
Hark! the Herald Angels sing  

Hark! the herald angels sing, 
  “Glory to the new-born 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.” 
 

 
 

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. 
 
  



’Twas in the moon of wintertime 

'Twas in the moon of wintertime 
When all the birds had fled 
That mighty Gitchi Manitou 
Sent angel choirs instead 
Before their light the stars grew dim 
And wond'ring hunters heard the hymn: 

Jesus, your King, is born; 
Jesus is born! 

Within a lodge of broken bark, 
The tender Babe was found 
A ragged robe of rabbit skin 
Enwrapped His beauty round 
And as the hunter braves drew nigh, 
The angel song rang loud and high: 

Jesus, your King, is born; 
Jesus is born! 
In excelsis gloria! 

O children of the forest free, 
O songs of Manitou 
The Holy Child of earth and heav'n 
Is born today for you 
Come kneel before the radiant Boy 
Who brings you beauty, peace and joy: 

Jesus, your King, is born; 
Jesus is born! 
In excelsis gloria! 
 



	

Silent 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 
Heavenly 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 dawn of redeeming grace, 
Jesus Lord, at Thy birth 
Jesus Lord, at Thy birth 
 
  



 


