Silent Night Franz Gruber Stille Nacht

Silent night, holy night,

All is calm, all is bright
Round yon virgin, mother and child
Holy infant so tender and mild,
Sleep in heavenly peace,
Sleep in heavenly peace.

Silent night, holy night,
Shepherds quake at the sight
Glories stream from heaven afar,
Heavenly hosts sing alleluia
Christ the Savior is born!
Christ the Savior is born!



Silent night, holy night,

Son of God, love’s pure light
Radiant beams from thy holy face,
With the dawn of redeeming grace,

Jesus, Lord at Thy birth,
Jesus, Lord at Thy birth.

Holy light, perfect light,
Christ of God, oh, how bright
Doth Thy Spirit shine always !

Healing, blessing man each day

With Thy heavenly love,

With Thy heavenly love.



What Child Is This Traditional English Melody

What child is this, who, laid to rest
On May'’s lap is sleeping?
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet
While shepherds watch are keeping?

This, this is Christ the King,
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing;
Haste, haste to bring Him laud,

The Babe, the Son of Mary.

Why lies He in such mean estate
Where ox and ass are feeding?
Good Christian fear, for sinners here
The silent Word is pleading.

This, this is Christ the King,
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing;
Haste, haste to bring Him laud,

The Babe, the Son of Mary.



So bring Him incense, gold, and myrrh,
Come, peasant, king, to own Him;
The King of kings salvation brings,

Let loving hearts enthrone Him.

This, this is Christ the King,
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing;
Haste, haste to bring Him laud,

The Babe, the Son of Mary.



Go, Tell It on the Mountain  American Folk Hymn

Go, tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and everywhere,
Go, tell it on the mountain
That Jesus Christ is born.

While shepherds kept their watching
O’er silent flocks by night
Behold through-out the heavens
There shone a holy light.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and everywhere,
Go, tell it on the mountain
That Jesus Christ is born.

The shepherds feared and trembled
When lo! Above the earth
Rang out the angel chorus

That hailed our Savior’s birth.



Go, tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and everywhere,
Go, tell it on the mountain
That Jesus Christ is born.

Down in a lowly manger
The humble Christ was born,
And God sent us salvation
That blessed Christmas morn.

Go, tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and everywhere,
Go, tell it on the mountain
That Jesus Christ is born.



Joy To The World  Lowell Mason

Joy to the world!
The Lord is come;
Let earth receive her King;
Let every heart prepare Him room,
And heaven and nature sing,
And heaven and nature sing,
And heaven, and heaven and nature sing.

Joy to the world! The Savior reigns;
Let men their songs employ,
While fields and floods,
rocks, hills, and plains
Repeat the sounding joy,
Repeat the sounding joy,
Repeat, repeat the sounding joy



He rules the world
with truth and grace,

And makes the nations prove
The glories of His righteousness
And wonders of His love,

And wonders of His love,

And wonders, wonders of His love



We Three Kings John H. Hopkins, Jr.

We three kings of Orient are;
Bearing gifts we traverse afar,
Field and fountain, moor and mountain,
Following yonder star.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to they perfect light.

Born a King on Bethlehem’s plain,
Gold I bring to crown Him again,
King forever, ceasing never
Over us all to reign.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to they perfect light.



Frankincense to offer have I,
Incense owns a Deity nigh;
Prayer and praising, all men raising,
Worship him, God on high.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to they perfect light.

Myrrh is mine; its bitter perfume
Breathes a life of gathering gloom;
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying,

Sealed in the stone-cold tomb.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to they perfect light.

Glorious now behold Him arise,



King and God and Sacrifice;
Alleluia, alleluia!
Sounds through the earth and skies.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to they perfect light.



It Came Upon The Midnight Clear
Richard S. Willis

It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth,
To touch their harps of gold;

“ Peace on the earth, good will to men
From heaven’s all gracious King.”
The world is solemn stillness lay,

To hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come
With peaceful wings unfurled,
And still their heavenly music floats

O’er all the weary world;

Above its sad and lowly plains,

They bend on hovering wing,

And ever o’er its Babel sounds
The blessed angles sing.



For lo! The days are hastening on,
By prophet bards foretold,

When with the ever circling years
Comes round the age of gold;
When peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendors fling,

And the whole world send back the song
Which now the angels sing.



