
 
O Holy Night! 

 
O holy night! The stars are brightly shining, 

It is the night of the dear Saviour’s birth; 
Long lay the world in sin and error pining, 

Till He appeared and the soul felt its worth. 
A thrill of hope the weary world rejoices, 

For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn; 
Fall on your knees, Oh, hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, O night when Christ was born! 

O night, O holy night, 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, Oh, praise His name forever! 
His pow’r and glory evermore proclaim! 
His pow’r and glory evermore proclaim. 

 

 
 
 
 

I Heard the Bells 
 

I heard the bells on Christmas day 
Their old familiar carols play, 

And wild and sweet the words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 
I thought how, as the day had come, 

The belfries of all Christendom 
Had roll’d along th’unbroken song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men. 
 

Till, ringing, swinging on its way, 
The world revolved from night to day, 

A voice, a chime, a chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 
Then from each black, accursed mouth 

The cannon thundered in the South, 
And with the sound, the carols drowned 

Of peace on earth, good will to men. 
 

It was as if an earthquake rent 
The hearth-stones of a continent, 

And made forlorn the households born 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 
And in despair I bowed my head; 

“There is no peace on earth,” I said; 
“For hate is strong, and mocks the song 

Of peace on earth, good will to men.” 
 

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep: 
“God is not dead; nor doth He sleep! 
The wrong shall fail, the right prevail, 

With peace on earth, good will to men.” 
 
 



Joy to the World Advent Prayer by Carol Penner 
 

God, giver of joy, 
thank you for the open sweet gaze of babies,  

for the irrepressible giggles of toddlers,  
and for the sight of preschoolers holding hands             

as they play. 
Thank you that we are made for joy  
and that advent reminds us of this.  

Help us wait in hopeful anticipation for this gift of joy– 
an incongruous Saviour, the Prince of Peace 

come down to us as a baby in diapers.  
Jesus, give joy this week even to those                      

who are suffering: 
joy in the midst of il lness, through a keen sense          

of your presence, 
joy in the midst of grief, through an awareness of love 

deeper than death, 
joy in the midst of anxiety, through sudden fleeting 

moments of beauty. 
We are waiting for joy in a world that i s often bleak         

and cheerless. 
There is always something bothering us, a shadow.  
Evil flourishes, and it blights lives and communities.  

And we help it flourish— 
we confess our own selfishness,                        

hoarding things for ourselves, 
or our own racism, our own fear of the other,            

fear of the stranger. 
Around the world you know the suffering                    

we inflict on each other.  
Thank you for that even in this barren earth,  

you cause joy to bubble up.  
In joy, help us lavish generosity at Christmas;  

not just on those we love, but generosity to charities, 
and to those in need. 

Help us lavish forgiveness on those who’ve hurt us.  
We long for the joy of relationships renewed             

and restored 
All this joy to the world is from you, 

radiating out from a Saviour who is Christ the Lord.  
We join our hearts together this morning                     

in joyful praise: 
Glory to God in the Highest!  Gloria! Amen 

 
In the Lord I’ll Be Ever Thankful 

 

In the Lord I’ll be ever thankful, 
in the Lord I will rejoice! 

Look to God, do not be afraid. 
Lift up your voices, the Lord is near, 
lift up your voices, the Lord is near. 

 
 

Cradle Hymn 
 

Hush, my babe, lie still and slumber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed. 

Heav’nly blessings without number, 
Gently falling on thy head. 

How much better thou’rt attended, 
Than the Son of God could be; 

When from heaven He descended, 
And became a child like thee. 

 

Soft and easy is thy cradle, 
Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay: 
When His birthplace was a stable 

And his softest bed was hay. 
Oh, to tell the wondrous story, 

How his foes abused their King; 
How they killed the Lord of glory, 

Makes me angry while I sing. 
 

Hush, my child, I did not chide thee, 
Though my song may seem so hard: 

‘Tis thy mother sits beside thee, 
And her arms shall be thy guard, 

May’st thou learn to know and fear Him, 
Love and serve Him all thy days; 
Then to dwell forever near Him, 
Tell his love and sing His praise. 


