
What Child Is This? 
UMH 219 

 

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 Christians, fear, for sinners here  

the silent Word is pleading. 

This, this is Christ the King,  

whom shepherds guard and angels sing;  

haste, haste to bring him laud,  

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. 

This, this is Christ the King,  

whom shepherds guard and angels sing;  

haste, haste to bring him laud,  

the babe, the son of Mary. 

 
 

 

 

Hark, the Herald Angels Sing 
UMH 240 

 

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 heaven adored;  

Christ, the everlasting Lord; 

late in time behold him come, 

offspring of a virgin’s womb. 

Veiled in flesh the God-head 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!” 



Angels We Have Heard on High 
UMH 238 

 

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! 

 

 

 

Advent Song, vs. 3 
TFWS 2090 

 
Light the Advent candle three:  

Think of heavenly harmony; 

angels singing “Peace on earth” 

at the blessed Savior’s birth. 

Candle, candle, burning bright, 

shining in the cold winter night; 

candle, candle, burning bright,  

fill our hearts with Christmas light. 

 

 


