
in thy tender care, 
And fit us for heaven  
to live with thee there. 

 

O Little Town Of Bethlehem 

O little town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie! 

Above thy deep and dreamless sleep_ 
The silent stars go by. 

Yet in the dark streets shineth_ 
The everlasting light; 

The hopes and fears of all the years_ 
Are met in thee tonight. 

O morning stars together_  
Proclaim the holy birth, 

And praises sing to God the King, 
And peace to men on earth; 

For Christ is born of Mary; 
And, gathered all above, 

While mortals sleep, the angels keep_ 
Their watch of wond’ring love. 

How silently, how silently, 
The wondrous gift is giv’n! 

So God imparts to human hearts_ 
The blessings of his heav’n. 

No ear may hear his coming; 
But in this world of sin, 

Where meek souls  
will receive him, still_ 

The dear Christ enters in. 

O holy child of Bethlehem, 
Descend to us, we pray; 

Cast out our sin, and enter in, 
Be born in us today. 

We hear the Christmas angels_ 
The great glad tidings tell: 

O come to us, abide with us, 
Our Lord Emmanuel.



Deck The Hall 

Deck the hall with boughs of holly,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
'Tis the season to be jolly,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
Fill the mead-cup, drain the barrel,  
Fa la la, la la, la la la, 
Troul the ancient Christmas carol,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

See the flowing bowl before us,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
Strike the harp and join the chorus;  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
Follow me in merry measure,  
Fa la la, la la, la la la, 
While I sing of beauty's treasure,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Fast away the old year passes,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
Hail the new, ye lads and lasses!  
Fa la la la la, la la la la, 
Laughing, quaffing, all together,  
Fa la la, la la, la la la, 
Heedless of the wind and weather,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la. 
 

Good King Wenceslas 
Good King Wenceslas looked out 

On the feast of Stephen 
When the snow lay round about 

Deep and crisp and even 
Brightly shone the moon that night 

Though the frost was cruel 
When a poor man came in sight 

Gath'ring winter fuel 
 

"Hither, page, and stand by me 
If thou know'st it, telling 

Yonder peasant, who is he? 
Where and what his dwelling?" 

"Sire, he lives a good league hence 
Underneath the mountain 

Right against the forest fence 
By Saint Agnes' fountain." 

 
"Bring me flesh and bring me wine 

Bring me pine logs hither 
Thou and I will see him dine 
When we bear him thither." 

Page and monarch forth they went 
Forth they went together 

Through the rude wind's wild lament 
And the bitter weather 

 
"Sire, the night is darker now 
And the wind blows stronger 

Fails my heart, I know not how, 
I can go no longer." 

"Mark my footsteps, my good page 
Tread thou in them boldly 

Thou shalt find the winter's rage 
Freeze thy blood less coldly." 

 
In his master's steps he trod 
Where the snow lay dinted 

Heat was in the very sod 
Which the Saint had printed 

Therefore, Christian men, be sure 
Wealth or rank possessing 

Ye who now will bless the poor 
Shall yourselves find blessing



While Shepherd’s Watched 

While shepherds watched their  
flocks by night, 
all seated on the ground, 
the angel of the Lord came down 
and glory shone around. 

‘Fear not,' said he -  
for mighty dread 
had seized their troubled mind - 
'Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
to you and all mankind: 

'To you in David's town this day 
is born of David's line 
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord. 
And this shall be the sign: 

'The heav’nly babe you  
there shall find 
to human view displayed, 
all meanly wrapped  
in swathing bands 
and in a manger laid.' 

Thus spoke the seraph,  
and forthwith 
appeared a shining throng 
of angels praising God, who thus 
addressed their joyful song: 

'All glory be to God on high, 
and to the earth be peace; 
goodwill henceforth  
from heav’n to men 
begin and never cease!' 

It came upon a midnight clear 
It came upon the midnight clear, 

that glorious song of old, 
from angels bending near the earth 

to touch their harps of gold: 
Peace on the earth, goodwill to men, 

from heaven's all-gracious king!' 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

to hear the angels sing. 

Still through the cloven skies the 
come, 

With peaceful wings unfurled; 
And still their heav’nly music floats 

O’er all the weary world;  
Above its sad and lowly plains 

They bend on hov’ring wing; 
And ever o’er its Babel sounds  

The blessed angels sing. 

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 
The world has suffered long; 

Beneath the angel strain have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong; 

And man, at war with man, hears not 
the love song which they bring: 

O hush the noise, ye men of strife,  
And hear the angels sing! 

For lo! The days are hastening on, 
By prophet bards foretold, 

When with the ever circling years  
Comes round the age of gold; 

When peace shall over all the earth 
Its ancient splendours fling, 

And the whole world  
give back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 



We Hark The Herald 
Hark! the herald-angels sing_ 
Glory to the new-born 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 new-born King. 

Christ, by highest heav’n adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold him come_ 
Off-spring of a virgin’s womb: 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see, 
Hail th’incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with man to dwell, 
Jesus, our Emmanuel. 
Hark! the herald-angels sing_ 
Glory to the new-born King. 

Hail the heav’n-born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Son of Righteousness! 
Light and life to all he brings, 
Ris’n 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 new-born King. 

We Wish You A Merry Christmas 
We wish you a merry Christmas, 
We wish you a merry Christmas, 
We wish you a merry Christmas 

And a happy New Year. 
Good tidings we bring 

To you and your kin; 
We wish you a merry Christmas 

And a happy New Year! 

Now, bring us some figgy pudding, 
Now, bring us some figgy pudding, 
Now, bring us some figgy pudding, 

And bring some out here. 
Good tidings we bring 

To you and your kin; 
We wish you a merry Christmas 

And a happy New Year! 

For we all like figgy pudding, 
For we all like figgy pudding, 
For we all like figgy pudding, 

So bring some out here.  
Good tidings we bring 

To you and your kin; 
We wish you a merry Christmas 

And a happy New Year! 

And we won't go till we get some, 
We won't go till we get some, 

And We won't go till we get some, 
So bring some out here.  

Good tidings we bring 
To you and your kin; 

We wish you a merry Christmas 
And a happy New Year! 

(Choir sings)  
We wish you a merry Christmas 

And a happy New Year!






Hilary Cronin  
Hilary currently sings at Bartholomew-the-Great and St 
Sepulchre-without-Newgate. She has performed with 
several choirs and ensembles including The Monterverdi 
Choir, Arcangelo, Dunedin Consort, London Voices, Britten 
Sinfonia Voices, Philharmonia Voices, Seraphim, Erebus 
Ensemble, Siglo de Oro, Echo, Sansara, St Martin's Voices, 
and the Chamber Choir of London. She has also recently 
become a local and moved to Surbiton.  

Laurel Neighbour  
Laurel is a conductor, singing teacher and soprano. She 
conducts the British Humanist Choir, choirs with Music In 
Offices and works with children as Project Director of the 
Dartford Choral Project, and teaches singing privately. 
She sings herself with many choirs in London such as St 
Martin’s Voices at St Martin in the Fields, National Portrait 
Gallery Choir, Genesis Sixteen, and Gareth Malone’s 
Voices. 

Richard Robbins 
Richard sings every Sunday with the renowned Guard’s 
Chapel Choir at The Guard’s Chapel and regularly sings at 
all the main London churches. Richard’s conducting runs 
parallel to his singing career and he is the MD of Egham 
Choral, The Vine Singers and for Music in Offices. He also 
organises and leads singing workshops for adults and 
young people. 

Jonathan Kilhams  
Jonathan is a local conductor and teacher running choirs 
for children and adults of all ages. He recently set up The 
Riverhouse Barn Virtual Choir during lockdown to keep 
people singing through this turbulent time, although they’ve 
never met in person they have produced two recordings. 
He also conducts Walton Voices, Weybridge Male Voice 
Choir, Harmonia Voices and is the music teacher at one of 
our local primary schools, Cleves in Oatlands.  
 



Guy Murgatroyd  (Accompanist)
British Pianist Guy Murgatroyd enjoys an 
international reputation as a soloist, song 
pianist, répétiteur, coach  
Initial studies where at the Royal 
Birmingham Conservatoire on a 
scholarship. Further Postgraduate studies 
at the Royal Academy of music in London 
were under Michael Dussek. 

British pianist Guy Murgatroyd has recently performed a soloist at venues such as the 
Wigmore Hall, Purcell Room and St Martin in the fields church  

Guy trained at the Royal Academy of music in London under Michael Dussek and he 
is now musical director for independent London company Opera Rogue.

We are very much a community arts centre – run by the community for the 
community. As such we welcome your participation and input as artists, 

audience members, students and volunteers. 

Your support is vital if we are to keep the building and facilities in good condition, and 
to help pay for the diverse programme of events, classes and workshops we run for 
all ages. It is only with the help of our incredible volunteers and fantastic Friends of 

Riverhouse that we can stay in business. 

for more information about joining our merry band of volunteers please visit our 
website and if you can manage to find £15 per year per household to help us running 

please consider becoming a friend!

If you would like to keep up to date with all that we have going on then why not join 
our mailing list and follow us on social media? 

All details can be found here: www.riverhousebarn.co.uk




