
Lyrics from the Christmas Chorale, "Glory To The New Born Rose" 
Words and Music by John K. Probst

                                          -1-

Amid the snow swept plans of unattended fruitless lands there grew a rose.
No other just one rose, a way in the wilderness bound in the coarse and barren soil,
seeded in wintery cold, an unusual sight to behold, a new born red, red rose.
ALLELUIA!  ALLELUIA!, ALLELUIA! GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE.

And by and by it grew its petal leaves like velvet in the crystal dew,
a budding fragrant scent, that blew in the cold winds and feel on the icy firmament.
But there enthroned in thorns, simple, pure and unadorned, a new born red, red rose.
ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA!,ALLELUIA!  GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE

And then because nobody cared to look upon such beauty there,
 it's petals shriveled up and died and left a stem decayed and bare, 
And as the sky grew dim to shade away the day's sun light,
the morning dawn awoke revealing miracles in sight.

From where each fallen petal lay, bloomed more roses in display,
and as more petals fell and died, roses grew and multiplied.
ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA!
BORN IN WINTERS SNOW, GLORY TO THE ROSE,
GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE.

                                              -2-

And like the rose that bloomed amid the cold and fruitless land, a child was born.
A child of love and life, born like the rose in a barren land of grief and strife.
Healer of body and mind, a child who would capture the hearts of all mankind.
ALLELUIA!  ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE.

And like the budding seed, the child of God advanced in a time of want and need,
He spoke of a new command, he spoke of a kingdom that was not of any earthly land.
but those of faithless means, looked down on the man and his works as a hoax of empty dreams.
ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA!  GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE.

And when at last he came to be a threat to those in authority,
they called him blasphemous and crucified his body for all to see,
and thinking they had rid themselves of him with acts unjustly done,
they went their ways to find what they had tried to stop had just begun.

For like the ever growing buds coming from the first one,
God came to us in our need by sending us his only Son!
ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA\1 ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA!
BORN IN WINTER SNOW, GLORY TO THE ROSE,
GLORY TO THE NEW BORN ROSE!

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

Lyrics from a Christmas Chorale, "A CHRISTMAS CHRONICLE" 
Music and Lyrics by John K. Probst

Once again in great anticipation,
comes the time of jubilant celebration,
as we proclaim in song and word, 
the birthday of a King,

Sing all the carols we know around the mistletoe,
renew the friends of old, retell the tales long told,
of old prophecies fulfilled, as was proclaimed and is still
PEACE TO MEN AND WOMEN OF GOOD WILL, (OF GOOD WILL) 

This chronicle of love should be our yearly creed,
which lasts beyond the carols sung, the Christmas tree,
so as, to inspire our help to those less fortunate in need,

So let not the season's joy rely, just on the gifts you buy,
but quench the love for which we thirst, by placing other people first.
Then truly we will know the thrill, from the Child's birth then as is still, 
PEACE TO MEN AND WOMEN OF GOOD WILL (OF GOOD WILL)

Consider please a change, an alteration,
the possibility of changing the occasion,
instead of just one day to celebrate the Child revered,
let Christmas day, last all next year.

Then truly we will be so filled with love for one another,
'Till good will turns away all doubts and fears,
 So, Merry Christmas each day of the coming new year!.


 




