IN THE BLEAK MIDWINTER 
1 In the bleak mid-winter
frosty wind made moan,
earth stood hard as iron,
water like a stone;
snow had fallen, snow on snow,
snow on snow,
in the bleak mid-winter
long ago.

2 Heaven cannot hold him,
nor earth sustain;
heaven and earth shall flee away
when he comes to reign:
in the bleak mid-winter
a stable-place sufficed
God, the Lord almighty,
Jesus Christ.

4 What can I give him,
poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd
I would give a lamb,
if I were a wise man
I would do my part;
yet what I can I give him –
give my heart.
C G Rossetti



O COME, ALL YE FAITHFUL

1 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!

2 God from God,
Light from light –
lo, he abhors not the virgin’s womb!
Very God, begotten, not created.
O come . . .

3 Sing, choirs of angels,
sing in exultation!
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above,
‘Glory to God in the highest!’
O come . . .

4 Yea, Lord, we greet thee,
born this happy morning;
Jesus, to thee be glory given!
Word of the Father now in flesh appearing.
O come . . .
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ONCE IN ROYAL DAVID’S CITY

1 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.

2 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 saviour holy.

3 And through all his wondrous childhood
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.

4 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 has gone.

5 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:
there his children gather round
bright like stars, with glory crowned.

C F Alexander


GOOD KING WENCESLAS

1 Good king Wenceslas looked out
on the Feast of Stephen,
when the snow lay round about,
deep, and crisp, and even:
brightly shone the moon that night,
though the frost was cruel,
when a poor man came in sight,
gathering winter fuel.

2  ‘Bring me food, and bring me wine,
bring me pine logs hither:
you and I will see him dine,
when we take them thither.’
Page and monarch forth they went,
forth they went together,
through the wild wind’s loud lament
and the bitter weather.

3 In his master’s steps he trod
where the snow lay even,
strong to do the will of God
in the hope of heaven:
therefore, Christians all, be sure,
grace and wealth possessing,
you that now will bless the poor
shall yourselves find blessing.

J M Neale
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HARK! THE HERALD ANGELS SING

1 Hark! the herald angels sing
glory to the new-born King;
peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled!
Joyful all you 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 new-born King.

2 Christ, by highest heaven 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 us to dwell,
Jesus our Emmanuel:
Hark! the herald . . .

3 Hail the heaven-born Prince of peace,
hail the Sun of righteousness;
light and life to all he brings,
risen with healing in his wings:
mild, he lays his glory by,
born that we no more may die;
born to raise us from the earth,
born to give us second birth:
Hark! the herald . . .
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