
Cradled all lowly,

Bfchold the Saviour child,

A Bring holy,

In d (Veiling rude and wild !

No longer sorrow
As without hope, oh Earth !

A brighter morrow
Dawn d with that infant's l)irth !

Babe, \/eak and wailing,

In lowly villj^e stall,

Thy glory veiling,

Thou cam'st to die for all I

Ne'er yet was regal state

Of monarch proud and great.

Who grasp'd a nation's fate.

So glorious as the manger bed
of Bethlehem.

Our sins were great and sore,

But these the Saviour bore,

And God was wroth no more,
His own Son was the child

that lay in Bethlehem !

The sacrifice is done,
The world's atonement won.
Till time its course hath run,

O Jesu Saviour ! Morning Star
of Bethlehem !
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" Behold ! I bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to

all people, for unto you is bom this day in the City of Davi i, a Saviour,

which is Christ the Lord."—Luke ii., lo, ii.
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HARK ! the herald angels sing,

"Glory to the new-bom King ;

,

G'ory in the highest heaven,
Feace on earth and man forgiven."

J ojrful, allye nations, rise,

Tom the triumph xH the skies

;

With the angelic host pioclaim,
'• Christ is born in Bethlehem !"

Hark ! the herald angels sing,
Glory to the new-bora King.
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