

“AN UNLIKELY DIVINITY”
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 24, 2020 

     
Gathering Hymn  #228    “Once in David’s Royal City”

Welcome                                                                                                   Rev. Sonia Ketchian                 	                                             
Prelude   “Hallelujah Chorus”  (G.F. Handel)                               A Soulful Celebration Choir                                                                         						
Chalice Lighting                                              Rev. Paul Dodenhoff and Rev. Sonia Ketchian                                                      

Hymn “The First Noel”  (see lyrics)

Reading                                                                                                       Rev. Paul Dodenhoff                                                                                                                                            

Musical Interlude   “Dona Nobis Pacem”   								
Sermon   “An Unlikely Divinity”                    Rev. Paul Dodenhoff  and Rev. Sonia Ketchian    
								
Christmas Eve Candle Lighting   

Hymn #251      “Silent Night”                                                     
                                                           
Closing Words                                                                                             Rev. Sonia Ketchian                                                                                      

Closing Hymn #244      “It Came Upon the Midnight Clear”                                             

Postlude     “Message of Peace Through Diversity” 


LYRICS

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;
so may we when life turns hard find in love our stay and guard.
Shepherds came to see this wonder, and to kneel in holy awe
at that lowly stable manger where the infant lay on straw;
so may we this happy morn honor every child that’s born.
From afar three magi journeyed to that stable rude and bare,
to pay homage to the infant, offering gifts both rich and rare;
so may we our gifts bestow, whether we be high or low.
In that happy Christmas spirit, hear the angels from on high
sing their ancient salutations: joy’s a gift you cannot buy.
So may we, with heart that sings, share the truth this season brings.

THE FIRST NOEL
The first Noel the angels did say
Was to certain poor shepards in fields as they lay:
In fields where they lay keeping their sheep
On a cold winter's night that was so deep
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel
Born is the King of Israel!

They looked up and saw a star
Shining in the east beyond them far
And to the earth it gave great light
And so it continued both day and night
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel
Born is the King of Israel!

And by the light of that same star
Three Wise men came from country far
To seek for a King was their intent
And to follow the star wherever it went
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel
Born is the King of Israel!

This star drew nigh to the northwest
O'er Bethlehem it took its rest
And there it did both stop and stay
Right o'er the place where Jesus lay
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel
Born is the King of Israel!

SILENT NIGHT
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 heaven afar,
heavenly hosts sing “Alleluia,”
sleep in heavenly peace,
sleep in heavenly peace.
Silent night, holy night,
child of God, love’s pure light
radiant beams from thy holy face,
with the dawn of redeeming grace,
sleep in heavenly peace,
sleep in heavenly peace.



IT CAME UPON THE MIDIGHT 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, to all good will, from heaven the news we bring.”
The world in solemn stillness lay to hear the angels sing.
Still through the cloven skies they come, with peaceful wings unfurled;
and still their heavenly music floats o’er all the weary world.
Above its sad and lowly plains they bend on hovering wing;
and ever o’er its Babel sounds the blessed angels sing.
But with the woes of war and strife the world has suffered long;
beneath the angel-strain have rolled two thousand years of wrong;
and we who fight the wars hear not the love song which they bring.
O hush the noise of battle 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 splendors fling,
and the whole world give back the song which now the angels sing.

                                                                                               
								   







