
Lessons of Carols: December 13, 2020 

O Come, All Ye Faithful 
Text and music by John Francis Wade, c. 1743 


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; sing all ye citizens 

of heaven 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 given; 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! 


Adeste fideles laeti triumphales, venite venite in Bethlehem, 
Natum vedete Regem angelorum: 


Venite adoremus, venite adoremus, 

venite adoremus, Dominum. 


Angels We Have Heard on High 

French Carol, c. 1700’s; translation by James Chadwick, 1860 


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 heavenly 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! 


Go Tell It on the Mountain 

African-American spiritual


 

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. 


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! 




Silent Night 
Text by Joseph Mohr, 1816; English trans. John Freeman Young, 1863; 


music by Franz Gruber, 1818 


Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht! Alles schäft, einsam wacht nur das 
traute, hochheilige Paar. Holder Knabe im lockigen Haar. 


Schlaf in himmlischer Ruh, schlaf in himmlischer Ruh! 

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! Son of God, love’s pure light radiant 
beams from they 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. 


O Holy Night 
Text by Placide Clappeau, 1847; English trans. by John Dwight; 


music by Adolphe Adam 


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, 

‘til he appeared and the soul felt its worth. A thrill of hope — 

the weary world rejoices, for yonder breaks a new and glory morn! 
Fall on your knees! O hear the angel voices! O night divine, 

O night when Christ was born! O night divine, 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 came 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 power and glory evermore proclaim! His power and glory 
evermore proclaim! 


O Little Town of Bethlehem 

Text by Phillips Brooks, 1868; music by Lewis Henry Redner, 1868


 

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 wondering love. 

O morning stars, together proclaim the holy birth, 

and praises sing to God the King, and peace to all on earth. 

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 Emmanuel! 


Once in Royal David’s City 

Text by Cecil Frances Alexander, 1848; music by Henry John Gauntlett, 1849


 

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 meek and lowly, lived on earth our Savior holy. 

Jesus 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 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 heaven above; and he leads his children on 

to the place where he is gone. 



