
ANGELS WE HAVE HEARD ON HIGH # 23 

CCLI # 1340880 
 

Angels we have heard on high 
Sweetly singing o'er the plains 

And the mountains in reply 
Echoing their joyous strains 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Shepherds, why this jubilee? 
Why your joyous strains prolong? 

What the gladsome tidings be 
Which inspire your heavenly song? 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Come to Bethlehem and see 

Him whose birth the angels sing, 
Come, adore on bended knee, 

Christ the Lord, the newborn King. 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

 

HARK! THE HERALD ANGELS SING # 31 

CCLI # 1340880 
 

Hark! The herald angels sing, 
“Glory to the newborn 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 newborn King!” 

Christ, by highest Heav’n 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 with us in flesh to dwell, 

Jesus, our Emmanuel. 

Hark! the herald angels sing, 
“Glory to the newborn King!” 

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 man no more may die; 

Born to raise the sons of earth, 
Born to give them second birth. 

Hark! the herald angels sing, 

“Glory to the newborn King!” 

PLEASE JOIN ME IN THE CALL TO WORSHIP     

  Psalm 150 
 

LEADER - Praise the Lord! Praise God in his sanctuary; 
 

CONGREGATION - Praise him in his mighty firmament! 
 

LEADER - Praise him for his mighty deeds; 
 

CONGREGATION - Praise him according to his exceeding greatness! 
 

LEADER - Praise him with trumpet sound; 

 
CONGREGATION - Praise him with lute and harp! 

 
LEADER - Praise him with tumbrel and dance; 

 
CONGREGATION - Praise him with strings and pipe! 

 
LEADER - Praise him with sounding cymbals; 

 
CONGREGATION - Praise him with loud clashing cymbals! 

 
LEADER - Let everything that breathes praise the Lord! 

 
LET US CONTINUE TO WORSHIP GOD IN SONG.   

 

 



GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN # 29 
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Go, tell it on the mountain 
Over the hills and everywhere 

Go, tell it on the mountain 
That Jesus Christ is born. 

While shepherds kept their watching 

O'er silent flocks by night, 
Behold throughout the heavens 

There shone a holy light. 

Go, tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere 
Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born. 

The shepherds feared and trembled 

When lo! above the earth, 
Rang out the angel chorus 

That hailed our Savior's birth.  

Go, tell it on the mountain 
Over the hills and everywhere 

Go, tell it on the mountain 
That Jesus Christ is born. 

Down in a lowly manger 
The humble Christ was born, 

And God sent us salvation 
That blessed Christmas morn.  

Go, tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere 
Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born. 

IT CAME UPON A MIDNIGHT CLEAR # 38 
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It came upon the midnight clear,  

That glorious song of old,  
From angels bending near the earth  

To touch their harps of gold:  
"Peace on the earth, good will to ALL,  



From heaven's all-gracious King": 

The world in solemn stillness lay,  
To hear the angels sing.  

Still through the cloven skies they come  
With peaceful wings unfurled,  

And still their heavenly music floats  
O'er all the weary world;  

Above its sad and lowly plains,  
They bend on hovering wing,  

And ever o'er its Babel sounds  
The blessed angels sing.  

And ye, beneath life's crushing load,  
Whose forms are bending low,  

Who toil along the climbing way  
With painful steps and slow,  

Look now! for glad and golden hours  

Come swiftly on the wing: 
O rest beside the weary road,  

And hear the angels sing!  

For lo, the days are hastening on,  

By prophet bards foretold,  
When with the ever-circling years  

Comes round the age of gold;  
When peace shall over all the earth  

Its ancient splendors fling,  
And the whole world send back the song  

Which now the angels sing. 

 

 


