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A Festival of Lessons and Carols 
December 21, 2025 

 
 
Hymn 234 (st. 1, 2 & 3)                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; 
(Refrain) O come, let us adore him, O come, let us adore him, 

O come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord. 
 

True God of true God, Light from light eternal,  
lo, he shuns not the Virgin’s womb;  

Son of the Father, begotten, not created; (Refrain) 
  

Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation;  
O sing, all ye citizens of heaven above!  

Glory to God, all glory in the highest; (Refrain) 
 

(Words: John F. Wade, ca. 1743) 
 

 
Hymn 196             Come, Thou Long-Expected Jesus    
 

Come, thou long expected Jesus, born to set thy people free;  
from our fears and sins release us; let us find our rest in thee.  
Israel’s strength and consolation, hope of all the earth thou art;  

dear desire of every nation, joy of every longing heart. 
 

Born thy people to deliver, born a child and yet a king,  
born to reign in us forever, now thy gracious kingdom bring.  

By thine own eternal Spirit rule in all our hearts alone;  
by thine all sufficient merit raise us to thy glorious throne. 

 
 

(Words: Charles Wesley, 1744) 

 
 
 
Hymn 209      Blessed Be the God of Israel 

 

Blessed be the God of Israel, who comes to set us free, 
who visits and redeems us, and grants us liberty. 

The prophets spoke of mercy, of freedom and release; 
God shall fulfill the promise to bring our people peace. 

 

Now from the house of David a child of grace is given; 
a Savior comes among us to raise us up to heaven. 
Before him goes the herald, forerunner in the way, 

the prophet of salvation, the harbinger of day. 
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On prisoners of darkness the sun begins to rise, 
the dawning of forgiveness upon the sinner’s eyes, 

to guide the feet of pilgrims along the paths of peace; 
O bless our God and Savior with songs that never cease! 

 

(Words: Michael Perry, 1973 © Hope Publishing Co. Used by permission CCLI #1060637) 

 
Hymn 238                          Angels We Have Heard on High 
 

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 Christ whose birth the angels sing; 
come, adore on bended knee, Christ the Lord, the newborn King. 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo! Gloria, in excelsis Deo! 
 

See him in a manger laid, whom the choirs of angels praise; 
Mary, Joseph, lend your aid, while our hearts in love we raise. 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo! Gloria, in excelsis Deo! 
 

(Words: Trad. French Carol) 

 
 
Hymn 229           Infant Holy, Infant Lowly 
 

Infant holy, infant lowly, for his bed a cattle stall;  
oxen lowing, little knowing, Christ the babe is Lord of all.  

Swift are winging angels singing, noels ringing, tidings bringing:  
Christ the babe is Lord of all. 

 

Flocks were sleeping, shepherds keeping vigil till the morning new  
saw the glory, heard the story, tidings of a gospel true.  

Thus rejoicing, free from sorrow, praises voicing, greet the morrow:  
Christ the babe was born for you. 

 

(Words: Polish Carol; trans. by Edith M.G. Reed, 1925) 
 
 
 
 

Hymn 240                               Hark! The Herald Angels Sing  
 

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!” 
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Christ, by highest heaven 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 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 we no more may die,  
born to raise us from the earth, born to give us second birth.  
Hark! The herald angels sing, “Glory to the newborn King!” 

 

(Words: Charles Wesley, 1734) 

 

 


