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1 Once in royal David’s city
stood a lowly cattle shed,
where a mother laid her baby
in a manger for His bed:
Mary was that mother mild,
Jesus Christ, her little child.

He came down to earth from heaven
who is God and Lord of all;

and His shelter was a stable,

and His cradle was a stall:

with the poor, and mean and lowly
lived on earth our Saviour holy.

And through all His wondrous childhood
He would honour and obey,

love and watch the lowly maiden

in whose gentle arms He lay.

Christian children all must be

mild, obedient, good as He.

For He is our childhood’s pattern,
day by day like us He grew;

He was little, weak, and helpless,
tears and smiles like us He knew:
and He feeleth for our sadness,
and He shareth in our gladness.

And our eyes at last shall see Him,
through His own redeeming love,
for that child, so dear and gentle,
is our Lord in heaven above:

and He leads His children on

to the place where He has gone.

Not in that poor lowly stable

with the oxen standing by

we shall see Him, but in heaven,

sat at God’s right hand on high;
when like stars His children crowned
all in white shall wait around.

Cecil Frances Alexander 1818-1895

2 O come, O come, Immanuel,

and ransom captive Israel,
that mourns in lonely exile here
until the Son of God appear.

Rejoice! Rejoice! Immanuel
shall come to thee, O Israel!

O come, O come, Thou Lord of might,
who to Thy tribes on Sinai’s height,

in ancient times didst give the Law

in cloud and majesty and awe.

O come, Thou Rod of Jesse, free
Thine own from Satan’s tyranny;
from depths of hell Thy people save,
and give them victory o’er the grave.

O come, Thou Dayspring, come and cheer
our spirits by Thine advent here;

disperse the gloomy clouds of night,

and death’s dark shadows put to flight.

O come, Thou Key of David, come,
and open wide our heavenly home;
make safe the way that leads on high,

and close the path to misery.
Latin, 12th Century
translated by John Mason Neale,
1818-1866, altered

O little town of Bethlehem,

how still we see thee lie!

Above thy deep and dreamless sleep,
the silent stars go by.

Yet in thy dark streets shineth

the everlasting light;

the hopes and fears of all the years
are met in thee tonight.

O morning stars, together

proclaim the holy birth,

and praises sing to God the King
and peace to men on earth.

For Christ is born of Mary,

and, gathered all above,

while mortals sleep, the angels keep
their watch of wondering love.

How silently, how silently

the wondrous gift is given!

So God imparts to human hearts

the blessings of His heaven.

No ear may hear His coming,

but in this world of sin,

where meek souls will receive Him, still
the dear Christ enters in.

O holy child of Bethlehem,
descend to us we pray;

cast out our sin, and enter in,
be born in us today.

We hear the Christmas angels
the great glad tidings tell-

O come to us, abide with us,
our Lord Immanuel.

Phillips Brooks 1835-1893



4 Hark the glad sound, the Saviour comes;
the Saviour promised long,
let every heart prepare a throne,
and every voice a song!

He comes, the prisoners to release,
in Satan’s bondage held;

the gates of brass before Him burst,
the iron fetters yield.

He comes the broken heart to bind,
the bleeding soul to cure;

and with the treasures of His grace
to enrich the humble poor.

Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim;
and heaven’s eternal arches ring,

with Thy beloved name.
Philip Doddridge 1702-1751
Music by Thomas Merritt of lllogan, 1863-1908

B 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, goodwill to men,
from heaven’s all-gracious King!’
The world in 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 angels sing.

Yet with the woes of sin and strife
the world has suffered long;

beneath the angels’ strain have rolled
two thousand years of wrong;

and man, at war with man, hears not
the love-song which they bring:

O hush the noise, ye men of strife,
and hear the angels sing.

And ye beneath life’s crushing load,
whose hope is burning low,

who toil along the climbing way
with painful steps and slow-

look up! For songs of joy and peace
through all the heavens ring!

O rest beside the weary road,

and hear the angels 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 splendours fling,

and the whole world send back the song
which now the angels sing.

Edmund Hamilton Sears 1810-1876

6 O come, all ye faithful,

joyful and triumphant,

O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem;
come and behold Him,

born the King of angels;

O come let us adore Him,
O come let us adore Him,
O come let us adore Him,
Christ the Lord!

God of God,

Light of Light,

Lo, He abhors not the Virgin’s womb.
Very God,

begotten, not created,

Sing, choirs of angels,

sing in exultation,

sing, all ye citizens of heaven above!
Glory to God,

in the highest:

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee,
born this happy morning;
Jesus, to Thee be glory given;
Word of the Father,

now in flesh appearing;

Latin, 17th century
translated by Frederick Oakeley, 1802-1880

7 While shepherds watched their flocks by night

all seated on the ground,
the angel of the Lord came down,
and glory shone around.

‘Fear not!” said he, for mighty dread
had seized their troubled mind,
‘Glad tidings of great joy I bring

to you and all mankind.’

“To you in David’s town this day
is born of David’s line

a Saviour who is Christ the Lord,
and this shall be the sign—’

‘The heavenly babe ye there shall find
to human view displayed;

all meanly wrapped in swaddling bands,
and in a manger laid.’

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith
appeared a shining throng

of angels praising God who thus
addressed their joyful song:

‘All glory be to God on high,

and to the earth be peace!

Goodwill henceforth from heaven to men
begin and never cease.’

Nahum Tate
1652-1715



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

Joy to the earth! The Saviour reigns!

Let men their songs employ;

while fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains,
repeat the sounding joy.

No more let sins and sorrows grow,
nor thorns infest the ground;

He comes to make His blessings flow
far as the curse is found.

He rules the world with truth and grace,
and makes the nations prove
the glories of His righteousness,

the wonders of His love.
Isaac Watts 1674-1784

9 Hark! The herald angels sing,
glory to the new-born King!
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled;
joyful, all ye nations rise,
join the triumph of the skies-
with the angelic host proclaim:
Christ is born in Bethlehem!
Hark, the herald angels sing:
glory to the new-born King!

Christ by highest heaven adored,
Christ the everlasting Lord.
Late in time behold Him come,
offspring of a virgin’s womb.
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see,
hail the incarnate Deity!
Pleased as man with men to dwell,
Jesus, our Immanuel!
Hark, the herald angels sing:
glory to the new-born King!

Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace!

Hail the Sun of Righteousness!

Light and life to all He brings,

risen with healing in His wings.

Mild, He lays his glory by,

born that man no more may die,

born to raise the sons of earth,

born to give them second birth.
Hark, the herald angels sing:
glory to the new-born King!

Come, Desire of Nations, come,

fix in us Thy humble home;

rise, the woman’s conquering Seed,

bruise in us the serpent’s head.

Now display Thy saving power,

ruined nature now restore,

now in mystic union join

Thine to ours, and ours to Thine!
Hark, the herald angels sing:
glory to the new-born King!

Charles Wesley, 1717-1788 and others



10 Angels, from the realms of glory,
wing your flight o’er all the earth;
ye who sang creation’s story,
now proclaim Messiah’s birth:

Come and worship,

worship Christ the King.

Come and worship,

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

Shepherds, in the fields abiding,
watching o’er your flocks by night,
God with man is now residing,
yonder shines the infant light:

Sages, leave your contemplations,
brighter visions beam afar;

seek the great Desire of nations,
ye have seen His natal star:

Sinners, wrung with true repentance,
doomed for guilt to endless pains,
justice now revokes the sentence,
mercy calls you—break your chains:

Though an infant now we view Him,
He shall fill His Father’s throne,
gather all the nations to Him;

every knee shall then bow down:

James Montgomery (1771-1854)




11

12

13

Infant holy, infant lowly,

for His bed a cattle stall;

oxen lowing, little knowing
Christ the babe is Lord of all.
Swift are winging angels singing,
nowells ringing, tidings bringing:
Christ the babe is Lord of all!
Christ the babe is Lord of all!

Flocks were sleeping; shepherds keeping
vigil till the morning new

saw the glory, heard the story,

tidings of the gospel true.

Thus rejoicing, free from sorrow,

praises voicing: greet the morrow:

Christ the babe was born for you!

Christ the babe was born for you!

Trans. Edith Reed (1885-1933)

The first Nowell the angel did say

was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay;
in fields where they lay keeping their sheep,

on a cold winter’s night that was so deep.

Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell!
Born is the King of Israel.

They lookéd up and saw a star,
shining in the east, beyond them far,
and to the earth it gave great light,

and so it continued both day and night.

And by the light of that same star,
three wise men came from country far;
to seek for a King was their intent,
and to follow the star wherever it went.

This star drew nigh to the north-west,
o’er Bethlehem it took its rest,

and there it did both stop and stay
right over the place where Jesus lay.

Then entered in those wise men three
full reverently on bended knee,

and offered there, in His presence,

their gold, and myrrh, and frankincense.

Then let us all with one accord

sing praises to our heavenly Lord,

that hath made heaven and earth of naught,
and with His blood mankind hath bought.

Traditional, c. 17th century.
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 thy perfect light!

Melchior:

Born a King on Bethlehem’s plain,
gold I bring to crown Him again,
King forever, ceasing never,

over us all to reign.

Casper:

Frankincense to offer have I,
incense owns a Deity nigh,

prayer and praising, all men raising,
worship Him, God most high!

Balthazar:

Myrrh is mine, its bitter perfume
breathes a life of gathering gloom,
sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying,
sealed in the stone cold tomb.

Glorious now behold Him arise,
King and God and Sacrifice!
Heaven sings “Alleluia!”

“Alleluia!” the earth replies.
John Henry Hopkins, Jr 1857

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.

Silent night! Holy night!
Shepherds quake at the sight!
Glories stream from heaven afar,
heavenly hosts sing alleluia;
Christ the Saviour is born!

Silent night! Holy night!

Son of God, love’s pure light,
radiant beams Thy holy face,

with the dawn of redeeming grace,

Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth.
Joseph Mohr, 1792-1848
translator unknown



15 See amid the winter’s snow,

born for us on earth below,
see the tender Lamb appears,
promised from eternal years.

Hail, thou ever-blesseéd morn!
Hail, redemption’s happy dawn!
Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Lo, within a manger lies

He who built the starry skies;

He, who throned in height sublime
sits amid the cherubim.

Say, ye holy shepherds, say

what your joyful news today;
wherefore have ye left your sheep
on the lonely mountain steep?

‘As we watched at dead of night,
lo, we saw a wondrous light;
angels singing peace on earth
told us of the Saviour’s birth.’

Sacred infant, all divine,

what a tender love was Thine,
thus to come from highest bliss
down to such a world as this.

Teach, O teach us, Holy Child,
by Thy face so meek and mild,
teach us to resemble Thee,

in Thy sweet humility!

Edward Caswall (1814-1878)

1 Away in a manger, no crib for a bed,

the little Lord Jesus laid down His sweet head.
The stars in the bright sky looked down where He lay,
the little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay.

The cattle are lowing, the baby awakes,

but little Lord Jesus no crying He makes.

I love Thee, Lord Jesus, look down from the sky,
and stay by my bedside till morning is nigh.

Be near me, Lord Jesus, I ask Thee to stay
close by me forever, and love me, I pray.
Bless all the dear children in Thy tender care,
and fit us for heaven, to live with Thee there.

Anonymous

17 Christians, awake, salute the happy morn

whereon the Saviour of the world was born!
Rise to adore the mystery of love

which hosts of angels chanted from above;
with them the joyful tidings first begun

of God incarnate and the Virgin’s Son.

Then to the watchful shepherds it was told,
who heard the angelic herald’s voice: “Behold,
I bring good tidings of a Saviour’s birth

to you and all the nations upon earth!

This day hath God fulfilled His promised word;
this day is born a Saviour, Christ the Lord.”

He spake, and straightway the celestial choir
in hymns of joy, unknown before, conspire:
the praises of redeeming love they sang,

and heaven’s whole orb with Hallelujahs rang.
God’s highest glory was their anthem still:
“Peace upon earth and unto men goodwill!”

To Bethl’em straight the enlightened shepherds ran
to see the wonder God had wrought for man,

and found, with Joseph and the blesséd Maid;

her Son, the Saviour, in a manger laid.

Then to their flocks, still praising God, return,

and their glad hearts with holy rapture burn.

Like Mary, let us ponder in our mind

God’s wondrous love in saving lost mankind!
Trace we the Babe, who hath retrieved our loss,
from His poor manger to His bitter cross.
Treading His steps, assisted by His grace

till man’s first heavenly state again take place.

Then may we hope, the angelic thrones among,
to sing, redeemed, a glad triumphal song.

He that was born upon this joyful day

around us all His glory shall display.

Saved by His love, incessant we shall sing

eternal praise to heaven’s almighty King.
John Byrom
(1691-1763)




18 Let earth and heaven combine,

angels and men agree,

to praise in songs divine

the incarnate Deity;

our God contracted to a span,
incomprehensibly made Man.

He laid His glory by,

He wrapped Him in our clay;
unmarked by human eye,

the latent Godhead lay;

infant of days He here became,

and bore the mild Immanuel’s Name.

See in that infant’s face

the depths of deity,

and labour while ye gaze

to sound the mystery;

in vain, ye angels, gaze no more,
but fall, and silently adore.

Unsearchable the love

that hath the Saviour brought;
the grace is far above

or men or angels’ thought:
suffice for us that God, we know,
our God, is manifest below.

He deigns in flesh to appear,
widest extremes to join;

to bring our vileness near,

and make us all divine:

and we the life of God shall know,
for God is manifest below.

Made perfect by His love,

and sanctified by grace,

we shall from earth remove,

and see His glorious face:

then shall His love be fully showed,

and man shall then be lost in God.
Charles Wesley
(1707-1788)

19 Glory be to God on high,

and peace on earth descend;

God comes down: He bows the sky,
and shows Himself our Friend!

God the invisible appears,

God, the blest, the great 1 AM,
sojourns in this vale of tears,

and JEsus is His name.

Him the angels all adored,
their Maker and their King:
tidings of their humbled Lord
they now to mortals bring:
emptied of His majesty,

of His dazzling glories shorn,
Being’s source begins to be,
and God Himself is born!

See the eternal Son of God

a mortal son of man,

dwelling in an earthly clod,
whom heaven cannot contain!
Stand amazed, ye heavens, at this!
See the Lord of earth and skies!
Humbled to the dust He is,

and in a manger lies!

We the sons of men rejoice,

the Prince of Peace proclaim,

with heaven’s host lift up our voice,
and shout Immanuel’s name:

knees and hearts to Him we bow,
of our flesh, and of our bone,

Jesus is our brother now,

and God is all our own!
Charles Wesley
(1707-1788)

Fear not, for behold I bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people...

The words of Christmas carols represent a
deeply heartfelt expression of Christian faith.
They focus on Jesus Christ, and express great
joy at the thought of Jesus coming into the world
as the long-promised Saviour.

Full of the rich language and imagery of the Holy
Bible, they put into verse the Christian faith: the
overwhelming good news that God has come to
the rescue of the human race. He has done this
through sending us His Son, Jesus Christ to be
the Saviour of the world.

We need the Saviour because of sin. By nature
we are cut off from fellowship with God because
of sin, and we deserve God'’s fair judgement. But
God is kind and merciful, and He sent His Son to
save us.

glowethchapel.org

When Jesus died on the cross, He was a
substitute. He took God'’s judgement for sin in the
place of sinners, so that we may go free. God
now commands all people everywhere to turn
away from their sins, and to trust in Jesus.

Because of the Son of God, born to Mary in
Bethlehem, God forgives the sins of every person
who puts their faith in Him. Jesus also came back
to life, after His death on the cross, giving us a
sure hope that death is not the end. Whoever
believes in Him shall not perish, but have
everlasting life.

At Gloweth Chapel, this is our simple Christian

faith. We are pleased to share it with you in this
time of singing the well-loved carols of Christmas.

Merry Christmas from all at Gloweth Chapel.
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