
THE FIRST NOEL  
 
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 
 
Noel, Noel, Noel, Noel 
Born 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 
 
And by the light of that same star 
Three wise men came from country far 
To seek for a king was their intent 
And to follow the star wherever is went 
 
They entered in these wise men three 
Fell reverently upon their knee 
And offered there in his presence 
Both gold, myrrh and frankincense 
 
 
 
WHAT CHILD IS THIS  
 
What child is this, who laid to rest? 
On Mary’s lap is sleeping 
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet 
While shepherds watch are keeping 
 
This, this is Christ the King 
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing 
Haste, haste to bring Him laud 
The babe the son of Mary 
 
Why lies he in such mean estate 
Where ox and ass are feeding 
Good Christian fear for sinners here 
The silent word is pleading 
 
 
GAUDETE 
 
Gaudete, gaudete Christus et natus 
Ex Maria virgine gaudete. 2 X 
 
Gentle Mary laid her child lowly in a manger 
There he lay the undefiled to the world a stranger 

 
Such a babe in such a place, can he be the savior 
Asked the saved of all the race who have found his favor 
 
Angels sang about his birth wise men sought and found him 
Heaven’s star shone brightly forth glory all around him 
 
Shepherds say the wondrous sight heard the angels singing 
All the plains were lit that night all the hills were ringing 
 
 
 
GOD REST YOU MERRY GENTLEMEN  
 
God rest you merry gentlemen 
Let nothing you dismay 
Remember Christ our Savior 
Was born on Christmas day 
To save us all from Satan’s power 
When we were gone astray 
 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Fear not then said the angel 
Let nothing you affright  
This day is born savior 
Of virtue power and might 
So frequently to vanquish all 
The friends of Satan quite 
 
The shepherds at those tidings 
Rejoiced much in mind 
And left their flocks a-feeding 
In tempest storm and wind 
And went to Bethlehem straight-way 
This blessed Babe to find 
 
 
GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN 
 
Go tell it on the mountain over the hills and everywhere 
Go tell it on the  
 
 
 


	Oh tidings of comfort and joy

