
Angels from the Realms of Glory 
 
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: 
 
Refrain:  Come and worship, 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the newborn King. 
 
Shepherds, in the fields abiding, 
Watching o’er your flocks by night, 
God with man is now residing, 
Yonder shines the infant Light:  Refrain 
 
Saints before the altar bending, 
Watching long in hope and fear, 
Suddenly the Lord, descending, 
In his temple shall appear:  Refrain 
 
All creation join in praising 
God the Father, Spirit, Son; 
Evermore your voices raising 
To th’eternal Three in One;  Refrain 
 
Words by J. Montgomery, 1816, 1825; 
Music by H. Smart, 1867; Public Domain 

  



Angels We Have Heard on High 
 
Angels we have heard on high, 
Sweetly singing o’er the plains, 
And the mountains in reply 
Echo back their joyous strains. 
 
Refrain:  Gloria in excelsis Deo, 
Gloria in excelsis Deo. 
 
Shepherds why this jubilee? 
Why your joyous strains prolong? 
Say what may the tidings be, 
Which inspire your heav’nly song?  Refrain 
 
Come to Bethlehem and see  
Him whose birth the angels sing; 
Come, adore on bended knee 
Christ the Lord, the newborn King.  Refrain 
 
CCLI Song #27721; Words & Music Traditional French melody, 
Arr. © 2008 Van Ness Press, Inc.; Admin. by LifeWay Worship;\ 
CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Away in a Manger 
 
Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head. 
The stars in the 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 cradle ‘til 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. 
 
CCLI Song #7050424; Words Public Domain; Arr. by C. Tomlin, E. Cash, M. Luther 
 W.J. Kirkpatrick, & J.T. McFarland; Arr. ©  2015 S.D.G. Publishing, Sixsteps Songs, 
Worship Together Music, Alletrop Music; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Go, Tell It on the Mountain 
 
Refrain:  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, throughout the heavens 
There shone a holy light.  Refrain 
 
The shepherds feared and trembled 
When, lo! above the earth 
Rang out the angel chorus 
That hailed our Savior’s birth.  Refrain 
 
Down in a lowly manger 
Our humble Christ was born, 
And God sent us salvation 
That blessed Christmas morn.  Refrain 
 
CCLI Song # 29080; Words & Music Public Domain; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen 
 
God rest ye merry, gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay, 
Remember Christ our Savior 
Was born on Christmas day, 
To save us all from Satan’s pow’r 
When we were gone astray; 
 
Refrain:  O tidings of comfort and joy, 
Comfort and joy, 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
 
From God our heav’nly Father, 
A blessed angel came; 
And unto certain shepherds 
Brought tidings of the same: 
How that in Bethlehem was born 
The Son of God by name.  Refrain 
 
So comfort ye my people, 
Your sins are paid in full, 
For Christ has made a way for you, 
Your Father to behold; 
Now sing his praise and shout for joy! 
The prophet’s word foretold:  Refrain 
 
Now to the Lord sing praises 
All you within this place, 
And bring your hearts before him, 
His mercy to embrace; 
For he has shown his love to us, 
The miracle of grace;  Refrain 
 
CCLI Song # 39441 Traditional English Carol; alt. words by J. Vogan; 
© 2009 Jeff Vogan; Public Domain Music; Public Domain 

 
 
  



Good Christian Men, Rejoice 
 
Good Christian, men, rejoice, 
With heart and soul and voice; 
Give ye heed to what we say: 
Jesus Christ is born today; 
Earth and heav’n before him bow, 
And he is in the manger now. 
Christ is born today! 
Christ is born today! 
 
Good Christian men, rejoice, 
With heart and soul and voice; 
Now ye hear of endless bliss: 
Jesus Christ was born for this! 
He hath opened heaven’s door, 
And man is blessed evermore. 
Christ was born for this! 
Christ was born for this! 
 
Good Christian men, rejoice, 
With heart and soul and voice; 
Now ye need not fear the grave: 
Jesus Christ was born to save! 
Calls you one and calls you all 
To gain his everlasting hall. 
Christ was born to save! 
Christ was born to save! 
 
Words Medieval Latin carol Tr. by J.M. Neale, 1853, alt. 1961; 
Music INDULCI JUBILO, Arr. by W.B., 1918; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Hark! the Herald Angels Sing 
 
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!” 
 
Refrain:  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 the Virgin’s womb. 
Veiled in flesh the God-head see; 
Hail th’incarnate Deity, 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, 
Jesus our Emmanuel.  Refrain 
 
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.  Refrain 
 
CCLI Song #27738; Words by C. Wesley; Music by F. Mendelssohn; 
Arr. © 2008 Broadman Press; CCLI License# 152421 

 
 
  



Infant Holy, Infant Lowly 
 
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, 
Noels 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 a 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. 
 
CCLI Song #712373; Words: Polish carol Par. by E.M.G. Reed; Music 
W ZLOBIE LEZY;Arr. by D. Zaloudik; © 2008 Van Ness Press, Inc.; 
CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



It Came Upon a Midnight Clear 
 
It came upon a 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 in solemn stillness lay, 
To hear the angels sing. 
 
Still thro’ 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. 
 
And 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. 
 
Words by E.H. Sears, 1850; Music by R.S. Willis, 1850; Public Domain; 
Arr. © 2010 J. Vogan; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Joy to the World! 
 
Joy to the world! The Lord is come: 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every 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. 
 
Joy to the earth! 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. 
 
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, 
Far as the curse is found, far as, 
Far as, the curse is found. 
 
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. 
 
CCLI Song# 24016; Words by I. Watts; Music by G. F. Handel; 
Arr. © 2016 Jeff Vogan; CCLI License# 152421 

 
 
  



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! 
 
Refrain:  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;  Refrain 
 
Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation; 
Sing, all ye citizens of heav’n above! 
Glory to God in the highest!  Refrain 
 
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!   
Refrain 
 
Words Attr. to J.F. Wade, 1751, Tr. by F. Oakeley, 1841; 
Music by J.F. Wade; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



O Holy Night 
 
O holy night! the stars are brightly shining; 
It is the night of the dear Savior's birth. 
Long lay the world in sin and error pining, 
Till he appeared and the soul felt its worth. 
A thrill of hope--the weary world rejoices, 
For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn! 
Fall on your knees! O hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, O night when Christ was born! 
O night, O holy night, O night divine! 
 
Led by the light of faith serenely beaming 
With glowing hearts by his cradle we stand 
So led by light of a star sweetly gleaming 
Here come the Wise Men from Orient land 
The King of kings lay thus in lowly manger 
In all our trials born to be our friend 
He knows our need, to our weakness is no stranger 
Behold your King; before Him lowly bend 
Behold your King; before Him lowly bend 
 
Truly he taught us to love one another; 
His law is love and his gospel is peace. 
Chains shall he break, for the slave is our brother, 
And in his name all oppression shall cease. 
Sweet hymns of joy in grateful chorus raise we; 
Let all within us praise his holy name. 
Christ is the Lord! O praise his name forever! 
His pow'r and glory evermore proclaim! 
His pow'r and glory evermore proclaim! 
 
Words & Music Public Domain 

 
  



O Little Town of Bethlehem  
 
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. 
 
For Christ is born of Mary; 
And gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 
Their watch of wond’ring love. 
O morning stars, together 
Proclaim the holy birth! 
And praises sing to God the King, 
And peace to men on earth. 
 
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 Emmanuel. 
 
Words by P. Brooks, 1868; Music by L.H. Redner, 1868; and 
Music by D. Rodgers; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Once in Royal David’s City 
 
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 Savior holy. 
 
For he is our lifelong pattern; 
Day by day, like us he grew; 
He was tempted, scorned, rejected, 
Tears and smiles like us he knew. 
Thus he feels for all our sadness, 
And he shares in all 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 heav’n above, 
And he leads his children on 
To the place where he is gone. 
 
Not in that poor lowly stable, 
With the oxen standing by, 
We shall see him, but in heaven, 
Set at God’s right hand on high; 
When like stars his children crowned 
All in white shall wait around. 
 
Words by C.F. Alexander, 1848; Alt. v. 3 by J. Brown; Music by H.J. 
Gauntlett;, 1849; Arr. © 2018 Jeff Vogan; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



Silent Night! Holy Night! 
 
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, 
Heav’nly 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. 
 
Silent night! Holy night! 
Wondrous star, lend thy light; 
With the angels let us sing 
Alleluia to our King; 
Christ, the Savior, is born! 
Christ, the Savior, is born! 
 
CCLI Song #27862; Words by F.X. Gruber, J. Mohr; Music by J.F. Young; 
Arr. © 2015 Jeff Vogan; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



The First Noel 
 
The first Noel 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. 
 
Refrain:  Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel, 
Born is the King of Israel. 
 
They looked 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.  Refrain 
 
And by the light of that same star 
The wise men came from country far; 
To seek for a king was their intent, 
And to follow the star wherever it went.  Refrain 
 
Then let us all with one accord 
Sing praises to our heavenly Lord 
That hath made heav’n and earth of naught, 
And with his blood mankind hath bought.  Refrain 
 
CCLI Song #31047; Words Traditional English Carol; Music from W. Sandy’s 
Christmas Carols, 1833; Arr. © 2010 Jeff Vogan; CCLI License #152421 

 
 
  



What Child is This 
 
What child is this, who, laid to rest, 
On Mary’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. 
Nails, spears, shall pierce him through; 
The cross be born for me, for you: 
Hail, hail the Word made flesh, 
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. 
Raise, raise the song on high, 
The virgin sings her lullaby: 
Joy, joy for Christ is born, 
The babe, the son of Mary. 
 
Traditional English Carol, Adapt. by W.C. Dix; Melody GREENSLEEVES; 
Arr. © 2010 Jeff Vogan; CCLI License #152421 

 


