
Masters in This Hall
Traditional French

Arranged by Brendan McBrien

A DIVIS ION OF

i n s t r u m e n t a t i o n

Conductor Score� 1
Violin I� 8
Violin II� 8
Viola� 5
Cello� 5
String Bass� 5
Bells or Piano� 1
Chimes� 1

Notes to the Conductor

Based on a French dance tune from the 17th 
century, this English carol contains a contagious 
theme set in a rhythmic, toe-tapping arrangement. 
A chime and orchestral bell part are featured and 
will add a wonderful color to this rousing, but 
sadly neglected Christmas gem. Two people could 
play the chime and orchestral bell parts on piano 
if the written instruments are not available.

T h e  H i g h l a n d / E t l i n g  S t r i n g  O r c h e s t r a  S e r i e s

Grade Level: 2½

Please note: Our band and orchestra music is now being collated by an automatic high-
speed system. The enclosed parts are now sorted by page count, rather than score order.
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Program Notes

The Christmas carol “Masters in This Hall” uses a 17th century French dance tune set to words by the 19th 
century English artist, writer, and socialist William Morris. Written about 1860, the text tells the Christmas 
story from a poor man’s point of view, which is clear from his use of rural dialect. In the text, a servant goes to 
his master’s house (or hall) to tell him of Christ’s birth, and how he had met shepherds traveling to Bethlehem. 
Joining them, he saw the Christ child in his mother’s arms, and now the poor are raised up and the proud 
(the rich) are cast down. A Christmas carol seems a curious vehicle to deliver one’s political views, but this 
period of the industrial revolution was a politically volatile time in England, and Morris was looking for every 
opportunity to make his point.

Verse 1

Masters in this Hall, 
Hear ye news to-day 

Brought from over sea,
And ever I you pray:

Chorus 

Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Nowell, sing we clear!

Holpen are all folk on earth, 
Born is God’s son so dear:
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell!

Nowell, sing we loud!
God to-day hath poor folk raised  

And cast a-down the proud.Pre
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