
Ding Dong Merrily On High 
Ding Dong Merrily on high 
In heav’n the bells are ringing 
Ding dong verily the sky 
Is rev’n with angels singing 
 
Gloria, hosanna in excelsis 
Gloria, hosanna in excelsis 
 
E’en so here below, below 
Let steeple bells be swungen 
And i-o, i-o, i-o 
By priest and people sungen   Chorus 
 
Pray you, dutifully prime 
Your matin chime, you ringers;  
May you beautifully rhyme 
Your evetime song , you singers  Chorus 
 
Away in a Manger 
Away in a manger 
No crib for a bed 
The little Lord Jesus 
Laid down his sweet head 
The stars in the bright sky 
Looked down where he lay 
The little Lord Jesus 
Asleep on the hay 
 
The cattle are lowing 
The baby awakes 
But little Lord Jesus 
No crying he makes 
I love thee Lord Jesus 
Look down from the sky 
And stay by my side 
Until morning is nigh 
 
Be near me Lord Jesus 
I ask thee to stay 
Close by me forever 
And love me I pray 
Bless all the dear children 
In your tender care 
And fit us for heaven 
To live with you there 
 



 
We Three Kings 
We three kings of Orient are 
Bearing gifts we travel afar 
Field and fountain, moor and mountain 
Following yonder star 
 
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 
O Star of wonder… 
 
Frankincense to offer have I 
Incense owns a Deity nigh 
Prayer and praising, all men raising 
Worship Him, God most high 
O Star of wonder… 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Myrrh is mine, its bitter perfume 
Breathes of life of gathering gloom 
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying 
Sealed in the stone-cold tomb 
O Star of wonder... 
 
Glorious now behold Him arise 
King and God and Sacrifice 
Alleluia, Alleluia 
Earth to heav'n replies 
O Star of wonder... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer 
Rudolph, the red-nosed reindeer 
Had a very shiny nose 
And if you ever saw him 
You would even say it glows 
All of the other reindeer 
Used to laugh and call him names 
They never let poor Rudolph 
Join in any reindeer games. 
 
Then one foggy Christmas Eve 
Santa came to say, 
“Rudolph with your nose so bright 
Won’t you guide my sleigh tonight?” 
 
Then all the reindeer loved him 
As they shouted out with glee 
Rudolph the red-nosed reindeer 
You’ll go down in history! 
 
Jingle Bells 
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. 
 
Dashing through the snow 
In a one horse open sleigh 
O’er the fields we go 
Laughing all the way 
Bells on bob tails ring 
Making spirits bright 
Oh what fun it is to 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. 



Jingle Bell Rock 
Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell rock 
Jingle bells swing and jingle bells ring 
Snowing and blowing up bushels of fun 
Now the jingle hop has begun 
 
Jingle bell, jingle bell, jingle bell rock 
Jingle bells chime in jingle bell time 
Dancing and prancing in Jingle Bell Square 
In the frosty air. 
 
What a bright time, it's the right time 
To rock the night away 
 
Jingle bell time is a swell time 
To go gliding in a one-horse sleigh 
Giddy-up jingle horse, pick up your feet 
Jingle around the clock 
 
Mix and a-mingle in the jingling feet 
That's the jingle bell 
That's the jingle bell, 
That's the jingle bell rock 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 



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; 
 
Chorus 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him 
O come let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord 
 
God of God, 
Light of light, 
Lo. He abhors not the virgin's womb. 
Very God, begotten not created. 
Chorus 
 
Sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation! 
Sing all ye citizens of Heav'n above. 
Glory to God in the Highest; 
Chorus 
 
Yea Lord, we greet Thee, 
Born that happy morning, 
Jesus!, to Thee be glory giv'n 
Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing; 
Chorus 
 
 
 


