


 

A 
mong the joys of the Christmas season is music.  
Christmas carols, in particular, have served as a  
soundtrack to many happy holiday memories. During 
the most wonderful time of the year, the music of  

Christmas rings out in homes, churches, and town centers. Even in 
shopping malls and stores, the airways are adorned with songs  
declaring the good news that Christ is born. 
 
Not to be mistaken for Christmas songs about talking reindeer and 
snowmen, Christmas carols are so much more than holiday fodder. They are beautiful 
musical arrangements with profoundly meaningful lyrics celebrating the joyous  
appearance of hope to the world through the gift of the Messiah. Christmas songs  
cheerfully put us in the mood for hot cocoa and cookies; Christmas carols draw us to  
worship God and give glory to His Son, Jesus Christ.  
 
Inspired by the music of the Advent season, Christ Church at Grove Farm has selected  
twenty favorite carols. Our team of musicians, historians, and authors have sought to 
bring the glory of Christmas into focus through song and reflection. The resulting album 
of music and book of devotionals are our holiday gift to you. We pray that the message 
found in the harmony of the two will draw you closer to the Lord this Christmas season. 
 
The album is designed to accompany the devotional and vice versa. So, find a cozy spot 
in your home, grab that cup of hot cocoa, and take in the good news that Jesus Christ is 
born. His is a message of peace on earth and goodwill to all people. May the joy of Christ 
ring out in your life this Christmas season. 

Scan the code to listen to the Christ Church at Grove Farm  
Goodwill Advent Devotional Playlist. 

Rev. Craig Gyergyo 



In the Bleak Midwinter 
 

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 down before, 
The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 
 

Angels and Archangels 
May have gathered there, 
Cherubim and Seraphim 
Thronged the air; 
But only His mother 
In her maiden bliss 
Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 

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 by Christina Georgina Rossetti 
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Luke 2:1–7 
 
“In the Bleak Midwinter” is my favorite carol for two reasons. First, the melody, written by 
Gustav T. Holst in 1906, carries the kind of loneliness to which the melancholy side of my 
soul responds. Secondly, the melody stirs the deeper sentiments associated with the  
baby Jesus being born in a stable and cradled in a feeding trough. 
 
The words were written by Christina Rossetti in 1872 and lay somewhere hidden in a 
group of poems until Holst set it to music. Holst, with his haunting melody, captured the 
mood of Rosetti’s poem—the bleakness and the loneliness of the Cold Reception of  
Almighty God’s visit to earth as the Christ Child. In 2008, a poll of choir masters named it 
as the best Christmas carol. 
 
The reason this carol blesses me and stirs me in my love and devotion to the Lord Jesus 
is that much of my childhood was lived out in relative poverty. My father died when I was  
seven years old. My mother was left with three boys, and I was the oldest of them. We 
were in the middle of World War II in England, and there were no charities to which my 
mother could turn to find help. For her, it was lonely and very bleak living day to day  
trying to survive. In those days, Christmas for my family was not warm, joyful, and full of 
carols, good food, and a sack full of gifts from Santa Claus. Even as I write this, I am 
stirred with a deep, deep love for my mother and an appreciation of all that she endured 
as she tried to make Christmas something special for us boys.  
 
I love the closing verse of this carol. It inspires me in all humility to give myself to the Lord 
Jesus all over again, which is why He really came.  

 
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. 
 

Rev. Dr. John Guest 



God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen  
 

God rest ye merry, gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay; 
Remember Christ, our Savior 
Was born on Christmas Day 
To save us all from Satan’s power 
When we were gone astray. 
 

O tidings of comfort and joy, 
Comfort and joy, 
O tidings of comfort and joy. 
 

From God our heavenly Father 
A blessed angel came 
And unto certain shepherds 
Brought tidings of the same, 
How that in Bethlehem was born 
The Son of God by name. 
 

“Fear not then,” said the angel, 
“Let nothing you affright; 
This day is born a Savior, 
The true and radiant light, 
To free all those who trust in Him 
From Satan’s power and might.” 
 

The shepherds at those tidings 
Rejoiced much in mind, 
And left their flocks afeeding 
In tempest, storm and wind, 
And went to Bethlehem straightway 
The blessed Babe to find. 

And when they came to Bethlehem 
Where our dear Savior lay, 
They found Him in a manger 
Where oxen feed on hay; 
His mother Mary kneeling down 
Unto the Lord did pray. 
 

Now to the Lord sing praises, 
All you within this place, 
And with true love and brotherhood 
Each other now embrace; 
This holy tide of Christmas 
Is filled with heavenly grace. 

 

Words by an Unknown Author 
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1 Peter 5:7 
 
“God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen” is one of the great carols of Christmas and one of the  
oldest with roots in the sixteenth century. It’s uplifting and easy to sing and features a  
simple recitation of the birth of Jesus. At a time when few people could read, songs like  
this one represented an ideal way to pass on the Christmas story. But, simple or not, this 
Christmas carol is one whose words can be confusing.  
 
At first glance, it seems to be addressed to a group of partying men folk. Who were they? 
Why did they have to rest, and why should we take time to sing about them? The answer  
is in the punctuation! 
 
This carol was always a favorite of the Salvation Army, a great tune for marching and an 
even better tune for playing outside the pub as a warning to the drinkers inside. There’s 
something Dickensian about that first line addressed to the gentlemen who are making 
merry and apparently forgetting about Christmas. I always imagined them as fat fellows 
with red faces and white whiskers, toasting each other with tankards of beer while  
ignoring the carol‘s apparent instruction to stop drinking, go and sleep off the  
after-effects, and get ready for Christmas. 
 
But what about that pesky comma in the first line? If we ignore the musical phrasing 
and concentrate on the punctuation, the message goes through a drastic change and 
the merry gentlemen take their tankards and disappear. Remove the gentlemen and we 
are left with “God rest ye merry” and its modern equivalent: “Be at rest in God’s peace . . . 
let nothing dismay you.”  
 
How are we to do this when the list of things that dismay grows longer every day? Our 
world is mired in discord, so how are we to find peace? The answer is the same today as 
it was two thousand years ago: “Remember Christ our Savior was born on Christmas Day 
to save us all from Satan’s power when we were gone astray.” 
 
Blessed with the certainty of this truth, that Jesus has come to save us, we can find our  
own peace in a world of chaos. In the annual onslaught of shallow sentimentality and  
frantic activity that constitutes a modern American Christmas, we find our answer in the 
addition of an overlooked comma. We are not to make merry; we are to “rest merry.”   
 
Eileen Hodgetts 



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? 
 

Come to Bethlehem and see 
Christ whose birth the angels sing; 
Come, adore on bended knee 
Christ the Lord, the newborn King. 
 

See Him in a manger laid 
Whom the choirs of angels praise; 
Mary, Joseph, lend your aid, 
While our hearts in love we raise. 

 

Words by James Chadwick 
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Luke 2:8–14 
 
This traditional French carol has blessed Christmas worship for centuries. It reminds us   
of the events in Luke 2:8–14, when the angels announced Jesus’ arrival to a group of  
shepherds. Here in this passage, we see the awesome power of God. 
 
The main focus of the Christmas season is meant to be on the birth of Christ, God  
entering into our world. Yet, at the time when it occurred, the Messiah’s entry was under 
the radar. Jesus came humbly and quietly; the masses did not even notice His arrival. 
However, a small group of hardworking shepherds got the message.  
 
While the shepherds were watching their flocks at night, an angel appeared. Today we 
might picture an angel as a non-threating or cartoon-like figure. This description  
couldn’t be further from the truth. These tough, blue-collar shepherds were terrified by 
the sight of the angel who appeared to them—so much so, that the angel’s first words 
were “‘Do not be afraid.’” (v. 10). Then, the angel assured them that he had come bearing 
good news: “‘A Savior has been born!’” (v. 11).  
 
After the angel told them how they could find Jesus, an amazing thing happened. A 
great company of the heavenly host appeared. They were praising God and saying, 
“‘Glory to God in the highest heaven’” (v. 14). Can you imagine this moment? A perfect 
choir from heaven was announcing the arrival of Jesus. In the chorus of the carol, we 
sing “Gloria in excelsis Deo.” This is the Latin translation for “glory to God in the highest.”  
 
This Christmas we will sing the same words the angels sang years ago. Just like the  
angels who appeared to a small group of shepherds, we pronounce the glory of God in 
the highest. And one day we will sing these words together. Angels and humankind  
together will praise God. “Glory to God in the highest!” 
 
Rev. Mike Arnold 



The First Noel  
 

The first Noel the angel did say 
Was to certain poor shepherds  
in fields as they lay; 
In fields where they lay,  
keeping their sheep, 
On a cold winter’s night  
that was so deep. 
 

Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel, 
Born is the King of Israel. 
 

They looked up and saw a star 
Shining in the east beyond them far, 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
And so it continued both day and night. 
 

And by the light of that same star 
Three wise men came from country far; 
To seek for a king was their intent, 
And to follow the star wherever it went. 
 

This star drew nigh to the northwest, 
O’er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
And there it did both stop and stay 
Right over the place where Jesus lay. 
 

Then entered in those wise men three 
Full reverently upon the knee, 
And offered there in His presence 
Their gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 

Then let us all with one accord 
Sing praises to our heavenly Lord; 
That hath made heaven and earth of naught, 
And with His blood mankind hath bought. 
 
 
Words by an Unknown Author 
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Malachi 4:1–3  
 
While the exact origin of “The First Noel” is unknown, most likely it was sung on the 
streets long before it was ever sung in a church. Those early minstrels were sharing the 
story of the birth and good news of Jesus Christ to a world that needed to hear it.  
 
In our Scripture passage for today, we read the spoken word of God through the  
prophet Malachi, telling the rebellious children of Israel about the judgment that will 
happen and also of the first and second coming of the Messiah. The wrath of God is all 
consuming; in fact, the first verse of chapter 4 says that “‘not a root or branch will be left 
to them.’” His admonition is appropriately heavy.  
 
However, God is also infinitely loving and merciful and had a plan for redemption in 
place all along. As the second verse assures us, “‘But for you who revere my name, the 
sun of righteousness will rise with healing in its rays.’” This “sun of righteousness,” Jesus 
Christ, justifies, sanctifies, and brings those who believe in Him out of darkness and into 
the light. Just like the star that “to the earth gave great light,” Jesus Christ shines joy, 
hope, and healing from the darkness and misery of this sinful world in the hearts of all 
who trust and believe in Him. 
 
After speaking through Malachi, God was silent for 400 years until He sent an angel to 
Zechariah, with the news that Elizabeth would give birth to a son who would prepare 
the way for the Messiah. What would it have been like for the children of Israel during 
that silence, waiting for the fulfillment of God’s promise? Would these words from  
Malachi be a catalyst for a return to righteousness, or would the people remain in a  
familiar state of despair and wickedness?  
 
Today, we also are in an ‘in-between’ time as we await Christ’s return. How are you  
treating this waiting time? Are you waiting with eager anticipation, eagerly sharing the 
good news of Jesus and building up the Kingdom of God on earth as if each day might  
be the last day before He returns? May we never take a single moment for granted. May 
 we live expectantly, with lives that breathe the fragrance of Christ as described in the 
last verse of song: “Then let us all with one accord sing praises to our heavenly Lord.” 
 
Jayme Barone 



O Holy Night  
 

O holy night! The stars are brightly shining; 
It is the night of our dear Savior’s birth. 
Long lay the world in sin and error pining, 
Till He appeared and the soul felt its worth. 
A thrill of hope, the weary world rejoices, 
For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn! 
 

Fall on your knees! 
O hear the angel voices! 
O night divine, 
O night when Christ was born! 
O night divine, O night, 
O night divine. 
 

Truly He taught us to love one another; 
His law is love and His gospel is peace. 
Chains shall He break, for the slave is our brother, 
And in His name all oppression shall cease. 
Sweet hymns of joy in grateful chorus raise we; 
Let all within us praise His holy name. 
 

Christ is the Lord! 
O praise His name forever! 
His power and glory 
Evermore proclaim! 
His power and glory 
Evermore proclaim! 
 
Words by Placide Cappeau,  
Translated by John Sullivan Dwight 
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Isaiah 9:2 
 
“O Holy Night” is a song that the listener can feel. Through the combined artistry of the  
accompaniment, melody, and lyrics, there is a power that graces an audience when the 
carol is performed. Thus, it is no surprise when we find ourselves identifying with the 
thought of a world that lies “in sin and error pining.” Though it was composed over 150 
years ago, the song expresses a longing and a yearning for real hope that still resonates 
with the souls of many. 
 
The Scriptures speak to such longing in the Book of Isaiah. There we learn of a people 
dwelling in the northern reaches of Israel who were “walking in darkness” (9:2). History  
tells us that those who dwelt in the regions of Zebulun and Naphtali had been under  
enemy siege and subsequently brought into captivity. Surely there was a pining for 
hope in the souls of those who found themselves ambushed by the events of their time, 
barely hanging onto their faith.  
 
Astonishingly, some 700 years later, hope would dawn in the exact location spoken of 
by Isaiah. Indeed, the northern cities of Nazareth and Capernaum would be the very 
places that Jesus Christ would come to live and to minister. The Son of God would 
personify the light of “a new and glorious morn.” And through Him, souls living amid all 
kinds of chaos, heartache, and gloom “felt their worth.”  
 
These lesser-known lyrics of “O Holy Night” express the reality of Christ’s light so well:  

 

In all our trials born to be our Friend! 
He knows our need–to our weakness is no stranger. 

 
Whenever we feel as if our future is up in the air, whenever we are fearful, whenever we  
feel helpless, we can stand in the brilliancy of Christ. Open the Scriptures to read God’s 
Word, and you will bask in His light. Turn to the Lord in prayer, and you will experience  
the dawning of Jesus’ grace and mercy in your life. Truly, Jesus Christ was born to  
befriend us—particularly in our hour of need.  
 
The relatively obscure verse of “O Holy Night” includes a chorus that echoes the familiar  
“fall on your knees” refrain: “Behold your King; before Him lowly bend!” There is no more  
appropriate response to the dawning light of Jesus than to bow before Him. He is your 
Friend, and He is your Savior.  
 
Rev. Craig Gyergyo 



Angels from the Realms of Glory  
 

Angels from the realms of glory, 
Wing your flight o’er all the earth; 
Ye who sang creation’s story 
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth. 
 

Come and worship, come and worship, 
Worship Christ, the newborn King. 
 

Shepherds, in the field abiding, 
Watching o’er your flocks by night, 
God with us is now residing; 
Yonder shines the infant light. 
 

All creation, join in praising 
God the Father, Spirit, Son, 
Evermore your voices raising 
To the eternal Three in One. 

 

Words by James Montgomery 
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Luke 2:8–14 
 

The miracle of this carol is the birth of the baby Jesus and the surrounding supernatural 
events, but that James Montgomery (1771–1854) authored this carol tells of another kind 
of miracle. His parents abandoned him at age five to become missionaries in Barbados. 
They left James in a religious commune in County Antrim, Ireland. They died a couple of 
years later in Barbados, and so James never saw them again. During his teen years, he 
bounced from pillar to post. At age twenty-one, he began working for the Sheffield  
Register, a local radical newspaper. By a remarkable set of circumstances, Montgomery 
gained control of the newspaper a few years later, and for three decades it continued 
under his leadership. As a young man, he had drifted from the Christian faith, but as life 
moved on, he returned to a living faith as evidenced by this carol. 
 
On Christmas Eve 1816, Montgomery was reading the second chapter of Luke when 
these verses captured his attention: “Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host 
appeared with the angel, praising God and saying, ‘Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
and on earth peace to those on whom his favor rests’” (vv. 13–14). He was inspired to 
write this hymn, which he wrote quickly and printed in the Christmas Eve edition of his 
newspaper. 
 
In the opening verse, James Montgomery connects the birth of Jesus to the creation of 
the world. What a brilliant leap! The Angelic Host which witnessed and sang at the  
creation of the world also sang praise at the birth of the Messiah into the world. Then 
Montgomery bids us join the Angelic Host with the chorus, “Come and worship, come 
and worship, worship Christ, the newborn King.” The joyful melody to which these words 
were set has become a classic favorite among Christmas carols we sing today. 
 
What an encouragement James Montgomery is to us parents who have raised children 
with, at this point, no apparent interest in following Jesus! Montgomery spent many of 
his younger years distracted by the radical ideas of his own day, but he came back to 
the Lord and wrote this masterpiece of the Christmas season by which millions of  
people around the world celebrate the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
 
“Come and worship, worship Christ, the newborn King!” 
 
Rev. Dr. John Guest 



It Came Upon the Midnight Clear  
 

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, goodwill to men, 
From heaven’s all gracious King.” 
The world in solemn stillness lay, 
To hear the angels sing. 
 

Still thro’ 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. 
 

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 
The world has 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. 

C
a
r
o
l 

Scan the code to listen to the carol. 

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 give back the song 
Which now the angels sing. 

 

Words by Edmund Hamilton Sears 
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Genesis 11:8–9  
 
“It Came Upon the Midnight Clear” is unique among popular Christmas carols in its  
focus on our modern world and not on Bethlehem. The original poem was written in  
1849 at an extraordinary time in history. The Mexican-American war had finally ended,  
but revolutionary wars were breaking out throughout Europe, and Civil War was  
becoming inevitable in the United States.  
 
At first sight, Edmund Sears’ words do not hold the usual promise of “peace on the earth, 
goodwill to men.” He is weary; the whole world is weary. Yet he is not without hope. He 
knows that the angels are still singing. They still hover above our world’s “sad and lowly 
plains,” and if we will just silence the clangor of war and strife, we will hear their heavenly 
music and their promise of peace. 
 
There is a deep and fundamental reality to this carol. The melody soars, we can feel the 
possibility of joining our voices with the voices of the angels, but in verse after verse the  
lyrics challenge that illusion. As we wait expectantly for the birth of Jesus and the  
coming of peace, this carol asks us to acknowledge that our world cannot be healed  
until we cease our “Babel sounds” and “hear the angels sing.” Was there ever a better 
time in history to acknowledge that the confusion of our language and our inability to 
listen and understand each other stands between us and peace of Bethlehem? 
 
Sears completes the carol with the searing image of man struggling under a crushing 
load. Sometimes we carry a load of our own making, but sometimes we carry a load that 
is put upon us by others. Whatever the cause, there are times we can barely stand and 
we find it impossible to even lift our heads, but even this is not for long. Take hope! “The 
days are hastening on, by prophet bards foretold, when with the ever-circling years 
comes round the age of gold.” We are not doomed to live forever in a world at war or to 
struggle eternally under the burden of our sin and the sins of others. The Savior is born, 
and in a way that we understand only by faith, our strife will end, the prophecies will be 
fulfilled, and we will hear the angels sing.  
 
Eileen Hodgetts 



We Three Kings  
 

We three kings of Orient are; 
Bearing gifts we traverse 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. 
 

Frankincense to offer have I; 
Incense owns a Deity nigh; 
Prayer and praising, voices raising, 
Worshiping God on high. 
 

Myrrh is mine; its bitter perfume 
Breathes a life of gathering gloom; 
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying, 
Sealed in the stone-cold tomb. 
 

Glorious now behold Him arise, 
King and God and sacrifice; 
Alleluia, alleluia, 
Sounds through the earth and skies. 

 

Words by John Henry Hopkins Jr. 
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Matthew 2:9–12 
 
“We Three Kings” was the first popular Christmas carol written in the United States. In  
1857, while serving as rector of Christ Episcopal Church in Williamsport, Pennsylvania,  
John Henry Hopkins Jr. wrote the carol for a Christmas pageant held at General  
Theological Seminary in New York City. Because of its popularity, he later decided to  
publish the carol in 1863.  
 
The season of Christmas reminds us of the joy of giving. Many of us look forward to  
seeing the faces of our loved ones as we share gifts of thoughtfulness. We might also 
look to give to the needy or to charitable causes as we reflect on the way that God has 
blessed us.  
 
In this carol, Hopkins imagines the journey of the Magi as they seek an audience with 
the “perfect light.” With gifts in hand, they are on a mission to welcome Jesus and find 
the joy in giving to the Messiah. Long before that night in Bethlehem, however, the 
prophet Isaiah spoke of this journey. In Isaiah 60:4–6, he foretold of a night when kings 
would come giving their best to welcome Jesus.  
 
How about you? During the busyness of this season, it is easy to miss the point. While  
preparing meals, buying gifts, making a list, and checking it twice, we can miss the  
lesson the three kings give us. Stop. Recognize what is happing. Jesus is here! The  
Messiah has come! This is the moment that changed the world forever. Three kings 
knew the magnitude of the moment and stopped their busy lives to bring a gift and 
catch a glimpse of the one we still celebrate today.  
 
Chances are your journey will look different than the Magi’s. But just like them, you can 
make the space to stop and notice. Give Jesus the gift of your time, your attention, and  
your worship. The Messiah has come. Let us too find the joy in giving to Him! 
 
Rev. Mike Arnold 



What Child Is This?  
 

What Child is this, who, laid to rest, 
On Mary’s lap is sleeping? 
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet, 
While shepherds watch are keeping? 

 
This, this is Christ the King, 
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing: 
Haste, haste to bring Him laud, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary! 
 

Why lies He in such mean estate, 
Where ox and ass are feeding? 
Good Christian, fear: for sinners here 
The silent Word is pleading. 
 

Nails, spear shall pierce Him through; 
The cross be borne for me, for you: 
Hail, hail the Word made flesh, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary! 
 

So bring Him incense, gold, and myrrh; 
Come peasant, king to own Him. 
The King of kings salvation brings; 
Let loving hearts enthrone Him. 
 

Raise, raise the song on high, 
The Virgin sings her lullaby: 
Joy, joy for Christ is born, 
The Babe, the Son of Mary. 

 

Words by William Chatterton Dix 
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Psalm 72 
 
“What Child Is This?” was first published in mid-nineteenth-century England and is set 
to the much older tune of “Greensleeves,” a traditional and well-known English tune.  
The melody, written in a minor key, lends itself well to the message; the verses are  
somewhat somber and introspective. They ask us to consider why the Messiah came as 
a child. And why did He come like this, in a stable? The chorus, in a contrasting major 
key, declares the truth: this child is Jesus Christ, the King of kings! Bring Him laud 
(praise)! The third verse is then an invitation to make Him the King of our hearts, for  
this child is the Messiah born to bring salvation to the entire world. 
 
By using context clues, we can determine that Psalm 72 was written by a dying King 
David for his son Solomon. The text is a beautiful prayer for wisdom for the soon-to-be-
crowned king, but it also is saturated with prophecy of the King of kings, Jesus Christ. 
David knew, as we see in Acts 2:30, that “God had promised him on oath that he would 
place one of his descendants on his throne.” 
 
Written generations before Jesus was a child sleeping on Mary’s lap, Psalm 72 makes 
many declarations about the prosperity and perpetuity of His kingdom on earth: He will 
establish a righteous government (v. 2), He will have compassion on those in need as 
well as those who are afflicted (v. 4), He will have a reckoning with oppressors (v. 4), His 
kingdom will endure for all generations (v. 5), His kingdom will have no bounds (v. 8), 
and every knee will bow down to Him (v. 11). His name will endure forever, and all nations 
will call Him blessed (v. 17). 
 
How astounding to consider that this most majestic King of kings, worthy of all our 
praise and adoration, entered the world in the lowliest setting imaginable! He came, 
however, for everyone–both peasant and king–as we sing in today’s carol.  
 
Is the King of kings enthroned in your heart today? During this busy season, distractions 
are everywhere we look, whether we want them or not. Pause to draw near to the Lord  
today. Place Him on His rightful throne in your life. Praise Him for who He is, just as  
David wrote: “Praise be to his glorious name forever; may the whole earth be filled with 
his glory” (v. 19). 
 
Jayme Barone 



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 hosts proclaim, 
“Christ is born in Bethlehem!” 
 

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

Christ, by highest heaven adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Offspring of the Virgin’s womb: 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail th’incarnate Deity, 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, 
Jesus, our Emmanuel. 
 

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. 

 

Words by Charles Wesley 
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Philippians 2:6–8 
 
Any collection of Christmas carols wouldn’t be complete without the inclusion of the  
triumphant “Hark! The Herald Angels Sing.” Celebratory in nature, the song invites  
worshippers to emphatically proclaim that the King is born. The usage of the imperative 
“Hark!” in itself lends an urgency to the singing of the carol. The word hark, though  
uncommon today, signals the communication of vital news. It says, in essence, “Listen up!” 
And what exactly are we to listen up to hear? The incredibly good news that Jesus Christ, the 
King, is born! He is no ordinary King; however, He is “Jesus, our Emmanuel” as the song  
reminds us. He is, in fact, God with us.  
 

Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; Hail th'incarnate Deity, 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, Jesus, our Emmanuel. 

 
Several years ago, there was a popular song that posed a presumed hypothetical question: 
“What if God was one of us?” “Hark! The Herald Angels Sing” is a clear reminder that all  
hypotheticals can be laid aside, for God did, indeed, become one of us. The second chapter of 
Philippians makes this astounding truth clear, stating that Jesus, though “in very nature God”  
(v. 6), was “made in human likeness” (v. 7) and “found in appearance as a man” (v. 8).  
Furthermore, He “made himself nothing” and took on “the very nature of a servant” (v. 7).  
This is certainly news worth giving attention to—God, through the birth of Jesus Christ in 
Bethlehem, became one of us. 
 
Why would the God of the universe do such a thing and lower Himself to human status? The 
answer is found in the victorious carol:  
 

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. 

 
Jesus, you see, was born to die so that we can really live. Christ’s perfect life on earth,  
excruciating death through crucifixion, and stunning resurrection from the grave provide a 
gateway unto life eternal, through faith in Him, for us.  
 
Herald is another atypical word in our modern vernacular. A herald is an official royal  
messenger commissioned to make an important announcement. The angels heralded the  
birth of the baby King Jesus. Likewise, you are sent out as a herald. You are to proclaim news 
of the utmost importance: Jesus, the Son of God, came down from heaven and became one 
of us to save us from sin and to lead us to life everlasting. Whom will you share this  
triumphant news with this Christmas season? 
 
Rev. Craig Gyergyo  



Go Tell It on the Mountain  
 

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. 
 

The shepherds feared and trembled 
When lo! above the earth 
Rang out the angel chorus 
That hailed the Savior’s birth. 
 

Down in a lowly manger 
The humble Christ was born, 
And God sent us salvation 
That blessed Christmas morn. 

 

Words by an Unknown Author, Compiled 
by John Wesley Work Jr. 
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Luke 2:15–20 
 
“Go Tell It on the Mountain” is an African-American spiritual. Its author is unknown. It  
dates back to 1865 and was first published in 1907 in Folksongs of the Negro, as Sung  
on the Plantations. It was adopted by John Wesley Work Jr., who is known for his  
pioneering study of African-American folk music. “Go Tell It on the Mountain” is classic  
in that genre.  
 
John Work, himself an African American, was a professor and later President of Fisk  
University in Nashville. The college was in deep financial trouble. In an effort to raise 
funds, they formed a ten-member singing group, the Fisk University Jubilee Singers.  
The group began a nationwide tour. During the tour, they added “Go Tell It on the 
Mountain” to their repertoire. The tour was a tremendous success, saving the university.  
 
To black slaves in pre-Civil War America, the birth of a liberating Savior was a message 
to be heralded from the highest mountains. It still is for us all. Transcending the  
wickedness and misery that slavery was and is, the Good, Good News of a Savior  
entering this dark, dark world needs to be shouted out today!  
 
How simply amazing that the first to hear the news of Jesus’ birth were humble  
shepherds! How grand that they were given the spectacular vision of the Angelic Host, 
with Glory shining all around them! What a contrast between that spectacular scene of 
the Angels singing and the Savior Jesus, God in the flesh, cradled in a feeding trough in 
an animal shelter! The human mind staggers at the Divine Humility of God Almighty, 
choosing for love’s sake to visit our human scene in such miserable, inhospitable  
poverty.  
 
How can we resist the love of God! How can we not want to shout it from the  
mountaintops!  Go tell it on the mountain! 
 
Rev. Dr. John Guest  



Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee  
 

Joyful, joyful, we adore Thee, 
God of glory, Lord of love; 
Hearts unfold like flowers before Thee, 
Opening to the sun above. 
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness; 
Drive the dark of doubt away. 
Giver of immortal gladness, 
Fill us with the light of day! 
 

All Thy works with joy surround Thee, 
Earth and heaven reflect Thy rays, 
Stars and angels sing around Thee, 
Center of unbroken praise. 
Field and forest, vale and mountain, 
Flowery meadow, flashing sea, 
Chanting bird and flowing fountain 
Call us to rejoice in Thee. 
 

Thou art giving and forgiving, 
Ever blessing, ever blest, 
Wellspring of the joy of living, 
Ocean depth of happy rest! 
Thou our Father, Christ our Brother, 
All who live in love are Thine; 
Teach us how to love each other, 
Lift us to the Joy Divine. 

Mortals, join the mighty chorus, 
Which the morning stars began. 
Father love is reigning o’er us, 
Brother love binds man to man. 
Ever singing, march we onward, 
Victors in the midst of strife; 
Joyful music lifts us Sunward 
In the triumph song of life. 

 

Words by Henry Van Dyke 
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Psalm 126:5 
 
Have you ever started to sing a Christmas carol and found that the tune you are singing 
is not the tune the orchestra is playing? It can happen very easily. Depending on your 
country of origin, you could be accustomed to singing the words of “O Little Town of 
Bethlehem” to a traditional setting by Ralph Vaughan Williams, or to an equally moving 
melody by Lewis Radner. “While Shepherds Watched Their Flocks by Night” can be sung 
to music by Handel or music written by at least four other composers. However, for 
“Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee,” there is no alternative. “Ode to Joy,” the finale to  
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony, cannot be replaced and neither can the prophetic  
words of Henry Van Dyke; they are inseparable and irreplaceable. 
 
Beethoven was profoundly deaf by the time he wrote “Ode to Joy.” This great work is 
based on his memory of sound. The sound was in his head but never in his ears. He 
could not hear the orchestra. He could not even hear the applause, but perhaps it was 
enough for him. Possibly no orchestra could achieve the perfection he achieved in the 
concert hall of his own mind.  
 
Are we so easily satisfied? What are we to do when this music stirs our soul? Beethoven 
gave us the music; Henry Van Dyke gave us the powerful words we need to respond. 
Just as Beethoven composed music he could hear only by memory, Van Dyke gave us a 
picture we can see only by faith when he showed us a world transformed with every  
aspect touched by God’s glory.  
 
Is this a Christmas carol? What of the babe in the manger, the shepherds abiding in the 
fields, and the three wise men? “Joyful, Joyful” leaves aside the start of the Christmas 
story and takes us straight to the end to show us the final fulfillment of God’s plan  
begun in the manger at Bethlehem. One day, Van Dyke says, our eyes will see and our 
ears will hear all that has been hidden from us. We will experience the true glory of  
creation, and our hearts will be filled with joy. Joyful music will lead us “Sunward in the 
triumph song of life.” This too is Christmas. 
 
Eileen Hodgetts 



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. 
 

O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ the Lord! 
 

Sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation; 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above! 
Glory to God,  
All glory in the highest.  
 

Yea, Lord we greet Thee, 
Born this happy morning; 
Jesus, to Thee be all glory given. 
Word of the Father, 
Now in flesh appearing. 

 

Words by John Francis Wade, Translated 
by Frederick Oakeley 
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John 1:1–5 
 
“O Come, All Ye Faithful” is one of the most celebrated carols of the Christmas season.  
Dating back to the early seventeenth century, it is a warm welcome for all to come and  
celebrate the birth of Jesus. Throughout the years, followers of Jesus from around the 
globe have sung these words to call our world to Christ.  
 
The lyrics remind me of a moment in a sports arena. The home team was losing, and 
one man stood up and implored the crowd to get on its feet to support the struggling 
team. The enthusiasm of the one was infectious, and one by one others stood and 
cheered for the team at the top of their voices. With the same infectious enthusiasm,  
the chorus of the carol implores us three times to come and adore Jesus as Lord:  
 

O come, let us adore Him! (Come one and all! Come and see the Messiah!) 
O come, let us adore Him! (Love and respect to Jesus! Worship our Savior!) 
O come, let us adore Him! (Jesus is the One who changes the world!) 
Christ the Lord! (He is superior to all!) 

 
Like all carols, this one is meant to be sung in community. It is true that one beautiful 
voice singing this song can move us to tears. But the nature of this song calls us  
together to adore Jesus. As we sing it this year, take a moment to look around and  
lock eyes with your family and friends as together we worship the arrival of Jesus  
the Messiah. 
 
In the final verse, we sing: “Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing.” Take a few  
moments to reflect on this amazing truth as it is written in Scripture. “O come, let us  
adore Him!” 
 
Rev. Mike Arnold 



Joy to the World  
 

Joy to the world, the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And heaven and nature sing, 
And heaven and nature sing, 
And heaven, and heaven and nature sing. 
 

Joy to the earth, the Savior reigns! 
Let men their songs employ, 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat, repeat the sounding joy. 
 

No more let sins and sorrows grow 
Nor thorns infest the ground; 
He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found, 
Far as the curse is found, 
Far as, far as the curse is found. 
 

He rules the world with truth and grace 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders, wonders of His love. 

 

Words by Isaac Watts 
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Psalm 98  
 
In 1719, renowned hymn writer and theologian Isaac Watts composed a poem that 
would eventually become the basis for today’s carol. “Joy to the World” is widely  
known and possibly the most, if not one of the most, popular Christmas carols in  
North America.  
 
It is interesting, therefore, to consider that it was not originally written as a Christmas  
message and, in fact, does not refer to Christ’s birth as nearly every other carol does.  
Instead, the message is one of joy because Christ has broken the curse of sin from the  
time of Adam. He gave salvation to the entire world once and for all by His death and  
resurrection, and He will come again for the final judgment to complete God’s work on 
earth. Arguably, “Joy to the World” could be sung all throughout the year. 
 
The words of the song are inspired by, and in some cases paraphrased directly from  
Psalm 98. In the first verse, we are instructed to “sing to the Lord a new song, for he has 
done marvelous things.” Earlier in Psalm 96, a new song of praise was given to the Lord  
because salvation was coming. Psalm 98 specifically refers to the fact that Jesus has 
come: He has died, risen, and brought salvation for all. He has proven that He is Lord. He 
will return again, and the whole world will acknowledge who He is. For all of this, He  
deserves the highest praise! 
 
Throughout the entirety of God’s Word, giving Him praise is not just a mere suggestion, 
but an instruction on how we should live our lives. Psalm 150:6 tells us, “Let everything 
that has breath praise the L ” Hebrews 13:15 adds, “Through Jesus, therefore, let us 
continually offer to God a sacrifice of praise—the fruit of lips that openly profess his 
name.” Praising God is a duty and a privilege. Praise is something that should naturally 
overflow from hearts of thankfulness for what He has done. When we neglect to give 
God the praise and honor that are rightly His, we become too self-focused,  
short-circuiting true joy. Instead, our eyes should be fixed on Him, and we will  
experience that joy. 
 
Is your heart full of praise today? Take some time to give the Lord thanks and praise. As  
the song goes, “Let every heart prepare Him room!” 
 
Jayme Barone 



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 by Charles Wesley 
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Haggai 2:6–7 
 
Written in mid-eighteenth-century England by Charles Wesley, “Come, Thou Long  
Expected Jesus” was very much inspired by the tumult Wesley saw in his surrounding  
culture. The impoverished masses found themselves in severe want when juxtaposed 
with the small minority from the ruling class and their extravagant wealth. The extreme 
degree of lack in 1700s England gave way to an overwhelming number of children who 
were abandoned and orphaned. Wesley, no doubt, saw the life of misery that children 
were born into and, through the writing of a Christmas carol, cried out, “Come quickly, 
Lord Jesus!” 
 
The Old Testament book of Haggai served as Wesley’s biblical inspiration in penning the 
carol. In the second chapter of the prophecy, the L  proclaims promises of glory 
against a backdrop of gloom. He states that “what is desired by all nations” will come 
forth as He fills “this house with glory” (v. 7). How is it that God’s glory is desired by all  
nations? As we look out into the world, across history, it’s safe to say that most people 
don’t seem to desire more of God’s glory. Heck, if we are honest with ourselves, most 
days we fall shy of desiring God’s glory to come into our own lives, never mind into the 
world. We’re all so blinded by the temporal and caught up in the here and now. Yet, the 
Lord God sees something otherwise. 
 

Dear desire of every nation,  
Joy of every longing heart. 

 
As we, not unlike Wesley, see a world that is so often divided in hostility, callous in  
compassion, and lacking in righteousness, it’s fair to wonder what it is that we truly  
desire. The Lord sees this all and declares that, whether consciously or unconsciously, 
the cry of the human heart is to know the hope, joy, and peace that the Messiah alone 
can bring. Jesus is and always has been the only one who will cure the desire of every 
nation, every human heart. The carol, therefore, gives words to what we often cannot 
express on our own: Set us free! Release us! Deliver us! 
 
What we desire in the depth of our souls is found in the Christmas story. And what do 
we find in the humble manger of Bethlehem? The hope of the world, the Savior,  
Immanuel, God with us! He is the ultimate satisfaction for all of our longings. So we  
sing still today: “Come, thou long-expected Jesus.”  
 
Rev. Craig Gyergyo 



Silent Night  
 

Silent night, holy night! 
All is calm, all is bright 
Round yon virgin mother and Child. 
Holy Infant, so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace, 
Sleep in heavenly peace. 
 

Silent night, holy night! 
Shepherds quake at the sight; 
Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia! 
Christ the Savior is born, 
Christ the Savior is born! 
 

Silent night, holy night! 
Son of God, love’s pure light 
Radiant beams from Thy holy face 
With the dawn of redeeming grace, 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth, 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth. 

 

Words by Joseph Mohr 
Translated by John Freeman Young 
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Luke 1:30–35 
 
For several decades now, in the churches where I have served as a pastor, “Silent Night” 
has been sung at the close of the late-night Holy Communion service on Christmas Eve. 
As we begin to sing “Silent Night,” the lights of the church are dimmed. Then the  
candles from the Lord’s Table are used to begin lighting the candles held by the  
congregation, each in turn lighting the candle of the person next to them, and so the 
church is flooded with candlelight. 
 
The world-wide phenomenon of this beautiful carol was birthed in the village of  
Oberndorf, Austria on Christmas Eve 1818. In the little church of St. Nicholas, the organ 
had broken down. To salvage the Christmas celebration, the pastor, Father Joseph 
Mohr, quickly penned the words of the carol and took them to his organist, Franz 
Gruber, who composed the music. With only a guitar to lead the singing, they created 
what is now the most popular carol around the world. 
 
In three short verses, each beginning with “Silent night, holy night,” Father Joseph Mohr 
captured the wonder of the birth of the baby Jesus. The poetic simplicity is  
breathtaking! 
 
The theology of the Incarnation—“Son of God, love’s pure light”—and of our Salvation—
“Christ the Savior is born” bringing to us “the dawn of redeeming grace”—is awesome in 
its inspiration. Each verse glows with the Glory of God: Verse 1, “all is bright”; Verse 2, 
“glories stream from heaven afar”; and Verse 3, “radiant beams from Thy holy face.”  
And, all of this is set to the beautiful simplicity of Franz Gruber’s melody! 
 
While the theology is profound and the melody endearingly beautiful, the humble  
circumstance of the Virgin Mary, giving birth to the baby Jesus in a cattle stall, still 
moves us deeply. Oh, silent night, holy night! 
 
Rev. Dr. John Guest 



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 wondering 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 given! 
So God imparts to human hearts 
The blessings of His heaven. 
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 by Phillips Brooks 
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Psalm 131:2  
 
In 1868, Phillips Brooks was inspired to write a poem. He had visited Bethlehem in  
Palestine and had seen the town in a rare moment of tranquility. Since its founding in 
1400 BC, Bethlehem had never known a lasting peace, but on that night in 1868,  
Phillips Brooks caught a glimpse of heavenly perfection that defied earthly reality. His 
inspired poem became a Christmas carol, and the carol became a Christmas favorite, 
heartwarming in its simplicity but concealing a challenge behind its lyrical and  
comforting words. 
 
We all love the image of the little middle-eastern town asleep beneath a blanket of 
stars, unaware of the miracle about to take place within its dark streets. The carol, with 
its various evocative musical settings, has the ability to move our hearts and make us 
yearn to be there in Bethlehem and join the shepherds at the manger. Unfortunately, 
the gospels themselves tell us that this was not how Bethlehem was on the night that 
Jesus was born. On that night so long ago, while the angels held their breath in  
expectation, the town of Bethlehem was not wrapped in dreamless sleep. In fulfillment 
of prophecy, Mary and Joseph had come to a town beset by angry, subjugated Jews 
and belligerent Roman soldiers, where the streets were thronged with weary travelers 
and where the inns were full to capacity and no one was sleeping. The streets were  
not silent, and neither was the cave where animals milled about restlessly while a  
teenaged girl experienced all the pain of childbirth in order that the Son of God  
should be born as fully human.  
 
Bethlehem was not at peace then, and it is not at peace now, so why do we sing this 
carol? We sing because the reality of Jesus’ birth in Bethlehem transcends history,  
politics, war, and human understanding. The tranquil Bethlehem of the Christmas  
carol is eternal and within the reach of all of us. It is a city we build in our own hearts;  
a refuge constructed with bricks of faith, where the Holy Child of Bethlehem may enter 
in and be born in us; a place where we too can hear the angels sing. 
 
Eileen Hodgetts 



O Come, O Come, Emmanuel  
 

O come, O come, Emmanuel, 
And ransom captive Israel 
That mourns in lonely exile here 
Until the Son of God appear. 
 

Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to thee, O Israel. 
 

O come, Thou Dayspring come and cheer 
Our spirits by Thine advent here; 
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night, 
And death’s dark shadows put to flight. 
 

O come, Thou Wisdom from on high, 
And order all things far and nigh; 
To us the path of knowledge show, 
And cause us in her ways to go. 
 

O come, Desire of nations, bind 
All peoples in one heart and mind. 
Bid envy, strife, and quarrels cease; 
Fill the whole world with heaven’s peace. 
 

 

Words by an Unknown Author 
Translated by John Mason Neale 
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Matthew 1:20–24; Isaiah 7:14 
 
“O Come, O Come, Emmanuel” finds its origins in the monastic life of the eighth or ninth 
century. During this time, starting one week before Christmas Eve, monasteries would 
sing an early version of this hymn in anticipation of the holiday. Later the carol was 
published in 1710 and eventually translated into English in 1851 by John Mason Neale.  
 
The carol reminds us of announcement of the coming Messiah told to Joseph in  
Matthew 1:20–24. In verse 23, Matthew quotes a prophecy from Isaiah 7:14: “Therefore 
the Lord himself will give you a sign: The virgin will conceive and give birth to a son, and 
will call him Immanuel.” For hundreds of years, the people of God waited for this day, 
the day God would be with us! Now in this dream, Joseph knows the day is near. The 
season of waiting is over! Emmanuel is coming! 
 
Anticipation is still part of the Christmas experience for many. Children wait patiently for 
the gifts they dream about on Christmas day. Parents anticipate the memories that will  
be shared. Some will travel hundreds of miles this holiday in anticipation of the time  
spent with those they love.  
 
As we reflect on this carol, consider those who waited for Jesus to come. Hear their cry 
for the Messiah to come and rescue. Remember, we too wait for Jesus. Scripture says 
that one day Jesus will come again to make all things right and bring salvation to those 
who trust in Him. So, as we sing this carol this season, we can reflect not only on the  
arrival of Jesus in Bethlehem, but also on His triumphant return one day. This thought 
raises a new cry in our hearts. May it cause you to sing: “Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel!”  
 
Rev. Mike Arnold 



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 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 cradle ’til 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 Thy tender care, 
And fit us for heaven to live with Thee there. 

 

Words by an Unknown Author 
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Hebrews 4:14–16 
 
Among the sweetest sounds that one can hear during the Advent season is the sound 
of little voices singing “Away in A Manger.” Though the song’s author and origins are  
unclear, it is undeniably written as a children’s hymn. The simplicity and innocence of 
the words make it relatable to all, both young and old.  
 
Most people would agree that the message is charming, but there is somewhat of a  
controversy found in the second verse. The lyrics cause us to envision an idyllic scene  
where the cows gently moo and wake baby Jesus, “but little Lord Jesus no crying He 
makes.” Critics say that this phrase undermines the humanity of Jesus, and to that 
point, there is no such account in the Bible that states Jesus did not cry as an infant. 
 
The truth, regardless, is that Jesus came to earth fully God and yet fully human. Today’s 
Scripture passage refers to Him as a High Priest, one who would serve as a Mediator  
between man and God, and who would make atonement for the peoples’ sin. Yet He 
did so not as someone “who is unable to empathize with our weaknesses” but as “one 
who has been tempted in every way just as we are—yet he did not sin” (Heb. 4:15). 
Whether or not Jesus cried as a baby, He indeed can relate to us in all our humanity  
in every way, and He did so while living a sinless life. 
 
We can trust Him in every way, and since He is the great High Priest, we can “approach 
God’s throne of grace with confidence, so that we may receive mercy and find grace to 
help us in our time of need” (v. 16). If God sat only on a throne of justice, we would likely 
live in despair, for we could never perform well enough to earn His favor, but we can  
rejoice because this is not so! He also sits on a throne of grace. Because of Jesus, the 
great High Priest and Mediator, we can petition God for mercy and grace, and it will be 
given freely to us. 
 
The last verse of “Away in A Manger” serves as a sweet bedtime prayer. Let it encourage 
you, whatever your age, to draw near to the Lord right now and look to the future with 
hope while you rest in the promise of His Word. 
 
Jayme Barone 



I Heard the Bells on Christmas Day  
 

I heard the bells on Christmas day, 
Their old, familiar carols play, 
And wild and sweet their songs repeat 
Of peace on earth, goodwill to men! 
 

And in despair I bowed my head: 
“There is no peace on earth,” I said, 
“For hate is strong and mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, goodwill to men.” 
 

Then rang the bells more loud and deep: 
“God is not dead; nor does He sleep! 
The wrong shall fail, the right prevail, 
With peace on earth, goodwill to men!” 
 

Then ringing, singing on its way, 
The world revolved from night to day, 
A voice, a chime, a chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, goodwill to men! 

 

Words by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
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Isaiah 7:14 
 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow composed “I Heard the Bells on Christmas Day” from a 
place of dire anguish and personal introspection. In a span of two years, Longfellow lost 
his wife to a fire, suffered significant burns himself as he attempted to rescue her, 
watched his son march off to duty in the Civil War, and saw that same son return home 
seriously maimed. So overcome with grief was he that Longfellow wondered if life in an 
asylum might be his fate. Certainly, a despondent Longfellow found the notion of a  
joyous Christmas untenable amid his deep despair.  
 
In need of a sign of assurance from God, Longfellow heard church bells ringing out in 
the streets of New England on Christmas Day. As he listened to the bells singing their 
joyous song on a day that promises goodwill, the famous poet felt none.  
 

And in despair I bowed my head: 
“There is no peace on earth,” I said, 
“For hate is strong and mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, goodwill to men.” 

 
We live in a world that is, and always has been, in need of a lifeline. We needn’t look far 
to find injustice and violence. Far too often we find that evil is very much prevalent. Thus, 
we long for a manifestation of real hope. Into a world with such longing, God sent His 
Son. Foretold hundreds of years prior to His birth in Bethlehem, Jesus Christ came as a 
hopeful sign for all the earth, a sign that the evil in this world is forever condemned.  
Jesus is and ever shall be our fulfillment of peace. 
 
As Longfellow listened more deeply to the bells, the hope of God rang out to him.  
Suddenly, he no longer saw God as distant or aloof but very much engaged and in  
control. Seeing the sign of Christ for himself, Longfellow carried anew the confidence  
of “peace on earth.” 
 
If you will really listen this Christmas, you also will hear the hope of the gospel ring out 
through Jesus Christ. This hope drowns out the gloomy voices in our culture and points 
us to the sign of our confidence—the life, death, and resurrection of the Son of God. 
There is a lifeline in this world, and His name is Jesus. Take up Christmas faith in Him,  
for peace on earth and goodwill are here. 
 
Rev. Craig Gyergyo 
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