
Hymns with Mrs Turnbull 
 

Sunday 10th January 2021, 11am 
Baptism of  Christ 

 

Livestreamed through: 
www.facebook.com/StOswinStMary 

Note to participants: nobody (except those you live with) can hear you sing so sing with gusto.  Margaret has an uncanny knack of knowing if you don’t. 

O worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness; 
bow down before him, his glory proclaim; 
with gold of obedience, and incense of lowliness, 
kneel and adore him: the Lord is his name. 
 
Low at his feet lay thy burden of carefulness: 
high on his heart he will bear it for thee, 
comfort thy sorrows, and answer thy prayerfulness, 
guiding thy steps as may best for thee be. 
 
Fear not to enter his courts in the slenderness 
of the poor wealth thou wouldst reckon as thine: 
truth in its beauty, and love in its tenderness, 
these are the offerings to lay on his shrine. 
 
These, though we bring them  
 in trembling and fearfulness, 
he will accept for the name that is dear; 
mornings of joy give for evenings of tearfulness, 
trust for our trembling and hope for our fear. 
 
O worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness; 
bow down before him, his glory proclaim; 
with gold of obedience, and incense of lowliness, 
kneel and adore him: the Lord is his name.

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
 
Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining; 
low lies his head with the beasts of the stall; 
angels adore him in slumber reclining, 
Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 
 
Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion, 
odours of Edom, and offerings divine, 
gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine? 
 
Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
vainly with gifts would his favour secure: 
richer by far is the heart's adoration, 
dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 
 
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
 

Like a candle flame 
Flickering small in our darkness 
Uncreated light 
Shines through infant eyes 
 

God is with us, alleluia  
God is with us, alleluia 
Come to save us, alleluia 
Come to save us 
Alleluia! 

 
Stars and angels sing 
Yet the earth sleeps in shadows 
Can this tiny spark 
Set a world on fire? 
 
Yet his light shall shine 
From our lives, Spirit blazing 
As we touch the flame 
Of his holy fire 
 



 

As with gladness men of old 
did the guiding star behold, 
as with joy they hailed its light, 
leading onward, beaming bright; 
so, most gracious Lord, may we 
evermore be led to thee. 
 
As with joyful steps they sped, 
Saviour, to thy lowly bed, 
there to bend the knee before 
thee whom heaven and earth adore; 
so may we with willing feet 
ever seek thy mercy-seat. 
 
As they offered gifts most rare 
at thy cradle rude and bare, 
so may we with holy joy, 
pure and free from sin's alloy, 
all our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to thee our heavenly King. 
 
Holy Jesus, every day 
keep us in the narrow way, 
and, when earthly things are past, 
bring our ransomed souls at last 
where they need no star to guide, 
where no clouds thy glory hide. 
 
In the heavenly country bright 
need they no created light; 
thou its light, its joy, its crown, 
thou its sun which goes not down; 
there for ever may we sing 
alleluias to our King. 

The first Nowell the angel did say 
was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay; 
in fields where they lay a-keeping their sheep 
on a cold winter's night that was so deep: 
 
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, 
born is the King of Israel. 
 
They lookèd 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. [Refrain] 
 
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. [Refrain] 
 
This star drew nigh to the north-west, 
o'er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
and there it did both stop and stay 
right over the place where Jesus lay. [Refrain] 
 
Then entered in those wise men three, 
full reverently upon their knee, 
and offered there in his presence 
their gold and myrrh and frankincense. [Refrain] 
 
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. [Refrain] 

Crown him with many crowns, 
the Lamb upon his throne; 
hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns 
all music but its own! 
Awake, my soul, and sing 
of him who died for thee, 
and hail him as thy matchless King 
through all eternity. 
 
Crown him the Virgin's Son, 
the God incarnate born, 
whose arm those crimson trophies won 
which now his brow adorn: 
Fruit of the mystic Rose, 
as of that Rose the Stem; 
the Root whence mercy ever flows, 
the Babe of Bethlehem. 
 
Crown him the Lord of love; 
behold his hands and side, 
those wounds yet visible above 
in beauty glorified: 
no angel in the sky 
can fully bear that sight, 
but downward bends his burning eye 
at mysteries so bright. 
 
Crown him the Lord of peace, 
whose power a sceptre sways 
from pole to pole, that wars may cease, 
and all be prayer and praise: 
his reign shall know no end, 
and round his piercèd feet 
fair flowers of paradise extend 
their fragrance ever sweet. 
 
Crown him the Lord of years, 
the Potentate of time, 
creator of the rolling spheres, 
ineffably sublime: 
all hail, Redeemer, hail! 
for thou hast died for me; 
thy praise shall never, never fail 
throughout eternity.  


