Fourteen Carols for Christmas

1. Silent Night

Silent night, holy night

All is calm, all is bright

Round yon virgin, mother and child
Holy infant, 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 thy holy face
With the dawn of redeeming grace
Jesus, Lord at thy birth

Jesus, Lord at thy birth

Silent night, holy night
Shepherd’s quake at the sight
Glories stream from heaven above
Heavenly host sing hallelujah
Christ the savior is born

Christ the savior is born

Swige Niht

Swige niht, halig niht

Eall is smylte, eall is beorht

Ymbe geonre maegh, meéder and ¢ilde
Halig Iytling, hnesce and milde

Sl&p in heofoniscum fride

Sl&p in heofoniscum fride

Swige niht, halig niht

Goding, lufe cl&ne leoht

Torhte béamas of pinum halgan ansiene
Mid p&m uhte aliesednesse lisse
Iesus,dryhten @t pinum gebyrde
Iesus,dryhten &t pinum gebyrde

Swige niht, halig niht

Hierdras cwaciap @t gesihte
Wuldor iernab of heofone ofer
Heofonli¢ gaderung singp halleliiga
Crist se h&lend wacna)p

Crist se h&lend wacnap



2. O Holy Night La Halig Niht

O Holy Night! The stars are brightly shining, La Halig Niht! ba steorran beorhte scinap

It is the night of the dear Saviour’s birth. Hit is s€o niht peaes 1€ofan Helendes byrde

Long lay the world in sin and error pining. Lange leg eorpe in gylte and dwilde weorpiende.
Till he appeared and the spirit felt its worth. 00 hé com and se gast felde his weordes.

A thrill of hope the weary world rejoices, YO tohopan se werig weoruld blissap

For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn. For geond purbricd niwe morgen and wuldorful.
Fall on your knees! Oh, hear the angel voices! Feall on pin cn€o! La, hier para engla dréamas!

O night divine, the night when Christ was born; La godcund niht, s€o niht pe Crist awodc:

O night, O Holy Night, O night divine! La niht, La Halig Niht, La niht godcund!

Led by the light of faith serenely beaming, bt l8orht geleafan l&dde smolte beamap,

With glowing hearts by His cradle we stand. Mid glowendum heortum we standap be His cradole.
O’er the world a star is sweetly gleaming, Ofer p&re eorpe steorra swétlice glisnap,

Now come the wisemen from out of the Orient land. Nii cumap pa witan of p&m Eastum lande.

The King of kings lay thus lowly manger; Se Cyning cyninga swa lege héanlicum binne;

In all our trials born to be our friend. In ealle tire earfode awoc tre fréond to beonne.

He knows our need, our weakness is no stranger, He cnawep tre nied, Gire 1éwsa is na unciida,
Behold your King! Before him lowly bend! Loc nii @ower cyning! For Him niperbugap!

Behold your King! Before him lowly bend! Loc nii @ower cyning! For Him niperbugap!

Truly he taught us to love one another, Soplice He iis 1&rde lufian @lc oper.

His law is love and His gospel is peace. His lagu bid lufu and His godspel bid fri0.

Chains he shall break, for the slave is our brother, = Racentan H€ bryhd, ford&m se peow is tre bropor,
And in his name all oppression shall cease. And in his naman eall oferfrécednes aswamap.
Sweet hymns of joy in grateful chorus raise we, Sweéte ymenas dréames in pancfulum wynwerode héap we,
With all our hearts we praise His holy name. Mid eallum tirum heortum we herap His haligne naman.
Christ is the Lord! Then ever, ever praise we, Crist is se Dryhten! bon a, &fter lofiap we,

His power and glory ever more proclaim! His miht and wuldor a mara geb&odap!

His power and glory ever more proclaim! His miht and wuldor a2 mara geb&odap!



3. 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 the 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 men to dwell,
Jesus, our Emmanuel!

Hark! The Herald Angels Sing,
“Glory to the newborn King!”

Hail! the heaven-born Prince of peace!
Hail! The Son 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 newborn King!”

Heorciap! Se Bodienda Englas Singab

Heorciap! Singap Pa Englas Arendfaste,
“Wauldor to nigawacodum Cyninge!”

Frip on eorpe and milts mild,

God and gyltend gesémende

Blide, eall g€ peoda, risap,

D=t oretlof rodores peodap ;

Mid p&m engellic werode b&odap,
“Crist in Bethleheme wacnap.”

Heorciap! Singap ba Englas Arendfaste ,
“Wauldor to nigawacodum Cyninge!”

Crist, ge€apméded be hiehstum heofone
Crist, se €celi¢ Dryhten:
Sip in tide s€op hine cuman,

Tudor of hrife f&@mnan.

Gebehylod in fl&sce, séop godhad:
Halettab, se gefleescoda God:
Gelysted, swa mann, mid mannum wunian,
Iesus, ire Emmanuhel!

Heorciap! Singap Pa Englas Arendfeste,
“Wuldor t6 nigawacodum Cyninge!”

Halettap! se héofonbyrde Deoden frides!
Halettap! Se sunu rihtwisnesse!

Leoht and [if to ealle h& bringp,

Astigen mid h&linge in his fiorum

Milde he legp his wuldor be,

Awdc pe mann ne ma mot sweltan:
Awoc pa suna eorde to fedanne,

Awdc him oper byrde to giefanne,
Heorciap! Singap ba Englas Arendfaste,
“Wauldor t6 nigawacodum Cyninge!”



4. In the Bleak Midwinter In P&m ZAbl®ecum Midwintra

In the bleak midwinter, frosty wind may moan, In p&m &bl&can midwintra, forstig wind cwide.
Earth stood hard as iron, water like a stone; Eorde stod heard swa isen, swa stan waeter;

Snow had fallen, snow on snow, snow on snow, Snaw haefde dropen, snaw on snawe, snaw on snawe,
In the bleak midwinter, long ago. In p&m &bl&can midwintra, forlonge .

Our God, heaven cannot hold him, nor earth sustain;  Ure God, heofen ne mag hine healdan, ne fet eorbe:
Heaven and earth shall flee away when he comes to reign.  Pa odfl€op heofon and eorpe pa hé cymp to

ri¢sianne.
In the bleak midwinter a stable place sufficed In p&m &bl&can midwintra faldstede genugde
The Lord God Almighty, Jesus Christ. Se Dryhten God ZAlmihtig, Iesus Crist.
Angels and archangels may have gathered there, Englas and héahenglas, hie p&r gadroden,
Cherubim and seraphim thronged the air; Cerabin and Seraphim lyfte prungon;
But his mother only, in her maiden bliss, Ac his modor ana, in hiere m&denlic¢re blisse,
Worshiped the beloved with a kiss. Weorpode pa driite mid cosse.
What can I give him, poor as I am? Hwzet meeg i¢ him giefan, swa com i¢ earm?
If I were a shepherd, I would bring a lamb; Gif i¢ w&re sceaphierde, i¢ bringe lamb;
If I were a Wise Man, | would do my part; Gifi¢ ware Wita, i¢ doe d&l minne;

Yet what I can I give him: give my heart. Giet hwaet mag i¢ him giefan: giefe heortan mine.



5. God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen

God rest ye merry gentlemen

Let nothing you dismay
Remember Christ our Saviour
Was born on Christmas day

To save us all from Satan’s power
When we were gone astray.

O tidings of comfort and joy,
Comfort and joy

O tidings of comfort and joy

From God our Heavenly 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.

O tidings of comfort and joy,
Comfort and joy

O tidings of comfort and joy

And when they came to Bethlehem
Where our dear Saviour lay,

They found Him in a manger,
Where the oxen feed on hay.

His Mother Mary kneeling down,
Unto the Lord did pray.

O tidings of comfort and joy,
Comfort and joy

O tidings of comfort and joy

God Eow L&te Ges®lig Burhmenn

God eow l&te ges@lige burhmenn

Ne l&tap naht gow swearcap

Gemuna) Crist tire H&lend

Woc on Cristesmessan dege

Us eall fram Satanes gewealde to nerianne
Ponne wé wandrodon.

La godspell frofre and dréames,

Frofre and dréames

La godspell frofre and dréames

Fram Gode trum Heofonlican Feder
Gebletsod engel com;

And to sumum sceaphyrdum
Brengedon spell pes ilcan:

Hi pe in Bethleheme awoc

Se Sunu Godes purh Naman.

La godspell frofre and dréames,
Frofre and dréames

La godspell frofre and dréames

And pa hie comon to Bethleheme
b&r leg tre deore Haelend,

Hte hine fundon in binne,

b&r fedap pa oxan on hiege.

His Modor Maria cnéowigende,
Bad to p&m Dryhtene.

La godspell frofre and dréames,
Frofre and dréames

La godspell frofre and dréames



6. Oh, Come, All Ye Faithful

Oh, come, all ye faithful

Joyful and triumphant!

Oh, come ye, oh, come ye to Bethlehem,;
Come and behold him

Born the king of angels:

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Christ the Lord.

Highest, most holy,

Light of light eternal,

Born of a virgin,

A mortal he comes;

Son of the Father

Now in flesh appearing!
Oh, come, let us adore him,
Oh, come, let us adore him,
Oh, 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

In the highest:

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Oh, come, let us adore him,

Oh, come, let us adore him,

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!

Oh, come, let us adore him,
Oh, come, let us adore him,
Oh, come, let us adore him,
Christ the Lord.

La, Cumap, Eall Gé Treowgepoftan

La, cumap, eall gg treowgepoftan

Blissig and sigorbeorht!

La, cumap gg, 1a, cumap g€ to Bethleheme;
Cumap and hine I6ciap

Geboren se cyning engla:

La, cumap , wuton bl&tsian hine,

La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,

La, cumap , wuton bl&tsian hine,

Crist se Dryhten.

Hiehst, halgost,

Leoht &ces 1€ohtes,

Geboren femnan,

In déadlicnesse he cymp;

Sunu paes Fader

Ni in fl®sce onywende!

La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,
La, cumap , wuton bl&tsian hine,
La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,
Crist se Dryhten.

Singa), choras engla,

Singab in blissunge,

Singap, ealla ge ¢easterware heofones ofer!
Wuldor t6 Gode

Heahgode:

La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,

La, cumap , wuton bl&tsian hine,

La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,

Crist se Dryhten.

Gea, Dryhten wé pé grétap,
Geboren pés s&liga morgen;
Iesus, man to p& giefe wuldor!
Word paes Fader

Ni in fl®sce onywende!

La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,
La, cumap , wuton bl&tsian hine,
La, cumap , wuton blétsian hine,
Crist se Dryhten.



7. 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 from 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 is gone.

Geara In Cyneli¢re Dauides Ceastre

Géara in cyneli¢re Dauides ¢eastre
Niderli¢ scipen stod,

b&r legde modor Lytling

In binne for His bedde:

Maria wes séo modor milde,
Iesus Crist hiere Ijtle Cild.

He niderstag to earde fram heofenone,

Pe is God and Drihten ealles,

And his hleéowp was horsern,

And his cradol was bosig;

Mid p&m eatmingas, and pearfan, and esnas,
Ure halig H&lend biide on eorpe.

And geond eallne His wr&tlicne ¢ildhad
He wolde arian and hiersumian

Lufian and wacian pa niderlice maeg0,
In p&re [idum earmum hé leg:

Eallu Cristenu ¢ild sculon b&on

Milde, gehiersum and god swa He.

For He is tres ¢ildhades bisen:

Dag efter deg, swa iis He aweox;

He wees Iytel, unmihtig and fultumlgas,
Swa we, hé dréag smearcian and gréotan;
And HE feled tre sarignesse,

And Heé d&lnimep in tre gleednesse.

And iire eagan @ niehtstan siehp Hine,
Purh His agenre aliesendre lufe;
For pat ¢ild swa leof and Iide
Is tre Dryhten in heofonum ofer,
And he 1&t forp his ¢ild
To p&re stowe pe hé €ode.



8. 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 bright sky
Looked down where he lay,
The little Lord Jesus
Asleep in 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 side

‘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 take us to heaven,
To live with Thee there.

Geond in binne

Geond in binne,

Na cribb for bedde,

Se lytel Iesus Drihten
Oflegde his li0e heafod.

ba steorran in beorhtum rodore

Locodon niper p&r leegd he,
Se Ijtla Iesus Dryhten
Swodrap in p&m hiege.

ba oxan hlowap,

Se Iytling awech,

Ac ljtel Iesus Dryhten
Na wop hé ne dép.

I¢ pe lufie, Iesus Dryhten
Locab niper of rodore
And bitt be mine side

00 morgen is neah.

B&o neah me, Iesus Dryhten,
I¢ pé bidde wunian

Getenge me a on €¢nesse,
And mé lufast, i¢ gebidde.

Bletsa eall pa 1€ofan ¢ild

In pinum hnescum faedme,
And lede Gs to heofone,
b&r libban mid pe.



9. 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 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,

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.

Dréam to p&re Worulde

Dréam t0 p&re worulde, se Drihten is cumen!
Eorde afo hiere cyning;

Eall heorte him gearwie rymet

Ge heofon singp and middangeard,

Ge heofon singp and middangeard,

Ge heofon, ge heofon singp and middangeard.

Dréam t0 p&re eorde, se H&lend ricsap!
Menn néoten hiera sanga;

bPenden @cras and flodas, stanas and felda
Eftgiap pone swéglican dréam,

Eftgiap pone sweglican dréam,

Eftgiab, eftgiap pone swéglican dréam.

Na ma synna weaxen and murcunga,

Na pornas ymbhipap pa folde:

He cym) t6 donne His blétsunga flowan
Feorr swa s€o awiergung is funden,

Feorr swa s€o awiergung is funden,

Feorr swa, feorr swa, seo awiergung is funden.

He ricsap middangeard mid sode and lisse,
And dop pa peoda cydan

ba tiras his rihtwisesse,

And wundra his lufe,

And wundra his lufe,

And wundra, wundra, his lufe.



10. O Come, O Come, Emmanuel

O come, O come, Emmanuel,
And ransom captive Israel,

That mourns in lonely exile here
Until the Son of God appear.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.

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.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, Thou Day-Spring, come and cheer
Our spirits by Thine advent here;

Disperse the gloomy clouds of night

And death’s dark shadows put to flight!
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

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.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

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.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

La Cum, La Cum, Emmanuel

La cum, La cum, Emmanuel,
And aliesap heftne Israel,

be gnornap in annum wrac hér
000t se Goding xtiewe.
Blissiap! Blissiap! Emmanuel
Cymbp t0 pg, La Israel.

La cum, bii stef lesses, gefréa

b1n sw&san men fram Satanes ricetere;
Nere pinne p&odscipe fram deop helle,
And gief p&m sigor ofer p&re bygene.
Blissiap! Blissiap! Emmanuel

Cymb t0 p&, La Israel.

La cum, bii Dag-Wiell, cum and amyrge
Ura sawla purh pine cyme hider;
Utdrif pa mircan wolcnu nihte
And deorca déadsciia flieme!
Blissiap! Blissiap! Emmanuel
Cymbp t0 p&, La Israel.

La cum, b C&g Dauides, cum,

And opena wide tirne heofonlic ham;
Befaste pone weg pe l&tt héah,

And beclyse pone pad to wean.
Blissiap! Blissiap! Emmanuel
Cymb t0 p&, La Israel.

La cum, Pt Drihten Mihte,

be t0 Pinum ged€odum on Heahsinai

In ealddagum geafe &

In wolcne, and megendrymme, and ege.
Blissiap! Blissiap! Emmanuel

Cymbp t0 pg, La Israel.



11. It Came Upon the Midnight Clear

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 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 hath 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.

For lo! The days are hastening on,
By prophet bards foretold,

When, with the ever-circling years,
Shall come the Age of Gold;

When peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendours fling,

And all the world give back the song
Which now the angels sing.

Hit Com Uppan P&re Midniht Scirre

Hit com uppan p&re midniht scirre,

Se prymli¢ sang &rdaga,

Fram englas biigende gehende p&re eorpe
Hrinan para hearpa goldes!

Sibb in p&re eorde, fréod to mannum,
Fram heofones eallum arfaestum cyninge!
S€o woruld leg in d€opre stillnesse

T0 hieranne pa englas singab.

Gén cumap hie geond pa geclofne heofnas
Mid smoltum fidrum ungefealden

And gen fliet hiera heofonisc soncraeft
Ofer eall pone werig middangeard;

Bufan his unrotum and niderlicum felda
Hie biigan on wandriendum flyhte.
And &fre ofer his Babelra hléodorum

ba @adige englas singap.

Giet mid p&m wéam gyltes and sace
Middangeard polode langlice;
Beneodan p&m engelcynne wealwodon
Twa puisend g€ara wranga;

And mann, @t wige wid menn, ne hierp
Se sang lufe pe hie brengap:

La stillap pone hréam, g€ men sace,
ba englas singap t0 hieranne.

For 1a! ba dagas scyndap,

Fram witegiendum scopum foresegdon,
bonne, mid p&m a hwearftum geara,
Cymb seo ieldo goldes;

Donne ofer eallre eorde

Fri0 asprengb his ealda weordnessa,
And eall worulde eftagiefp pone sang
be nt singp pa englas.



12. The Holly and The Ivy

The holly and the ivy

When they are both full grown,
Of all trees that are in the wood,
The holly bears the crown.

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer
The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly bears a blossom,

As white as lily flow’r,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,
To be our dear Saviour

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer

The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly bears a berry,

As red as any blood,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,
To do poor sinners good.

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer

The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly bears a prickle,

As sharp as any thorn,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,
On Christmas Day in the morn.

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer

The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly bears a bark,

As bitter as the gall,

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,
For to redeem us all.

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer

The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

The holly and the ivy

When they are both full grown,
Of all trees that are in the wood,
The holly bears the crown.

O, the rising of the sun,

And the running of the deer
The playing of the merry organ,
Sweet singing in the choir.

Se Holen and bt Ifig

Se holen and pet 1fig

bonne hie begen full gegrowen,
Ealla tréowa pe sind in p&m wealda,
Se holen birp pone cordna.

La, se upgang sunnan,

And s€o @rning pas h&orotes

Se gleowcraft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetswege dréamnes in p&m chore.

Se holen birp blostm,

Swa hwite swa lilian cropp,

And Maria cenb l10e lesus Crist,
Ure leof H&lend to beonne.

La, se upgang sunnan,

And s€o @rning pas h&orotes

Se gleowcraft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetswege dréamnes in p&m chore.

Se holen birp berig,

Swa read swa &nig blod,

And Maria cenp 110e Iesus Crist,
Hréowlice gyltendas b&tanne.

La, se upgang sunnan,

And s€o &rning pas he€orotes

Se gléowcreft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetswege dréamnes in p&m chore.

Se holen birp pil,

Swa scearp swa &nig porn,

And Maria cenb l10e lesus Crist,

On Midwintres D&g in p&m morgene.
La, se ipgang sunnan,

And s€o @rning pas héorotes

Se gleowcraft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetswege dréamnes in p&m chore.

Se holen birp rind,

Swa biter swa se gealla,

And Maria cen l10e lesus Crist,
For ealle Us t0 aliesanne.

La, se ipgang sunnan,

And s€o @rning pas h&orotes

Se gleowcraft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetswege dréamnes in p&m chore.

Se holen and pat 1fig

bonne hie begen full gegrowen,
Ealla tréowa pe sind in p&m wealda,
Se holen birp pone cordna.

La, se ipgang sunnan,

And s€o @rning paes héorotes

Se gleéowcreft p&re blire orgelan,
Swetsweége dréamnes in p&m chore.



13. 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 wondering 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 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:
Oh, come to us, abide with us,
Our Lord Emmanuel!

La Lytel Ceaster Bethlehemes

La Ijtel ceaster Bethlehemes
Hi stille wé s€op p& licgan!

Bufan pinum déopan and swefenl€asan sl&pe

ba swigan steorran bel€orap;

Swadeah in pinum deorcum str&tum scinp

bt eceli¢ leoht;
ba tohopan and egas ealla para gearas
Megétap in pe p&os niht.

For Crist is acenned of Marian,
And eall gadrodon bufan,
benden sl&pp feorhcyn, pa englas habbad
bara wacce wundorlice lufe.

La morgenlice steorran, samod
Abgodap pa halige acennednesse

And singap lofu to Gode, p&m cyninge,
And sib t0 mannum on middangearde.

Athwaega swiglice, ®thwaega swiglice,
Seo wundorgiefu is giefen!

Swa agiefp God to menniscum heortum
ba bletsunga his heofones.

Ne eare hiere His cyme,

Ac in pisse worulde leahtores,

b&r li0a sawla Hine afo0 forp,

b&r ing&p se leofa Crist.

La halig Cild Bethlehemes,

Sig t6 Gs, we biddap;

Weorp iit iire leahtor and inga,
Wacna in s todaeg.

WE hierap pa Cristesmassan englas
Tellap micelu gladu godspell:

La, cum to us, abid mid s,

Ure Dryhten Emmanuel!



14. See, amid the winter's snow,

See, amid the winter's snow,
Born for us on Earth below,
See, the tender Lamb appears,
Promised from eternal years.
Halil, thou ever blessed 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 among the cherubim.

Hail, thou ever blessed morn,

Hail redemption's happy dawn,
Sing through all Jerusalem,

Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Say, ye holy shepherds, say,

What your joyful news today;
Wherefore have ye left your sheep
On the lonely mountain steep?
Halil, thou ever blessed morn,

Hail redemption's happy dawn,
Sing through all Jerusalem,

Christ is born in Bethlehem.

“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.”
Hail, thou ever blessed morn,
Hail redemption's happy dawn,
Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Sacred Infant, all divine,

What a tender love was Thine,
Thus to come from highest bliss
Down to such a world as this.
Halil, thou ever blessed morn,
Hail redemption's happy dawn,
Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

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

In Thy sweet humility.

Hail, thou ever blessed morn,
Hail redemption's happy dawn,
Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Séop, onmiddan paes wintres snawe,

Seop, onmiddan paes wintres snawe,
Wacnab for Gis on eorde nider,

S€op, pat niwerne lamb atiwep,
Behatte of €écum gearum.

Welga, pu &fre adig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemdd &rmorgen,
Singap purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist wecnap in Bethleheme.

La, innan binne lip

He pe timbrode pa astyrreda lyfta;

He pe, gehalgod in heanesse tplice,

Sitt betw€onan p&m ceruphine.

Welga, pu &fre eadig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemodd &rmorgen,
Singab purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist waecnap in Bethleheme.

Secgap, g€ halige sc€aphierdas, secgap,
be ower blide spell todaeg;

Forhw¥ 1&fdon g€ Sower sc€ap

On p&m annan clifigan munte?

Welga, pu &fre adig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemdd &rmorgen,
Singap purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist wacnap in Bethleheme.

“Swa wacodon w& onmiddan nihte,

La, we locodon wratlic leoht:

Englas singap ‘Frid on Middangeard’
Secgap iis be pas H&lendes acennednesse.’
Welga, pii &fre €adig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemdd &rmorgen,
Singab purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist waecnap in Bethleheme.

b

Gehalgod Lytling, eall godcund,

be biliwit lufu waes pin,

bus fram hiehst bliss to diine

bylcre worulde swa pisre cuman.
Welga, pu &fre adig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemdd &rmorgen,
Singap purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist wacnap in Bethleheme.

Ta&ce, 1a s t@ce, Halig Cild,

Be binum nebwlite swa mansw&sum and milde,
T&ce Us be @fterhyrigan,

In b&re li10an eapmodnesse.

Welga, pii &fre €adig morgen,

Welga alysednesse blidemodd &rmorgen,

Singab purh eall Jerusaleme,

Crist waecnap in Bethleheme.



