
Broadmoor Chamber Singers

Holiday Traditions

Rebecca Kenneally, director
David Robbins, piano

Amanda Romano, harp

Friday, December 10, 2004
7:30 p.m.

First Baptist Church
Natick, MA

Sunday, December 12, 2004
3:00 p.m.

Morse Institute Library
Natick, MA

program layout by Amy Weiner

Broadmoor Donors Circle
Our heartfelt thanks goes to  

our generous donors
Robert D. Provencher

The Vosburgs
Dr. & Mrs. Joshua Weiner
with additional thanks to

the First Baptist Church in Natick  
for our rehearsal space



Program Order and Notes

Carols for Caroling Donald Crouch
Soloists: Donald J. Johnston, Allison J. Messier, J. Russell Reynolds

We begin our program celebrating the tradition of going Christmas 
Caroling. Imagine a wintry night in which happy voices warm the 
air. Enjoy the favorites:  Good King Wenceslas, God Rest Ye Merry 
Gentlemen, and Jingle Bells, and sing along if you feel so inclined!

A Ceremony of Carols Benjamin Britten
Harp: Amanda Romano

British composer Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) traveled by ship to 
American in 1942, early in his career. On the return trip he began 
writing this unique setting of carols for choir and harp using traditional 
Old English carol texts from The English Galaxy of Shorter Poems. Britten 
uses the actual plainsong chant melody for the Processional and 
Recessional, and draws on medieval modes for many of the harmonies 
throughout the work. Originally set for all women and boys, this 
arrangement was created by Julius Harrison in 1955.

1. Procession
2. Wolcum Yole!
3. There is no Rose
4a. That youngë child, Shana Elkind, soloist
4b. Balulalow, Lani Blanchard, soloist
5. As dew in Aprille
6. This little Babe
7. Interlude
8. In Freezing Winter Night, Hans Synnestvedt, Soloist
9. Spring Carol, Esther Wheeler and Lisa Pepi, Duet
10. Deo Gracias
11. Recession



African American and Caribbean Traditions

Calypso Clapping Carol Phyllis Aleta Wolfe
Percussion: Amy Weiner

Go Tell It on the Mountains Jester Hairston
Soloist: Ruth Gitchell Shepard

Wasn’t That a Mighty Day Benjamin Harlan
Soloists: Larry Bassett, Roger Proulx, Donald J. Johnston,  

J. Russell Reynolds, Amy Weiner, Dick King, Matthew Luz,  
Hans Synnestvedt, Charlotte Rebecca Barnett

Mexican Tradition

Estrella Brillante Nancy Grundahl

This sweet Christmas Lullaby is sung first in Spanish, then in English. 
The men accompany the women with a gentle Alleluia as the women 
sing of the star that “guides us on our way.”

Hanukkah Traditions

Ocho Kandelikas Flory Jagoda
 arr. Josh Jacobson

Guitar: Jean Bordeaux
Percussion: Allison J. Messier, Amy Weiner

Sung in the Ladino language, a combination of Spanish and Hebrew, 
this Hanukkah song from Yugoslavia describes parties celebrated with 
candles, dancing and matchmaking! 

Maoz Tsur A.W. Binder
 edit. Josh Jacobson

Intoner: J. Russell Reynolds

This traditional Ashkenazic Hanukkah hymn has been a favorite for 
many years. The words are sung first in Hebrew, and then again in 
English with a timeless message of hope and faith.

Broadmoor Chamber Singers
Soprano Charlotte Rebecca Barnett, Lani Blanchard, Chrissie Brown,  

Lisa Pepi, Elaine Seaberg, Ruth Gitchell Shepard, Esther Wheeler
Alto Aditi Chang, Nancy Dawson, Shana Elkind, Allison J. Messier, 

Margaret Poole, Amy Weiner
Tenor Donald J. Johnston, Dick King, Matthew Luz, Hans Synnestvedt
Bass Larry Bassett, John Blanchard, Jean Bordeaux, Roger Proulx,  

J. Russell Reynolds

About the Director
Rebecca Kenneally is in her first full season as director of the Women’s choir at 
New England Conservatory of Music where she is Assistant Director of Choral 
Activities.  In her sixth year as the conductor of the Old North Church Youth 
Choirs in Marblehead, Massachusetts, she is responsible for the sixty children 
ages 6 – 18 involved in four choral programs.  This February she will conduct 
the children’s chorus at the Boston Lyric Opera’s production of The Little Prince. 

Ms. Kenneally holds a bachelor’s degree in voice performance from 
Northwestern University in Evanston, Illinois and a master’s degree in 
conducting from the New England Conservatory of Music.  She is a frequent 
soloist on the North Shore, and has a voice studio in Marblehead.

About the Pianist
David Robbins is a native of Chesapeake, Virginia, working on his Master’s 
degree at the New England Conservatory of Music in Boston.  He received 
his Bachelor’s degree in Piano Performance from Shenandoah University in 
Winchester, Virginia in 2004, and has won numerous competitions in Virginia, 
most recently the 1st Prize at the Old Dominion University Classical Period 
Piano Competition.

About the Harpist
Amanda Romano is studying at the New England Conservatory with Ann 
Hobson Pilot, principal harpist of the Boston Symphony Orchestra.  She has 
played with the New York Youth Symphony Chamber Music program, Curtis 
High School guitar ensemble and Symphony, Tutti Harps, the Kingsborough 
orchestra and the Regina Pacis Opera Orchestra. 



Contemporary Traditions
As the TV, film and popular music cultures grew in the 20th century, 
so did a whole new wave of Christmas music. In these next songs, we 
explore this vibrant genre from the Lemon Drop Kid (Silver Bells) to 
John Lennon’s peace anthem “Happy Xmas (War is Over).”

Silver Bells Jay Livingston and Ray Evans
 arr. Mac Huff

The Little Drummer Boy Harry Simeone, Katherine K. Davis,
 and Henry Onorati

Percussion: Lisa Pepi

Night of Silence Daniel Kantor

Happy Xmas (War Is Over) John Lennon and Yoko Ono
Soloist: John Blanchard

British Traditions
In our final set, we return to Great Britain for the Dickensian view of 
Christmas, from the sentimental to the pious, to the raucous!  

In the Bleak Midwinter lyrics Christina Rosetti
 music Harold Darke

Soloists: Lisa Pepi, Esther Wheeler, Hans Synnestvedt

Yeoman’s Carol Church Gallery Book, Dorset
Soloists: Donald J. Johnston, Charlotte Rebecca Barnett, Allison J. 

Messier, J. Russell Reynolds

Sussex Carol Traditional
Soloists: Charlotte Rebecca Barnett, Donald J. Johnston, Allison J. 

Messier and J. Russell Reynolds

Gloucestershire Wassail arr. R. Vaughan Williams
Soloists: Roger Proulx, Allison J. Messier

In the Bleak Midwinter
In the bleak midwinter, 
Frosty wind made moan.
Earth stood hard as iron,
Water like a stone.
Snow had fallen snow on snow,
In the bleak midwinter long ago.

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, 
A stable place suffic’d
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.

What can I give Him,
Poor as I am?
If I were a sheperd,
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.

Broadmoor Chamber Singers History

The Broadmoor Chamber Singers was founded by Floice Lund in 1979, when 
a group of music teachers and singers gave a series of concerts dedicated to 
raising funds for the addition of a solar barn to the Broadmoor Bird Sanctuary 
in South Natick.

In the following twenty-five years, this Natick community-based choir has 
provided concerts in many venues throughout the MetroWest area, including 
special town gatherings and celebrations, Natick’s New England Folk Festival, 
for social and educational groups, churches, businesses and retirement 
communities.  Further afield, audiences have included Faneuil Hall and The 
Museum of Fine Arts (Boston), Hammond Castle (Gloucester), and Higgins’ 
Armory (Worcester).

The group is noted for its diverse performances, with special emphasis on 
unaccompanied choral works from every musical period.  The group has also 
performed extended accompanied works such as Mozart’s “Coronation Mass.”



Selected Texts and Translations
A Ceremony of Carols

Ocho Kandelikas
Hanuka linda ’sta aki,
Ocho kandelas para mi.

Una kandelika, dos kandelikas,
Tres kandelikas, kuatro kandelikas,
Sintju kandelikas, seysh kandelikas,
Siete kandelikas,
Ocho kandelas para mi.

Los pastelikos vo kumer,
Con almendrikas i la miel.

Muchas fiestas vo fazer,
Con alegrias i plazer.

Beautiful Hanukkah is here,
Eight candles for me.

One little candle, two little candles,
Three little candles, four little candles,
Five little candles, six little candles,
Seven little candles,
Eight candles for me.

I will eat the little pies
With almonds and honey.

I will give many parties
With happiness and pleasure.

Maoz Tsur
Maoz tsur y’shuati,
L’cha naeh l’shabeiach.
Tikon beit t’filati,
V’sham today n’zabeiach.

L’eit tachin matbeiach
Mitsar hamnabeiach.
Az egmor b’shir miz mor,
Chanukat hamizbeiach.

1. Procession
Hodie Christus natus est;
hodie Salvator aparuit:
hodie in terra canunt angeli
laetantur archangeli:
hodie exsultant justi dicentes:
gloria in excelsis Deo.  Alleluia!

Today Christ is born:
today the Savior has appeared.
Today the angels sing on earth;
the archangels rejoice.
Today the righteous exult, saying:
Glory to God on high!  Alleluia!

2. Wolcome Yole!*
Wolum be thou hevenè king,
Wolcum, born in one morning,
Wolcom for whom wesall** sing!

Wolcom be ye Stevene and Jon,
Wolcum innocentes every one,
Wolcom Thomas marter one.

Wolcum be ye that are here.
Wolcum, wolcum, make good cheer.
Wolcum alle another yere.

Wolcum be ye good Newe Yere,
Wolcum, Twelfthe Day both in fere,
Wolcum, sintes lefe and dere.

Candelmesse, Quene of bliss,
Wolcum bothe to more and lesse.

*Welcome, Yule!,  **wassail

3. There is no Rose
There is no rose of such vertu
As is the rose that bare Jesu.
Alleluia

For in this rose conteinèd was
Heaven and earth in litel space,
Res miranda.  [Marvelous thing.]

By that rose we may well see
There be one God in persons three.
Pares forma.  [Equal in nature.]

The aungels sungen the sheperds to:
Gloria in excelsis Deo!
Gaudeamus.  [Let us rejoice.]

Leave we all this werldly mirth,
and follow we this joyful birth.
Transeamus.  [Let us pass over.]

4a. That youngë child
That youngë child when it gan weep
With song she lulled him asleep:
That was so sweet a melody
It passéd alle minstrelsy.

The nightingalë sang also:
Her song is hoarse and nought thereto:
Whoso attendeth to her song
And leaveth the first then doth he wrong.

4b. Balulalow 
by James, John & Robert Wedderburn
O my deare hert, young Jesu sweit*,
Prepare thy credil in my spreit**,

Rock of ages, let our song
Praise Thy saving power;
Thou amidst the raging foes
Wast our shelt’ring tower.

Furious they assailed us,
But Thine arm availed us,
And Thy word broke their sword
When our own strength failed us.

Night of Silence
Cold are the people, Winter of life,
We tremble in shadows this cold endless 
night,
Frozen in the snow lie roses sleeping,
Flowers that will echo the sunrise,
Fire of hope is our only warmth,
Weary, its flame will be dying soon.

Voice in the distance, Call in the night,
On wind you enfold us You speak of the 
light,
Gentle on the ear you whisper softly,
Rumors of a dawn so embracing,
Breathless love awaits darkened souls,
Soon will we know of the morning.

Spirit among us, Shine like the star, 
Your light that guides shepherds and 
kings from afar,
Shimmer in the sky so empty, lonely,
Rising in the warmth of your Son’s love,
Star unknowing of night and day,
Spirit we wait for your loving Son.



And I sall rock thee to my hert,
And never mair from thee depart.

But I sall praise thee evermoir
with sanges† sweit unto thy gloir:
The knees of my hert sall I bow,
And sing that richt†† Balulalow!

*sweet,  **spirit,  †songs,  ††right

5. As dew in Aprille
I sing of a maiden
That is makèles*:
King of all kings
To her son she ches**.

He came al so stille
There his moder was,
As dew in Aprille
That falleth on the grass.

He came al so stille
To his moder’s bour†,
As dew in Aprille
That falleth on the flour††.

He came al so stille
There his moder lay,
As dew in Aprille
That falleth on the spray.

Moder and mayden was 
never none but she:
Well may such a lady
Goddes moder be.

*matchless,  **chose,  †bower,  ††flower

6. This little Babe by Robert Southwell
This little Babe so few days old,

But forced he is with silly beasts
In crib to shroud his head.

This stable is a Prince’s court,
This crib his chair of State;
The beasts are parcel of his pomp,
The wooden dish his plate.

The persons in that poor attire
His royal liveries wear;
The Prince himself is come from 
heav’n;
This pomp is prizèd  there.

With joy approach, O Christian 
wight**.
Do homage to thy King,
And highly praise his humble pomp,
wich he from Heav’n doth bring.

*helpless,  **being

9. Spring Carol by William Cornish
Pleasure it is 
to hear iwis*,
the Birdès sing,
The deer in the dale,
the sheep in the vale,
the corn springing.

God’s purvayance
For sustenance.
It is for man.
Then we always 
to give him praise,
And thank him than**.

*certainly,  **then

Is come to rifle Satan’s fold;
All hell doth at his presence quake,
Though he himself for cold do shake;
For in this weak unarmèd wise
The gates of hell he will surprise.

With tears he fights and wins the field,
His naked breast stands for a shield;
His battering shot are babish cries,
His arrow looks of weeping eyes,
His martial ensigns Cold and Need,
And feeble Flesh his warrior’s steed.

His camp is pitchèd in a stall,
His bulwark but a broken wall;
The crib his trench, haystalks his stakes;
Of shepherds he his muster makes;
And thus, as sure his foe to wound,
The angels’ trumps alarum sound.

My soul, with Christ join thou in fight;
Stick to the tents that he hath pight*.
Within his crib is surest ward;
This little Babe will be thy guard.
If thou wilt foil thy foes with joy,
then flit not from this heavenly Boy.

*pitched

8. In Freezing Winter Night 
by Robert Southwell
Behold, a silly* tender babe,
in freezing winter night,
In homely manger trembling lies
Alas, a piteous sight!

The inns are full; no man will yield
This little pilgrim bed.

10.  Deo Gracias
Deo gracias! [Thanks be to God!]
Adam lay ibounden,
bouden in a bond;
Four thousand winter
thought he not to* long.

Deo gracias!
And all was for an appil,
an appil that he tok**,
As clerkès finden
written in their book.

Deo gracias!
Ne† had the appil takè ben,
The appil takè ben, 
Ne haddè never our lady
A ben hevnè quene.

Blessèd be the time
That appil takè was.
Therefore we moun†† singen,
Deo gracias!

*too,  **took,  †never,  ††must

Calypso Clapping Carol
Which way to the manger of the Christ 
child?
Which way to the cradle of the King?
Which way to the babe and the mother?
Glory! Glory! Hear the angels sing!

O the way is shown by a start so bright.
For the Lord is born in Bethlehem 
tonight!


