
Ding dong merrily  
on high

Ding dong merrily on high,

In heav’n the bells are ringing:

Ding dong! verily the sky

Is riv’n with angel singing.

Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis!

E’en so here below, below,

Let steeple bells be swungen,

And “Io, io, io!”

By priest and people sungen.

Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis!

Pray you, dutifully prime

Your matin chime, ye ringers;

May you beautifully rime

Your evetime song, ye singers.

Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis!
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Pam Rhodes, MHA Patron says:

“With celebratory bell-ringing and a cheery 
chorus of ‘Gloria’s’, it’s near impossible to 
dislike this wonderfully festive carol to a 
melody that started life as a dance tune!”



Silent Night
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 the sight!
Glories stream from heaven afar;
Heavenly hosts sing Al-le-lu-ia!

Christ the Savior is born!
Christ the Savior is born!
Christ the Savior is born!

Silent night, holy night
Son…

Silent night, holy night
Son of God, oh, 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
Jesus, Lord at Thy birth

 
Pam Rhodes, MHA Patron says:

“Originally written in German, ‘Stille Nacht’ was composed in 1818 by  
Franz Xaver Gruber with lyrics by Joseph Mohr, and was translated to 
English in 1859. During the Christmas truce of 1914 during World War I,  
the carol was sung simultaneously by English and German troops”
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Hark the herald angels sing
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 the angelic host proclaim:
“Christ is born in Bethlehem”
Hark! The herald angels sing
“Glory to the newborn King!”

Christ by highest heav’n adored
Christ the everlasting Lord!

Late in time behold Him come
Offspring of a 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 newborn King!”

Hail the heav’n-born Prince of Peace!
Hail the Son of Righteousness!
Light and life to all He brings

Ris’n 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 newborn King!”
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Away in a manger

Away in a manger no crib for a bed

The little lord jesus laid down his sweet head

The stars in the bright sky looked down where he lay

The little lord jesus asleep on the hay.

The cattle are lowing the baby awakes

But little lord jesus no crying he makes.

I love you lord jesus; look down from the sky

And stay by my side until morning is nigh.

Be near me lord jesus i ask you to stay

Close by me for ever, and love me, i pray.

Bless all the dear children in your tender care,

And fit us for heaven, to live with you there.
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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, goodwill to 
men

From heavens 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 heavenly music floats

O’er all the weary world:

Above its sad and lowly plains

They bend on hovering wing,

And ever o’er its Babel sounds

The blessed angels sing.

O 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;

Oh rest beside the weary road

And hear the angels sing.

For lo! the days are hastening on,

By prophets seen of old,

When with the ever-circling years

Shall come the time foretold,

When the new heaven and earth 
shall own

The Prince of Peace, their King,

And the whole world send back the 
song

Which now the angels sing.
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