
EXETER COLLEGE CHAPEL 
 
 

 

 
CHRISTMAS CAROL SERVICE 

2020 
 
 



WELCOME TO THIS SERVICE BROADCAST FROM  
EXETER COLLEGE, OXFORD. 
 
One of the names of Jesus, which we hear in Matthew’s gospel, is 
Emmanuel — God is with us. Through our readings and music we 
explore how this is true; how God’s compassion and love for the world 
extends beyond our paradigms of time and eternity. As well as the 
traditional readings from the Bible, poetry helps narrate this message.  
 
It is right that Christmas should be a great celebration; firstly to celebrate 
the Light of Christ coming into the world, but secondly, to celebrate 
friendship, families, and aspire to ideas of peace and goodwill amongst 
us. This is because the whole point of the little Lord Jesus asleep in the 
hay is that humanity is restored to its true relationship with God, and 
therefore is freed from sin and bondage to live the lives God has ordained 
for all of us. So instead of lamenting on how commercial Christmas has 
become, we all should rejoice that we are redeemed and beloved 
Children of God, and as such, we should enjoy that life to the full, whilst 
not forgetting those who are less fortunate than ourselves. 
 
 
 
The Choir is conducted by the Parry Wood Organ Scholar, Christopher 
Holman. The Organ is played by the Junior Organ Scholar, Miles 
Swinden. 
 
The Service is conducted by the Chaplain, the Rev’d Andrew Allen, 
assisted by the Catechist, the Rev’d Canon Dr Margaret Whipp 
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I sing the birth was born to-night, 
The author both of life and light; 

The angels so did sound it. 
And like the ravish'd shepherds said, 
Who saw the light, and were afraid, 
Yet search'd, and true they found it. 

 
The Son of God, th' eternal king, 
 That did us all salvation bring, 

 And freed the soul from danger; 
 He whom the whole world could not take, 

 The Word, which heaven and earth did make, 
 Was now laid in a manger. 

 
What comfort by him do we win, 

 Who made himself the price of sin, 
 To make us heirs of glory! 

 To see this babe, all innocence; 
 A martyr born in our defence: 

 Can man forget this story? 
 

Words: Benjamin Jonson  
Music: Charles Hubert Hastings Parry, Exeter College, 1867 

 
 
The Service is introduced 
 
 
 
Solo:  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 mean, and lowly, 
  Lived on earth our Saviour holy. 
 
  And through all his wondrous childhood 
  He would honour and obey, 
  Love and watch the lowly maiden, 
  In whose gentle arms he lay; 
  Christian children all must be 
  Mild, obedient, good as he. 
 
  For he 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 feeleth for our sadness, 
  And he shareth in our gladness. 
 
  And our eyes at last shall see him, 
  Through his own redeeming love, 
  For that Child so dear and gentle 
  Is our Lord in heav’n above, 
  And he leads his children on 
  To the place where he is gone. 
 
  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; 
  Where like stars his children crowned 
  All in white shall wait around. 

Words: Frances Alexander  
Music: Henry Gauntlett, arr. David Willcocks   



THE BIDDING PRAYER 
 
 
Beloved in Christ, be it this Christmastide our care and delight to hear 
again the message of the angels, and in heart and mind to go even unto 
Bethlehem and see this thing which is come to pass, and the Babe lying in 
a manger. Therefore let us read and mark the tale of the loving purposes 
of God; how through his loving kindness and acceptance he did not 
disown us, but sent his Son to be our glorious and loving Redeemer. But 
first, let us pray for the needs of the whole world; for peace on earth and 
goodwill among all people. And because this of all things would rejoice 
his heart, let us remember, in his name, the poor and helpless, the cold, 
the hungry, and the oppressed; the sick and them that mourn, the lonely 
and the unloved, the aged and the destitute, the outsider, and those we 
choose to ignore. Lastly, let us remember before God all those who 
rejoice with us, but upon another shore, and in a greater light, that 
multitude which no man can number, whose hope was in the Word 
made flesh, and with whom in the Lord Jesus we are for ever one. 
 
These prayers and praises let us humbly offer up to the throne of heaven, 
in the words which Christ himself hath taught us: 
 
Our Father, which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; 
thy kingdom come; thy will be done; in earth as it is in 
heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass against us. And 
lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil; for thine 
is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever. 
Amen.  
 
May the Almighty God bless us with his grace; Christ give us the joys of 
everlasting life, and unto the fellowship of the citizens above may the 
King of Angels bring us all. Amen. 

 
 



In dulci jubilo let us our homage shew; 
Our heart's joy reclineth in praesepio,  

And like a bright star shineth Matris in gremio; 
Alpha es et O. 

 
O Jesu parvule, I yearn for thee alway; 

Hear me, I beseech thee, O puer optime; 
My prayer let it reach thee, O princeps gloriae; 

Trahe me post te.  
 

O Patris caritas! O nati lenitas! 
Deeply we were stained per nostra crimina; 
But thou for us hast gained caelorum gaudia: 

Oh, that we were there! 
 

Ubi sunt gaudia, where, if that they be not there? 
There are angels singing nova canticum. 

There the bells are ringing 
in regis curia. O that we were there! 

 
Words and music: old German carol 

arr. Robert Pearsall 

 

THE SENDING OF THE LIGHT OF GOD 
 
He will come like last leaf's fall. 
One night when the November wind 
has flayed the trees to the bone, and earth 
wakes choking on the mould, 
the soft shroud's folding. 
 
He will come like frost. 
One morning when the shrinking earth 
opens on mist, to find itself 
arrested in the net 
of alien, sword-set beauty. 
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He will come like dark. 
One evening when the bursting red 
December sun draws up the sheet 
and penny-masks its eye to yield 
the star-snowed fields of sky. 
 
He will come, will come, 
will come like crying in the night, 
like blood, like breaking, 
as the earth writhes to toss him free. 
He will come like child. 
 

  Rowan Williams 
Read by Ted Thornton, 

the Welfare Officer’s Son 
 
 
 

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 men, 
From heav’n'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 heav’nly 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. 
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Yet with the woes of sin and strife 
The world hath suffered long; 

Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong; 

And man, at war with man, hears not 
The love song which they bring: 

O hush the noise, ye men of strife, 
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 splendours fling, 
And the whole world give back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 
 

Words: Edmund Sears 
Music: trad. English, arr. D. Willcock  

 
 
THE PROMISE OF THE LIGHT OF GOD 
 
How beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him that bringeth good 
tidings, that publisheth peace; that bringeth good tidings of good, that 
publisheth salvation; that saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth! Thy watchmen 
shall lift up the voice; with the voice together shall they sing: for they shall see 
eye to eye, when the Lord shall bring again Zion. Break forth into joy, sing 
together, ye waste places of Jerusalem: for the Lord hath comforted his 
people, he hath redeemed Jerusalem. The Lord hath made bare his holy arm 
in the eyes of all the nations; and all the ends of the earth shall see the 
salvation of our God.  

Isaiah 52. 7 – 10, read in Welsh 
by Gwynfor Morgan (2017 Earth Sciences) 

 



 9 

A spotless Rose is blowing 
Sprung from a tender root, 

Of ancient seers' foreshowing, 
Of Jesse promised fruit; 

Its fairest bud unfolds to light 
Amid the cold, cold winter 
And in the dark midnight. 

 
The Rose which I am singing, 

Whereof Isaiah said, 
Is from its sweet root springing 

In Mary, purest Maid; 
For through our God's great love and might 

The blessed babe she bare us 
In a cold, cold winter's night. 

 
Words: C14th anon, trans. C. Winkworth 

Music: H. Howells  

 
 
MARY: THE BEARER OF THE LIGHT OF GOD 

 
The things she knew, let her forget again- 
The voices in the sky, the fear, the cold, 
The gaping shepherds, and the queer old men 
Piling their clumsy gifts of foreign gold. 
 
Let her have laughter with her little one; 
Teach her the endless, tuneless songs to sing, 
Grant her her right to whisper to her son 
The foolish names one dare not call a king. 
 
Keep from her dreams the rumble of a crowd, 
The smell of rough-cut wood, the trail of red, 
The thick and chilly whiteness of the shroud 
That wraps the strange new body of the dead. 
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Ah, let her go, kind Lord, where mothers go 
And boast his pretty words and ways, and plan 
The proud and happy years that they shall know 
Together, when her son is grown a man.  
    

   Untitled poem by Luci Shaw 
Read by Christina de Bellagiue,  

Tutorial Fellow in History 
 
 

The holly and the ivy, 
Now both are full well grown, 

Of all the trees that are in the wood, 
The holly bears the crown. 

 
O the rising of the sun 

And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 

Sweet singing in the quire. 
 

The holly bears a berry, 
As red as any blood, 

And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
To do poor sinners good. 

 
The holly bears a prickle, 

As sharp as any thorn, 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
On Christmas Day in the morn. 

 
The holly and the ivy, 

When they are both full grown, 
Of all the trees that are in the wood, 

The holly bears the crown. 
 

Words: English folk carol 
Music: English trad. 



 11 

GOD IS WITH US 
 
Now the birth of Jesus Christ was on this wise: When as his mother Mary was 
espoused to Joseph, before they came together, she was found with child of 
the Holy Ghost. Then Joseph her husband, being a just man, and not willing 
to make her a publick example, was minded to put her away privily. But 
while he thought on these things, behold, the angel of the Lord appeared unto 
him in a dream, saying, Joseph, thou son of David, fear not to take unto thee 
Mary thy wife: for that which is conceived in her is of the Holy Ghost. And 
she shall bring forth a son, and thou shalt call his name JESUS: for he shall 
save his people from their sins. Now all this was done, that it might be 
fulfilled which was spoken of the Lord by the prophet, saying, Behold, a 
virgin shall be with child, and shall bring forth a son, and they shall call his 
name Emmanuel, which being interpreted is, God with us. Then Joseph being 
raised from sleep did as the angel of the Lord had bidden him, and took unto 
him his wife: And knew her not till she had brought forth her firstborn son: 
and he called his name JESUS.  

Matthew 1. 18 – 25 
Read by Mark Sinfield, H.R.Officer 

 
 

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. 

 
O morning stars, together 
Proclaim the holy birth, 

And praises sing to God the King, 
And peace to all on earth! 
For Christ is born of Mary, 
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And gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 

Their watch of wondering love. 
 

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! 
 

Words: P Brooks  
Music: trad. English, arr R. Vaughan Williams  

 
 

Masters in this hall, hear ye news today.  
Brought from over the sea and ever I you pray.  
Nowell sing we clear!  
Holpen are all folk on Earth, born is God's Son so dear!  
Nowell sing we loud!  
God today hath poor folk raised and cast a-down the proud.  
 
Going o'er the hills, through the milk-white snow,  
Heard I ewes bleat, while the wind did blow.  
Shepherds, many a one, sat among the sheep,  
No man spoke more word than they had been asleep.  
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Shepherds should of right leap and dance and sing,  
Wherefore do you sit before this wondrous thing.  
Then to Bethlem town, we went two and two,  
And in a sorry place, heard the oxen low.  
 
Ox and ass there were down on bended knee,  
Wondrous joy had I this little babe to see.  
This is Christ the Lord, masters be ye glad!  
Christmas is come in, and no folk should be sad.  
 

Words: William Morris, Exeter College 1856  
Music: Caitlin Harrison  

 
 

 
THE LIGHT OF GOD IS REVEALED 

TO OUTCASTS 
 
 
And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flock by night. And, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon 
them, and the glory of the Lord shone round about them: and they were sore 
afraid. And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring you good 
tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born this day 
in the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a 
sign unto you; Ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a 
manger. And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly 
host praising God, and saying, Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men. And it came to pass, as the angels were gone 
away from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to another, Let us now 
go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing which is come to pass, which the 
Lord hath made known unto us. And they came with haste, and found Mary, 
and Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger. And when they had seen it, they 
made known abroad the saying which was told them concerning this child. 
And all they that heard it wondered at those things, which were told them by 
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the shepherds. But Mary kept all these things, and pondered them in her 
heart. 

Luke 2. 8  – 19, read in Russian 
by Elena Dickinson, Butler 

 
 
 
 

See, amid the winter's snow, 
Born for us on earth below, 

See the tender Lamb appears, 
Promised from eternal years. 

 
Hail! thou ever-blessed morn! 

Hail, redemption's happy dawn! 
Sing through all Jerusalem, 

"Christ is born in Bethlehem." 

Lo, within a manger lies 
He who built the starry skies; 

He, who throned in height sublime, 
Sits amid the cherubim! 

Say, ye holy shepherds, say, 
What your joyful news today; 

Wherefore have ye left your sheep 
On the lonely mountain steep? 

"As we watched at dead of night, 
Lo, we saw a wondrous light; 

Angels singing 'Peace on earth' 
Told us of the Saviour's birth." 

Sacred Infant, all divine, 
What a tender love was thine; 

Thus to come from highest bliss 
Down to such a world as this! 
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Teach, O teach us, Holy Child, 
By thy face so meek and mild, 

Teach us to resemble thee 
In thy sweet humility! 

Words: E. Caswall 
Music: J. Goss, arr. D. Willcocks 

 
 
 
 

THE EARTH REJOICES AT THE LIGHT OF GOD 
 

Ring out ye Crystall sphears,   

Once bless our human ears,   

  (If ye have power to touch our senses so)   

And let your silver chime  

Move in melodious time;   

  And let the Base of Heav'ns deep Organ blow   

And with your ninefold harmony   

Make up full consort to th'Angelike symphony.   

   

For if such holy Song  

Enwrap our fancy long,   

  Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold,   

And speckl'd vanity   

Will sicken soon and die,   

  And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould,  

And Hell it self will pass away,   

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day.   

   

Yea Truth, and Justice then   

Will down return to men,   

  Th'enameld Arras of the Rain-bow wearing,  

And Mercy set between,   

Thron'd in Celestiall sheen,   

  With radiant feet the tissued clouds down stearing,   
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And Heav'n as at som festivall,   

Will open wide the Gates of her high Palace Hall.  

J. Milton 
Read by Esmond Cordingley-Pool (2015 History) 

 
 
 

On Christmas night all Christians sing 
To hear the news the angels bring. 

News of great joy, news of great mirth, 
News of our merciful King's birth. 

 
Then why should we on earth be so sad, 

Since our Redeemer made us glad, 
When from our sin he set us free, 

All for to gain our liberty? 
 

When sin departs before his grace 
Then life and health come in its place. 

Angels and men with joy may sing 
All for to see the new born King! 

 
All out of darkness we have light, 

Which made the angels sing this night: 
"Glory to God and peace to men, 
Now and for evermore, Amen!" 

 
Words and music: unknown, collected Cecil Sharpe, 

 arr. D. Willcocks 
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Joy to the world, the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

 
Joy to the world, the Saviour reigns! 

Let men their songs employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains 

Repeat the sounding joy. 
 

He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of his righteousness, 
And wonders of his love. 

 
Words: I. Watts  

Music: L. Mason  

 
 
THE MAGI ARE DRAWN TO  

THE LIGHT OF GOD 
 

Now when Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judaea in the days of Herod the 
king, behold, there came wise men from the east to Jerusalem, Saying, 
Where is he that is born King of the Jews? for we have seen his star in the 
east, and are come to worship him. When Herod the king had heard these 
things, he was troubled, and all Jerusalem with him. And when he had 
gathered all the chief priests and scribes of the people together, he demanded 
of them where Christ should be born. And they said unto him, In Bethlehem 
of Judaea: for thus it is written by the prophet, And thou Bethlehem, in the 
land of Juda, art not the least among the princes of Juda: for out of thee shall 
come a Governor, that shall rule my people Israel. Then Herod, when he had 
privily called the wise men, enquired of them diligently what time the star 
appeared. And he sent them to Bethlehem, and said, Go and search diligently 
for the young child; and when ye have found him, bring me word again, that I 
may come and worship him also. When they had heard the king, they 



 18 

departed; and, lo, the star, which they saw in the east, went before them, till 
it came and stood over where the young child was. When they saw the star, 
they rejoiced with exceeding great joy. And when they were come into the 
house, they saw the young child with Mary his mother, and fell down, and 
worshipped him: and when they had opened their treasures, they presented 
unto him gifts; gold, and frankincense and myrrh. And being warned of God 
in a dream that they should not return to Herod, they departed into their own 
country another way. 

Matthew 2.1 – 12  
Read by Jennifer Opare- Kumi,  
DPhil student in Public Policy  

 
 

In the bleak midwinter, 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 midwinter, long ago. 

 
Our God, Heaven cannot hold him, nor earth sustain; 

Heaven and earth shall flee away when he comes to reign. 
In the bleak midwinter a stable place sufficed 

The Lord God Almighty, Jesus Christ. 
 

Enough for him, whom cherubim, worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk, and a mangerful of hay; 
Enough for him, whom angels fall before, 

The ox and ass and camel which adore. 
 

What can I give him, poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd, I would bring a lamb; 
If I were a wise man, I would do my part; 
Yet what I can I give him: give my heart. 

 
Words: C. Rossetti 

Music: H. Darke 
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HUMANITY TRIES TO EXTINQUISH  
                THE LIGHT OF GOD 
 
 
And when they were departed, behold, the angel of the Lord appeareth to 
Joseph in a dream, saying, Arise, and take the young child and his mother, and 
flee into Egypt, and be thou there until I bring thee word: for Herod will seek 
the young child to destroy him. When he arose, he took the young child and 
his mother by night, and departed into Egypt: And was there until the death 
of Herod: that it might be fulfilled which was spoken of the Lord by the 
prophet, saying, Out of Egypt have I called my son. Then Herod, when he 
saw that he was mocked of the wise men, was exceeding wroth, and sent 
forth, and slew all the children that were in Bethlehem, and in all the coasts 
thereof, from two years old and under, according to the time which he had 
diligently enquired of the wise men. Then was fulfilled that which was spoken 
by Jeremy the prophet, saying, In Rama was there a voice heard, lamentation, 
and weeping, and great mourning, Rachel weeping for her children, and 
would not be comforted, because they are not. 
 

Matthew 2. 13 – 18 
Read by Tim Ecott, Royal Literary Fund Fellow 

 
 
 

Lully, lullay, thou little tiny child, 
Bye bye, lully, lullay. 

 
O sisters too, how may we do 

For to preserve this day 
This poor youngling for whom we sing, 

"Bye bye, lully, lullay"? 
 

Herod the king, in his raging, 
Charged he hath this day 

His men of might in his own sight 
All young children to slay. 
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That woe is me, poor child, for thee 

And ever mourn and may 
For thy parting neither say nor sing, 

"Bye bye, lully, lullay." 
 

 Words and music: from the Pageant of the  
Shearmen and Tailors, C15th 

 
 

THE LIGHT OF GOD IS COME  
          INTO THE WORLD 

 
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word 
was God. The same was in the beginning with God. All things were made by 
him; and without him was not any thing made that was made. In him was life; 
and the life was the light of men. And the light shineth in darkness; and the 
darkness comprehended it not. There was a man sent from God, whose name 
was John. The same came for a witness, to bear witness of the Light, that all 
men through him might believe. He was not that Light, but was sent to bear 
witness of that Light. That was the true Light, which lighteth every man that 
cometh into the world. He was in the world, and the world was made by 
him, and the world knew him not. He came unto his own, and his own 
received him not. But as many as received him, to them gave he power to 
become the sons of God, even to them that believe on his name: Which were 
born, not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of 
God. And the Word was made flesh, and dwelt among us, (and we beheld his 
glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the Father,) full of grace and truth. 
John bare witness of him, and cried, saying, This was he of whom I spake, He 
that cometh after me is preferred before me: for he was before me. And of his 
fulness have all we received, and grace for grace. For the law was given by 
Moses, but grace and truth came by Jesus Christ. No man hath seen God at 
any time, the only begotten Son, which is in the bosom of the Father, he hath 
declared him. 

John 1. 1- 18 
Read by Rick Trainor, Rector   
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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, Christ the Lord. 
 

See how the shepherds, summoned to his cradle, 
Leaving their flocks, draw nigh with lowly fear; 
We too will thither bend our joyful footsteps; 

 
Lo! star-led chieftains, Magi, Christ adoring, 

Offer him incense, gold, and myrrh; 
We to the Christ Child bring our heart’s oblations: 

 
Child, for us sinners, poor and in the manger, 

Fain we embrace thee with awe and love; 
Who would not love thee, loving us so dearly? 

   
Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation, 

Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above; 
Glory to God, glory in the highest; 

 
Yea, Lord, we greet thee: born for our salvation, 

Jesu, to thee be glory given. 
Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing. 

 
Words: Latin, trans F. Oakley 

Music: probably by J. Wade, arr. D. Willcocks 
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The PRAYERS 
 
O God who makest us glad with the yearly remembrance of the birth of thine 
only Son, Jesus Christ; Grant, that as we joyfully receive him for our 
Redeemer, so we may with sure confidence behold him when he shall come 
to be our Judge, who liveth and reigneth with thee and the Holy Ghost, one 
God, world without end. Amen. 
 
God, accept thy people’s gifts: 
not gold, frankincense, or myrrh, 
but hearts and voices raised in praise 
of Jesus Christ, our Light and our Salvation. Amen. 
 
Grant, we beseech thee, Almighty God, to us upon whom the new light of 
the Word made flesh is shed forth, that the light which shines by faith in our 
hearts may also shine brightly in our works. Through the same Jesus Christ. 
Amen. 
 
 
Sleep, baby, sleep; what ails my dear?  
What ails my darling thus to cry?  
Be still, my child, and lend thine ear  
To hear me sing thy lullaby.  
 
Sweet baby, sleep, and nothing fear,  
For whosoever thee offends,  
By thy protector threatened are,  
And God and angels are thy friends.  
Be still, my dear; sweet baby, sleep.  
 

Words: George Wither  
Music: Elizabeth Stirling 
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THE BLESSING 
 
May the joy of the angels, the eagerness of the shepherds,  
the perseverance of the magi, the obedience of Joseph and Mary,  
and the peace of the Christ-child be yours this Christmas.  
And the blessing of the God of Love:  
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost be upon you now and always. Amen. 
 
 

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 th’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 th’incarnate Deity, 

Pleased as man with man to dwell, 
Jesus our Emmanuel. 
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Hail the heaven born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness! 
Light and life to all he brings, 

Ris’n 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. 
 

Words: Charles Wesley  
Music: attr. Felix Mendelssohn  

 
 
The Lord preserve your going out and your coming in: 
From this time forth for ever more. Amen. 
 
 
 
 

Organ Voluntary 
 
In dulci jubilo, BWV 729 J.S. Bach 

 
 
 
WE WISH YOU A HAPPY AND PEACEFUL 
CHRISTMAS, AND ALL BEST WISHES FOR 2021! 
 


