




 

 

 

O Little Town of Bethlehem // 86 

 

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. 

 

How silently, how silently 

The wondrous gift is giv’n! 

So God imparts to human hearts 

The blessings of His heav’n. 

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! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hark! The Herald Angels Sing // 88 

 

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 angelic hosts 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 th’incarnate Deity! 

Pleased as man with men to dwell, 

Jesus our Immanuel. 

Hark! The herald angels sing, 

“Glory to the newborn King.” 

 

Hail the heav’n-born Prince of Peace! 

Hail the Sun 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.” 

 

 

Worship Song Lyrics // December 6, 2020 



 

Joy Has Dawned 

 

Joy has dawned upon the world, 

Promised from creation— 

God’s salvation now unfurled, 

Hope for every nation. 

Not with fanfares from above, 

Not with scenes of glory, 

But a humble gift of love— 

Jesus born of Mary. 

 

Sounds of wonder full the sky 

With the songs of angels 

As the mighty Prince of Life 

Shelters in a stable. 

Hands that set each star in place, 

Shaped the earth in darkness, 

Cling now to a mother’s arms, 

Vuln’rable and helpless. 

 

Shepherds bow before the Lamb, 

Gazing at the glory; 

Gifts of men from distant lands 

Prophesy the story. 

Gold—a King is born today, 

Incense—God is with us, 

Myrrh—His death will make a way, 

And by His blood He’ll win us. 

 

Son of Adam, Son of heav’n, 

Given as a ransom; 

Reconciling God and man, 

Christ, our mighty champion! 

What a Savior! What a Friend! 

What a glorious myst’ry! 

Once a babe in Bethlehem, 

Now the Lord of hist’ry. 

 

 

 

 

O Come, All Ye Faithful // 89 

 

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! 

 

Sing, choirs of angels, 

Sing in exultation, 

O sing, all ye bright hosts 

Of heav’n above! 

Glory to God,  

All glory in the highest! 

 

O come, let us adore Him, 

O come, let us adore Him, 

O come, let us adore Him, 

Christ the Lord! 

 

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, 

Born this happy morning, 

Jesus, to Thee be all glory giv’n; 

Word of the Father, 

Now in flesh appearing! 

 

O come, let us adore Him, 

O come, let us adore Him, 

O come, let us adore Him, 

Christ the Lord! 

 

 

 

 



 

It Came Upon the Midnight Clear // 93 

 

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 heav’ns all-gracious King. 

The world in solemn stillness lay, 

To hear the angels sing. 

 

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 

The world has suffered long, 

Beneath the angel 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! 

 

All ye, beneath life’s crushing load, 

Whose forms are bending low, 

Who toil along the climbing way 

With painful steps and slow, 

Look now! For glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing: 

O rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing! 

 

For lo! The days are hast’ning 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 give back the song 

Which now the angels sing! 

 

 

 

 

Angels We Have Heard on High // 100 

 

Angels we have heard on high, 

Sweetly singing o’er the plains: 

And the mountains in reply, 

Echoing their joyous strains. 

 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

 

Shepherds, why this jubilee? 

Why your joyous strains prolong? 

What the gladsome tidings be 

Which inspire your heav’nly song? 

 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

 

 

Come to Bethlehem, and see 

Him whose birth the angels sing; 

Come, adore on bended knee 

Christ the Lord, the newborn King. 

 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

 

See Him in a manger laid, 

Whom the choirs of angels praise; 

Mary, Joseph, lend your aid, 

While our hearts in love we raise. 

 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Joy to the World! The Lord is Come // 87 

 

Joy to the world! The Lord is come; 

Let earth receive her King; 

Let ev’ry heart prepare Him room, 

And heav’n and nature sing, 

And heav’n and nature sing, 

And heav’n, and heav’n and nature sing. 


