
Christmas Morning Service

What’s your favourite present?
Have some candy!

Rev Nathan Owens



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.



God of God, 
Light of Light,

lo! He abhors not the Virgin’s womb;
very God,

begotten, not created;



O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, 

Christ the Lord.



Sing, choirs of angels,
sing in exultation,

sing all ye citizens of heaven above,
‘Glory to God
in the highest’:



O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, 

Christ the Lord.





O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, 

Christ the Lord.

John Wade c. 1711-86 Tr. Frederick Oakley 1802-80
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Prayer



Away in a manger, no crib for a bed,
the little Lord Jesus 

lay down His sweet head.
The stars in the bright sky 
look 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.

Anonymous 
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15 He is the image of the 
invisible God, the firstborn of 
all creation. 16 For by him all 
things were created, in 
heaven and on earth, visible 
and invisible, whether 
thrones or dominions or 
rulers or authorities—all 
things were created through 
him and for him.



17 And he is before all 
things, and in him all 
things hold together. 
18 And he is the head of the 
body, the church. He is the 
beginning, the firstborn 
from the dead, that in 
everything he might be 
pre-eminent.



19 For in him all the fullness 
of God was pleased to 
dwell, 20 and through him 
to reconcile to himself all 
things, whether on earth or 
in heaven, making peace 
by the blood of his cross.



Joy has dawned upon the world,
promised from creation:

God’s salvation now unfurled,
hope for ev’ry nation.

Not with fanfares from above,
not with scenes of glory,
but a humble gift of love:

Jesus born of Mary.



Sounds of wonder fill the sky
with the songs of angels,

as the mighty Prince of Life
shelters in a stable.

Hands that set each star in place,
shaped the earth in darkness,

cling now to a mother’s breast,
vulnerable and helpless.



Shepherds bow before the Lamb,
gazing at the glory;

gifts of men from distant lands
prophesy the story.

Gold, a King is born today,
incense, God is with us,

myrrh, His death will make a way,
and by His blood He’ll win us.



Son of Adam, Son of heaven,
given as a ransom,

reconciling God and man,
Christ our mighty Champion!

What a Saviour, what a Friend,
what a glorious mystery:

once a babe in Bethlehem,
now the Lord of history.
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Joy to the world, the Lord has come!
Let earth receive her King;

let every heart prepare Him room
and heaven and nature sing, 
and heaven and nature sing,

and heaven, and heaven and nature sing!



Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns!
Your sweetest songs employ

while fields and streams 
and hills and plains

repeat the sounding joy,
repeat the sounding joy,

repeat, repeat the sounding joy.



No more let sins and sorrows grow
nor thorns infest the ground:

He comes to make His blessings flow
where Eden’s curse is found,
where Eden’s curse is found,

wherever Eden’s curse is found.



He rules the world with truth and grace,
and makes the nations prove

the glories of His righteousness,
the wonders of His love,
the wonders of His love,

the wonders, the wonders of His love.

Isaac Watts, 1674-1748
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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.’



Christ, by highest heaven 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 Immanuel!

Hark! the herald angels sing,
‘Glory to the new-born King.’



Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace!
Hail, the Sun 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.’ 

Charles Wesley, 1707-88
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The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,
the love of God

and the fellowship of the Holy Spirit,
be with us all.

Amen.


