When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of Glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.
Forbid it. Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God:
All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to His blood.
Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.
When I Survey The Wondrous Cross.
by Isaac Watts and Gregorian Chant.
0 Little Town of Bethlehem
by Phillips Brooks and Lewis H. Redner
0 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.
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 meed souls will receive Him,
Still dear Christ enters in.
0 Holy Child of Bethlehem,
Descend to us, we pray;
Cast out our sin, and enter in,
Be bom in us today.
We hear me Christmas angels
The great glad tidings tell;
0 come to us, abide with us,
Our Lord Immanuel!
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.
(Chorus)
Noel, noel, noel, noel,
Bom 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.
Chorus:
Then let us all with one accord
Sing praises to our heav'nly Lord, .
That hath made heav'n and earth of
naught,
And with His blood mankind hath
bought.
Chorus:

Silent Night
by Joseph Mohr
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 me sight;
Glories stream from heaven afar,
Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia,
Christ, the Saviour, is bom!
Christ, the Saviour, is bom!
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.
The First Noel
by the English Carol
Joy to the World
by Isaac watts and George F. Handel
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 heav'n and nature sing,
And heav'n, And heav'n,
And nature sing.
Joy to the world! The Saviour reigns;
Let men their songs employ;
While fields and floods, rocks, hill and
plains
Repeat the sounding joy,
Repeat the sounding joy,
Repeat, Repeat the sounding joy.
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.
