
O Come, O Come Emmanuel 
 

O come, O come, Emmanuel, and ransom captive Israel that mourns in lonely exile here, until the 
Son of God appears. 
 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.   
 
O come, O come, thou Lord of might, who to thy tribes, on Sinai’s height, in ancient times didst give 
the law in cloud and majesty and awe.   
 
O come, thou Rod of Jesse, free thine own from Satan’s tyranny; from depths of hell thy people save, 
and give them vict’ry o’er the grave.   
 
O come, thou Dayspring from on high, and cheer us by thy drawing nigh; disperse the gloomy clouds 
of night, and death’s dark shadows put to flight.   
 
O come, Thou Key of David, come, and open wide our heav’nly home. Make safe the way that leads 
on high, and close the path to misery.  
 

Infant Holy, Infant Lowly 
 

Infant holy, Infant lowly, for His bed a cattle stall; oxen lowing, little knowing Christ the Babe is 
Lord of all.  Swift are winging angels singing, noels ringing, tidings bringing:  Christ the Babe is Lord 
of all, Christ the Babe is Lord of all.   
 
Flocks were sleeping, shepherds keeping vigil till the morning new. Saw the glory, heard the story, 
tidings of a gospel true.  Thus rejoicing, free from sorrow, praises voicing, greet the morrow: Christ 
the Babe was born for you, Christ the Babe was born for you. 
 

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 one, 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. 
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Joseph: Jack Wilson, Jr. - Mary: Emily Wilson  

Wisemen: Max Johnson, Cruze Richardson, Michael Taylor III 
 
Joy to the World (Verses 1 & 4) 

 

Please join us for Verse 4: 
 

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. 

 
O Come, O Come Emmanuel               Traditional 
    
Luke 2:1-7:  Rev. Caleb Cangelosi 
 

Luke 2:8  Libby Grenfell   Luke 2:12  Mary Love Ulrich  

Luke 2:9  Jillian Perritt   Luke 2:13  Esther Primos  

Luke 2:10  Kathryn Adcock   Luke 2:14  All   

Luke 2:11  Emily Wilson   Luke 2:15-20  Rev. Caleb Cangelosi 

 
Knock, Knock, Knock                      Grime 
 
Away in a Manger                 Traditional 
   
Matthew 2:1-8a  Rev. Caleb Cangelosi  

 
Matthew 2:8b  Caleb White    Matthew 2:11a  Cruze Richardson 

Matthew 2:9   Michael Taylor III  Matthew 2:11b  Max Johnson 

Matthew 2:10  Charlie Schmitz  Matthew 2:12    Jack Wilson, Jr. 

 
Arise, Shine, Jesus Has Come                                        Bailey and Mayo 
 
Go Tell It on the Mountain                                               Traditional Spiritual 
 

Max Johnson, Cruze Richardson, Charlie Schmitz, Michael Taylor III, Jack Wilson, Jr., Caleb White 
Kathryn Adcock, Libby Grenfell, Jillian Perritt, Esther Primos, Mary Love Ulrich, Emily Wilson 

 
Recessional Hymn 
 
 



 
 


