
Lyrics:  
 
’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 wandering hunters heard the hymn: 
Jesus your King is born, Jesus is born, 
In excelsis gloria. 
 
O children of the forest free, 
beloved Manitou, 
the holy child of earth and heaven 
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. 
 
 
Away in a Manger 
 
Away in a manger 
No crib for His bed 
The little Lord Jesus 
Lay down His sweet head 
The stars in the bright sky 
Looked down where He lay 
The little Lord Jesus 
Asleep on the hay 
 
The cattle are lowing 
The poor Baby wakes 
But little Lord Jesus 
No crying He makes 
I love Thee, Lord Jesus 
Look down from on high 
And stay by my side 
'Til morning is nigh 
 
No Crowded Eastern Street 
 
No Crowded eastern street,  
no sound of passing feet; 
far to the left and far to right the prairie snow spread fair and white;  
yet still to us is born tonight the child, the King of glory 
 
No rock-when place of peace shared with the gentle beasts, 
but sturdy farm house, stout and warm, with stable,  
shed, and great red barn;  
and yet still to us is born tonight the child, the King of glory 
 
 
  



Lo, How a Rose E’re Blooming 
 
Lo, how a rose e'er blooming 
From tender stem hath sprung! 
Of Jesse's lineage coming 
As seers of old have sung 
It came, a blossom bright, 
Amid the cold of winter 
When half spent was the light. 
 
Isaiah 'twas foretold it 
The rose I have in mind, 
With Mary we behold it, 
The virgin mother kind. 
To show god's love aright, 
She bore to us a saviour, 
When half spent was the night. 
 
 
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 meek, and lowly, 
Lived on earth our Saviour 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. 
 
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 Al-le-lu-ia! 
Christ the Savior is born! 
Christ the Savior is born! 
Christ the Savior is born! 
 
Silent night, holy night 
Son of God, oh, 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 
 



 
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 the angelic host proclaim 
Christ is born in Bethlehem! 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
 
Christ, by highest heaven adored 
Christ, the everlasting Lord 
Late in time behold him come 
Offspring of the Virgin's womb 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see 
Hail the incarnate Deity 
Pleased as one of us to dwell 
Jesus, our Emmanuel! 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
 
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 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord 
 
True God from true God,  
Light from light eternal,  
born of a virgin a mortal he comes; 
very God, begotten, not created 
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 
 
 
 
  



The First Nowell 
 
The first “Nowell” 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. 
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Born is the King of Israel! 
 
For all to see there was 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. 
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Born is the King of Israel! 
 
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. 
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! 
Born is the King of Israel! 
 
 
Joy to the World 
 
Joy to the world! The Lord is come 
Let earth receive her King! 
Let every heart prepare Him room 
And heaven and nature sing 
And heaven and nature sing 
And heaven, and heaven and nature sing 
 
Joy to the earth! The Saviour reigns: 
Let us glad 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 wrongs and sorrows grow, 
nor thorns infest the ground; 
he comes to make his blessings flow 
far as our sin is found,  
far as our sin is found,  
far as, far as our sin is found 

 


