
Hark! the herald angels sing 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 Hark! the herald angels sing, 
glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
join the triumph of the skies; 
with the angelic host proclaim:  
Christ is born in Bethlehem.  
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King!  

2 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 the incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with man to dwell, 
Jesus, our Emmanuel:  
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King!  

3 Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace!  
Hail the Son 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:  
Hark! The herald angels sing 
"Glory to the new-born King!" 

 



In the bleak mid-winter 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 In the bleak mid-winter 
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 mid-winter, 
Long ago. 

2 Our God, heaven cannot hold him 
Nor earth sustain;  
heaven and earth shall flee away 
When he comes to reign:  
In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable place sufficed  
The Lord God Almighty 
Jesus Christ. 

3 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. 

4 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. 

 
Christina Rossetti (1830-1894) 



O come, all ye faithful 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

1 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. 

2 God of God, Light of Light;  
lo, he abhors not the virgin’s womb;  
very God, 
begotten not created; 
Refrain 

3 Sing, choirs of angels, 
sing in exultation,  
sing, all ye citizens of heaven above!  
Glory to God 
in the highest: 
Refrain 

4 Yea, Lord, we greet thee, 
born this happy morning:  
Jesus, to thee be all glory given;  
word of the Father, 
now in flesh appearing; 
Refrain 

 

 
Translated from the Latin (18th century) 
by Frederick Oakely (1802-1880)


