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 New St. Peter's Christmas Sing-Along 

December 3, 2020 
 

"O Come All Ye Faithful" 
Oh, come, all ye faithful, 
Joyful and triumphant! 
Oh, come ye, oh come ye to 
Bethlehem. 
Come and behold him,  
Born the King of angels; 
 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him, 
Christ, the Lord. 
 
True God of true God 
Light from Light eternal 
Lo he abhors not the virgin's womb 
Son of the Father, begotten not created 
 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him, 
Christ, the Lord. 
 
Sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation; 
Sing, all ye citizens of heav’n above! 
Glory to God, Glory in the highest; 
 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him; 
Oh, come, let us adore him, 
Christ, the Lord. 
 
Yea, Lord, we greet thee, 
Born this happy morning; 
Jesus, to thee be all glory giv’n. 
Word of the Father, Now in flesh 
appearing; 
 

"Angels We Have Heard on High" 
Angels we have heard on high 
Sweetly singing o'er the plains 
And the mountains in reply 
Echo back their joyous strains 
 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
 
Shepherds why this jubilee?  
Why your joyous strains prolong? 
Say what may the tidings be 
Which inspire your heavn'ly song? 
 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
 
Come to Bethlehem and see 
Him whose birth the angels sing 
Come, adore on bended knee 
Christ the Lord the newborn King 
 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
Gloria, in excelsis Deo 
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"Joy to the World" 
Joy to the world! The Lord is come 
Let earth receive her King 
Let every heart prepare him room 
And heav'n and nature sing 
And heav'n and nature sing 
And heav'n, and heav'n 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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
"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 may 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 
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"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, good will to men 
From heav'n's all gracious King 
The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear the angels sing 
 
Still through the cloven skies they come 
With peaceful wings unfurled 
And still their heav'nly music floats 
O'er all the weary world 
 
Above its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on hov'ring wing 
And ever o'er its Babel sounds 
The blessed angels sing 
 
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 hast'ning 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 
 
 
 

"God Rest You Merry Gentlemen" 
God rest you merry, gentlemen 
Let nothing you dismay 
Remember Christ our Savior 
Was born on Christmas day 
 
To save us all from Satan's pow'r 
When we were gone astray 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
From God our heav'nly 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 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
"Fear not, then" said the angel 
Let nothing you affright 
This day is born a Savior 
Of a pure virgin bright 
 
To free all those who trust in him 
From Satan's pow'r and might 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
 
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 Son of God to find 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
O tidings of comfort and joy 
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"Little Drummer Boy" 
Come, they told me 
pa-rum pum pum pum 
Our newborn King to see, pa-rum... 
Our finest gifts we bring, pa-rum… 
To lay before the King, pa-rum… 
So to honor Him, pa-rum pum pum pum 
When we come 
  
Little Baby, 
pa-rum pum pum pum 
I am a poor boy too, pa-rum... 
I have no gift to bring, pa-rum... 
That's fit to give our King, pa-rum... 
Shall I play for you, pa-rum... 
On my drum? 
 
Mary nodded pa-rum pum pum pum 
The Ox and Lamb kept time, pa-rum... 
I played my drum for Him, pa-rum... 
I played my best for Him, pa-rum... 
Then He smiled at me, pa-rum... 
Me and my drum 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
"Blue Christmas" 
I'll have a blue Christmas without you 
I'll be so blue thinking about you 
Decorations of red,  
on a green Christmas tree 
Won't be the same dear,  
If you're not here with me 
 
And when those blue snowflakes 
start falling 
That's when those blue memories 
start calling 
You'll be doing all right 
With your Christmas of white 
But I'll have a blue, blue, blue, blue 
Blue Christmas 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.definitions.net/definition/newborn
https://www.definitions.net/definition/finest
https://www.definitions.net/definition/bring
https://www.definitions.net/definition/before
https://www.definitions.net/definition/honor
https://www.definitions.net/definition/bring
https://www.definitions.net/definition/nodded
https://www.definitions.net/definition/played
https://www.definitions.net/definition/played
https://www.definitions.net/definition/smiled
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"Let it Snow" 
Oh the weather outside is frightful 
But the fire is so delightful 
And since we've no place to go 
Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow 
 
It doesn't show signs of stopping 
And I brought some corn for popping 
The lights are turned way down low 
Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow 
 
When we finally kiss good night 
How I'll hate going out in the storm 
But if you really hold me tight 
All the way home I'll be warm 
 
The fire is slowly dying 
And, my dear, we're still goodbye-ing 
But as long as you love me so 
Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
"Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas" 
Have yourself a merry little Christmas 
Let your heart be light 
Next year our troubles will be out of sight 
 
Have yourself a merry little Christmas 
Make the Yuletide gay 
Next year all our troubles will be miles away 
 
Once again as in olden days 
Happy golden days of yore 
Faithful friends who are dear to us 
Will be near to us once more 
 
Someday soon we will all be together 
If the Lord allows 
Until then, 
We'll have to muddle through somehow 
So have yourself a merry little Christmas 
 


