
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 wond'ring 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 giv'n! 
So God imparts to human hearts 
the blessings of His heav'n. 
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; 
O come to us, abide with us, 
our Lord Emmanuel! 

 

Jingle Bells 

Dashing through the snow 
On a one horse open sleigh 
O'er the fields we go, 
Laughing all the way 
Bells on bob tail ring, 
making spirits bright 
What fun it is to laugh and sing 
A sleighing song tonight 
 
Oh, jingle bells, jingle bells 
Jingle all the way 
Oh, what fun it is to ride 
In a one horse open sleigh 
Jingle bells, jingle bells 
Jingle all the way 
Oh, what fun it is to ride 
In a one horse open sleigh 

 
Now the ground is white 
Go it while you're young 
Take the girls tonight 
And sing this sleighing song 
Just get a bob tailed bay 
two-forty as his speed 
Hitch him to an open sleigh 
And crack! you'll take the lead 
 
Oh, jingle bells, jingle bells 
Jingle all the way 
Oh, what fun it is to ride 
In a one horse open sleigh 
Jingle bells, jingle bells 
Jingle all the way 
Oh, what fun it is to ride 
In a one horse open sleigh 
Oh, What fun it is to ride 
In a one horse open sleigh. 
 



WE THREE KINGS 

We three kings of Orient are 

Bearing gifts we traverse afar. 

Field and fountain, moor and mountain, 

Following yonder star. 

CHORUS 

O star of wonder, star of night, 

Star with royal beauty bright, 

Westward leading, still proceeding, 

Guide us to thy perfect light. 

 

Born a king on Bethlehem’s plain, 

Gold I bring to crown Him again, 

King forever, ceasing never 

Over us all to reign. 

CHORUS 

 

Frankincense to offer have I. 

Incense owns a Deity nigh. 

Prayer and praising all men raising, 

Worship Him, God most high. 

CHORUS 

 

Myrrh is mine, its bitter perfume 

Breathes a life of gathering gloom. 

Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying, 

Sealed in the stone-cold tomb. 

CHORUS 

 

Glorious now, behold Him arise, 

King and God and Sacrifice.  

Alleluia, Alleluia,  

Earth to heav’n replies.  

CHORUS 

 


