
The Angel Gabriel from Heaven Came     B
This hymn was based on a translation by Sabine Baring-Gould (1834 – 1924) of a 
Basque-language folk carol about the Annunciation.

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 know a blessed mother thou shalt be,
All generations laud and honour thee,
Thy Son shall be Emmanuel, by seers foretold
Most highly favoured 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 favoured 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 favoured lady,” Gloria!



The Sussex Carol  (trad. Horsham)  1600s       C

Men: On Christmas night all Christians sing
To hear the news the angels bring.

Women: On Christmas night all Christians sing
To hear the news the angels bring.

All: News of great joy, news of great mirth,
News of our merciful King’s birth.

Men: Then why should men on earth be so sad
Since our Redeemer made us glad

Women: Then why should men on earth be so sad
Since our Redeemer made us glad

All: When from our sin He set us free
All for to gain our liberty?

Men: When sin departs before His grace
Then life and health come in its place.

Women: When sin departs before His grace
Then life and health come in its place.

All: Angels and men with joy may sing
All for to see the newborn King.

Men: All out of darkness we have light
Which made the angels sing this night.

Women: All out of darkness we have light
Which made the angels sing this night.

All: “Glory to God and peace to men
Now and forever more, Amen!”



Good King Wenceslas
We would like to sing this carol with the Men singing the part of King Wenceslas and 
the Women singing the part of his Page. Everyone will sing the first and last verses in 
unison. 

All:
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.

Men:
“Hither, page, and stand by me, if thou know’st it, telling
Yonder peasant, who is he? Where and what his dwelling?”
Women:
“Sire, he lives a good league hence, underneath the mountain
Right against the forest fence by Saint Agnes’ fountain.”

Men:
“Bring me flesh and bring me wine, bring me pine logs hither
Thou and I will see him dine, when we bear them thither.”
All:
Page and monarch forth they went, forth they went together
Through the rude wind’s wild lament and the bitter weather.

Women:
“Sire, the night is darker now and the wind blows stronger
Fails my heart, I know not how, I can go no longer.”
Men:
“Mark my footsteps, my good page, tread thou in them boldly
Thou shalt find the winter’s rage freeze thy blood less coldly.”

All:
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!


