
  



 
 
 

With A Voice Of Singing ......................................... Shaw 

 

Shepherds’ Farewell (from “L’enfance du Christ”) ....... Berlioz 

 

Panis Angelus .............................................. Franck arr. Leavitt 

Soloist:  Kayla Ginter 

 

   GUEST ARTISTS    

 

There’s A Song In The Air .......... Harrington arr. T. Smith & Hustad 

Piano/Organ duo:  Joyce Stevenson & Lorna Gibson 

 

In Silent Night .......................................................................... Southall 

Quartet:  Kelly Ewson-Lefevre, Linda Moriarty 

Clark Rensberry, Murray Hannigan 

 

     
 

Ride The Chariot .............................................. Spiritual arr. H. Smith 

Soloists:  Craig Hollands & Randy Friesen 

 

Angels’ Carol ............................................................................... Rutter 

 

Stopping By Woods On A Snowy Evening ...................... Thompson 

 

  



Art establishes the basic human truths which 
must serve as the touchstone of our judgment. 

   GUEST ARTISTS   

 
Prelude In Classic Style ...................................... Young arr. L. Smith 

Piano/Organ duo:  Joyce Stevenson & Lorna Gibson 
 

  INTERMISSION    

 
Lullabye (Goodnight, My Angel) ................................. Joel arr. Huff 
 
A Charlie Brown Christmas .............................. Guaraldi arr. Zegree 
 
Cold And Fugue Season ............................ J. S. Bach arr. Foncannon 
 

   GUEST ARTISTS   

 
Saxophone Quartet:   Lauren Lohneis, Val Olsen 

David Ginter, Gordon Surkan 
 

     
 
Shepherd’s Pipe Carol ...................................................... Rutter 
 
Let It Snow! ..................................................... Styne arr. Hanson 
 
Hallelujah, Get Happy ............. Koehler & Hawkins, arr. Gilpin 

 

     END     

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

STOPPING BY WOODS ON A SNOWY EVENING 
BY ROBERT FROST 

 

Whose woods these are I think I know.    
His house is in the village though;    
He will not see me stopping here    
To watch his woods fill up with snow.    
 

My little horse must think it queer    
To stop without a farmhouse near    
Between the woods and frozen lake    
The darkest evening of the year.    
 

He gives his harness bells a shake    
To ask if there is some mistake.    
The only other sound’s the sweep    
Of easy wind and downy flake.    
 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,    
But I have promises to keep,    
And miles to go before I sleep,    
And miles to go before I sleep. 

 


