CHORUS
We twa hae run about the braes,
and pou’d the gowans fine;
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But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit,
sin' auld lang syne.

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
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and never brought to mind?

We twa hae paidl’d in the burn,

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

frae morning sun till dine;

and days of auld lang syne?

But seas between us braid hae roar’d
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sin' auld lang syne.

For auld lang syne, my dear,
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for auld lang syne,

And there’s a hand, my trusty fiere!

we’ll tak' a cup o’ kindness yet,

and gie's a hand o’ thine!

for auld lang syne.

And we’ll tak' a right gude-willie waught,
for auld lang syne.

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stoup!
and surely I’ll be mine!
And we’ll tak' a cup o’ kindness yet,
for auld lang syne.
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Silent night, Holy night
Son of God, love's pure light
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Silent night, Holy night
All is calm, all is bright
Round yon virgin, mother and child
Holy infant, tender and mild
Sleep in heavenly peace,
Sleep in heavenly peace.

Slow waltz. 3
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Radiant beams from thy holy face
With the dawn of redeeming grace,
Jesus, Lord at thy birth
Jesus, Lord at thy birth.

Silent night, Holy night
Shepherds quake, at the sight
Glories stream from heaven above
Heavenly, hosts sing Hallelujah.
Christ the Savior is born,
Christ the Savior is born.

A day or two ago
I thought I'd take a ride
And soon, Miss Fanny Bright
Was seated by my side,
The horse was lean and lank
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Misfortune seemed his lot
He got into a drifted bank
And then we got upsot.

Dashing through the snow
In a one-horse open sleigh

A day or two ago,

Over the fields we go

The story I must tell

Laughing all the way

I went out on the snow,

Bells on bobtail ring'

And on my back I fell;

Making spirits bright

A gent was riding by

What fun it is to laugh and sing

In a one-horse open sleigh,

A sleighing song tonight!

He laughed as there I sprawling lie,
But quickly drove away.

Jingle bells, jingle bells,
Jingle all the way.

Now the ground is white

Oh! what fun it is to ride

Go it while you're young,

In a one-horse open sleigh.

Take the girls tonight

Jingle bells, jingle bells,

and sing this sleighing song;

Jingle all the way;

Just get a bobtailed bay

Oh! what fun it is to ride

Two forty as his speed

In a one-horse open sleigh.

Hitch him to an open sleigh
And crack! You'll take the lead.

Bless all the dear children in Thy tender care
And take us to Heaven to live with Thee there.
Sweet bells they ring they ring out the news
That Christ was born, was born on Christmas Day,
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Away in a manger, no crib for a bed,
The little Lord Jesus lay 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 Thee, Lord Jesus, look down from the sky.
And stay by my side till morning is nigh.

Sweet bells they ring, they ring out the news today,
That Christ was born, was born on Christmas day,
Be near me, Lord Jesus, I ask Thee to stay
Close by me for ever and love me, I pray.

That Christ was born, was born on Christmas day.

Christ by highest heav'n adored
Christ the everlasting Lord!
Late in time behold Him come
Offspring of a Virgin's womb
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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

Hark! The herald angels sing

"Glory to the newborn King!

"Glory to the newborn King!"

Peace on earth and mercy mild
God and sinners reconciled"

Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace!

Joyful, all ye nations rise

Hail the Son of Righteousness!

Join the triumph of the skies

Light and life to all He brings

With the angelic host proclaim:

Ris'n with healing in His wings

"Christ is born in Bethlehem"

Mild He lays His glory by

Hark! The herald angels sing

Born that man no more may die

"Glory to the newborn King!"

Born to raise the sons of earth
Born to give them second birth
Hark! The herald angels sing
"Glory to the newborn King!"

Pray you, dutifully prime
Your matin chime, ye ringers;
May you beautifully rime
Your evetime song, ye singers.
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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!
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Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis!

O Sing, choirs of angels,
Sing in exultation,
Sing all that hear in heaven God's holy word.
Give to our Father glory in the Highest;
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O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
Christ the Lord.

O Come All Ye Faithful
Joyful and triumphant,

All Hail! Lord, we greet Thee,

O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem.

Born this happy morning,

Come and behold Him,

O Jesus! for evermore be Thy name adored.

Born the King of Angels;

Word of the Father, now in flesh appearing;

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

Christ the Lord.

Christ the Lord.
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Good King Wenceslas looked out
On the feast of Stephen,
When the snow lay round about,
Deep and crisp and even.
Brightly shown the moon that night,
Though the frost was cruel,
When a poor man came in sight,
Gathering winter fuel.
Hither, page, and stand by me.
If thou know it telling:
Yonder peasant, who is he?
Where and what his dwelling?
Sire, he lives a good league hence,
Underneath the mountain,
Right against the forest fence
By Saint Agnes fountain.

Bring me flesh, and bring me wine.
Bring me pine logs hither.
Thou and I will see him dine
When we bear the thither.
Page and monarch, forth they went,
Forth they went together
Through the rude wind's wild lament
And the bitter weather.
Sire, the night is darker now,
And the wind blows stronger.
Fails my heart, I know not how.
I can go no longer.
Ark my footsteps my good page,
Tread thou in them boldly:
Thou shalt find the winter's rage
Freeze thy blood less coldly.

In his master's step he trod,
Where the snow lay dented.
Heat was in the very sod
Which the saint had printed.
Therefore, Christian men, be sure,
Wealth or rank possessing,
Ye who now will bless the poor
Shall yourselves find blessing

