
I’ll Be Home for Christmas 
 
Words and Music by Kim Gannon, Walter Kent, Buck Ram 
©1948, 1956 Gannon Kent Music/Piedmont Music/ASCAP 



It Happened Once 
 
There was a child who I knew well 
Trains rolled through his dreams 
He thought anything was possible 
If he would just believe 
 
He set a feast for Santa Claus 
He said “he’s coming 
I know it’s true” 
The go to bed and wait to hear 
The reindeer on the roof 
 
 He rubbed his eyes a hundred times 
 And tossed under the sheets 
 He always tried to stay awake 
 He always fell asleep 
 
We he woke up the stars were bright 
The town was fast asleep 
He snuck downstairs and saw the train 
Underneath the tree 
 
The plate he left had only crumbs 
The glass was empty, too 
Sooty footprints by the fire 
Left now doubt it was true 
 
 But that was many years ago 
 The little boy was me 
 H left the things he once believed 
 Underneath that tree 
 
Now I watch with wondering eyes 
My little girl asleep 
As she breathes she’ll never know 
The gift she gave to me 
 
 I’ll tiptoe down the stairs tonight 
 Make tracks around the tree 
 Eat some cookies, drink some milk 
 Before I go to sleep 
 
Oh, nothing’s lost that can’t be found 
It happened once to me 
 



Words and Music by Neal Hagberg 
©1999 Uncle Gus Music/BMI 



Long Time Ago 
 
Words by J. Paul Williams, Traditional Music 
©1998 High Street Music/BMI 



Bring a Torch, Jeannette Isabella 
 
Traditional 16th century French carol 



Rise Up, Shepherd 
 
Traditional African-American Spiritual 



Listen to the Angels 
 
If they told you he was a poor boy, would you come? 
If they told you he was a poor boy, would you come? 
I they looked you in the eye and said, “do not fear, he is the one” 
And they told you he was a poor boy, would you still come? 
 
 Oh, listen to the angels 
 Oh, listen to the angels 
 Oh, listen to the angels 
 High over Bethlehem 
 
If they told you she wasn’t married, would you come? 
If they told you she wasn’t married, would you come? 
If they said this teenaged mother, would be the chosen one 
And they told you she wasn’t married, would you still come? 
 
 Chorus 
 
If it was a long, long road to get there, would you come? 
Like the wise men on their camels, one by one 
Well, it’s a long, long way back to the child’s faith you came from 
If they told you it was a long way, would you still come? 
 
 Chorus 
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A La Nanita Nana 
 
Traditional Spanish Carol 



White Christmas 
 
Words and Music by Irving Berlin 
©1940, 1942 Irving Berlin Music Corp./ASCAP 



Snowflight 
 
He opens the door, stamps the snow from his shoes 
Then kisses Mother on the cheek 
He unloads the kids from the back of the car 
And carries them in still asleep 
 
 Late night, snowflight 
 Carry him back to the day he was ten 
 Home now, somehow 
 He’s back where he started again 
 
Back when his mittens and coats and his boots by the fire 
Sizzled with steam from the cold 
Dad wipes the tears and then rubs back to life 
His toes that are burned by the cold 
 
 Late night, snowflight 
 Carry him back to the age of sixteen 
 Home now, somehow 
 He’s stepping back into the dream 
 
The sullen expression he wears on his brow 
It keeps everybody at bay 
Locked into himself, he stays shut in his room 
Wishing life would go away 
 
 Late night, snowflight 
 Carry him back to his twenty-first year 
 Home now, somehow 
 The memories all reappear 
 
He cries as his bride slowly walks down the aisle 
And he opens his arms once again 
They fumble for rings and stumble for words 
And step from the church hand in hand 
 
 Late night, snowflight 
 Carry him back to the day he was ten 
 Home now, somehow 
 He’s back where he started again 
 
He opens the door, stamps the snow from his feet 
And kisses Mother on the cheek 
He unloads the kids from the back of the car 
And carries them in still asleep 



 
Words and Music by Neal Hagberg 
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Welcome Friend 
 
Was it a rainy night? 
Or was it a snowy day? 
When you were born 
On a pile of hay 
 
With your first cry 
What were you trying to say? 
“what’s this place I’ve landed in?” 
Oh, welcome friend 
 
 Alleluia, king of kings 
 Could you hear the angels sing? 
 Through the cracks up in the stable roof 
 Did you see those stars shining on you? 
 And bless this broken world you’d come into 
 
When you looked up 
Into the wise men’s eyes 
Did you see through 
Their rich disguise? 
 
Did you help them 
Through that needle’s eye 
When you took the gifts 
They offered? 
Oh, welcome friend 
 
 Chorus 
 
 I’m not rich like the wise men are 
 I only own what I believe 
 But I keep trying to see that star 
 Oh, do you have room for me? 
 
 Chorus 
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A Cradle in Bethlehem 
 
Words and Music by Alfred Bryan and Larry Stock 
©Comet Music/ASCAP 



Tell Me the Old, Old Story 
 
Words by Katherine Hankey, Music by Neal Hagberg 
Public Domain/©1999 Uncle Gus Music/BMI 


