
HARK THE HERALD 

Hark! The herald angels sing,

“Glory to the newborn King!

Peace on earth and mercy mild,

God and sinners reconciled.”

Joyful, all ye nations rise,

Join the triumph of the skies,

With th’angelic host proclaim:

“Christ is born in Bethlehem.”

Hark! The herald angels sing,

“Glory to the newborn King!”


Christ by highest heav'n 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 man to dwell,

Jesus, our Emmanuel.

Hark! The herald angels sing,

“Glory to the newborn King!”


Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace!

Hail the Son of Righteousness!

Light and life to all He brings,

Ris'n 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 newborn King!”


UNTO US A BOY IS BORN 

Unto Us A Boy Is Born ,

King of all creation:

Cradled in a stall was He,

The Lord of every nation,

The Lord of every nation.


Cradled in a stall was he

With sleepy cows and asses;

But the very beasts could see

That He the world surpasses.

That He the world surpasses.


Herod then with fear was filled:


'A prince', he said, 'In Jewry!'

All little boys be killed

At Bethl'em in his fury.

At Bethl'em in his fury.


Now may Mary's Son, who came

So long ago to love us,

Lead us all with hearts aflame

Unto the joys above us.

Unto the joys above us.


Omega and Alpha He!

Let the organ thunder,

While the choir with peals of glee

Shall rend the air asunder.

Shall rend the air asunder.


O COME ALL YE FAITHFUL 

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, (3×)

Christ the Lord.


God of God, light of light,

Lo, he abhors not the Virgin's womb;

Very God, begotten, not created:

O come, let us adore Him, (3×)

Christ the Lord.


Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation,

Sing, all ye citizens of Heaven above!

Glory to God, glory in the highest:

O come, let us adore Him, (3×)

Christ the Lord.


Yea, Lord, we greet thee, born this happy 
morning;

Jesus, to thee be glory given!

Word of the Father, now in flesh 
appearing!

O come, let us adore Him, (3×)

Christ the Lord.


