
WE THREE KINGS OF ORIENT ARE 
(Wise men & women, stars, camels enter.) 
 

We three kings of Orient are, Bearing gifts we traverse a far, 
Field and fountain, moor and mountain, Following yonder star. 
O star of wonder, star of night, Star with royal beauty bright; 
West-ward leading, still proceeding, Guide us to thy perfect light! 
 

GOD’S FAMILY CELEBRATES THE CHRISTMAS STORY .... Luke 2:1-20 
 

Sharing the Gospel of the Light 
 

Silent night, holy night!  All is calm, all is bright, 
Round yon virgin mother and child! 
Holy Infant, so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace,  Sleep in heavenly peace. 
 

Silent night, holy night!  Shepherds quake at the sight, 
Glories stream from heaven a far, 
Heavenly hosts sing: “Al-le-lu-ia; 
Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior is born.” 
 

Silent night, holy night!  Son of God, love’s pure light 
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!  Wondrous star, lend thy light; 
With the angels let us sing, 
Al-le-lu-ia to our King, 
Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior is born. 

 

THE BLESSING 

THE POSTLUDE 

 

Christmas Eve Open House Zoom at 5:30 p.m. 
Zoom Link: https://tinyurl.com/covopenhouse 
Passcode: 864752 
Meeting ID: 893 6227 2105 
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Welcome to Covenant Church 
...a spiritual home where God’s love has the run of the house… 
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Assemble with Praise 
 

WELCOME 

THE LIGHTING OF THE ADVENT WREATH 

A CHRISTMAS HYMN OF STELLAR JOY .................. O Come, All Ye Faithful 
 

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! 
 
Refrain: 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
Christ, the Lord! 
 
Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, 
Born this happy morning, 
Jesus, to Thee be all glory given; 
Word of the Father, 
Now in flesh appearing! [Refrain] 
 
Sing, choirs of angels, 
Sing in exultation! 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above! 
Glory to God, all 
Glory in the highest! [Refrain] 

 
 
 

The Story of the Bethlehem Child 
 

THE FIRST NOWELL 
(Shepherds, sheep, goats enter.) 
 

The first Nowell the angel did say, 
Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay; 
In fields where they lay a-keeping their sheep, 
On a cold winter’s night that was so deep. 
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Born is the King of Israel. 
They look-ed 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. 
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Born is the King of Israel. 
 

HARK! THE HERALD ANGELS SING 
(Mary, Joseph, Jesus, angels enter.) 
 

Hark! The herald angels sing, “Glory to the newborn 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 newborn 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 we no more may die, 
Born to raise us from the earth, Born to give us second birth. 
Hark!  The herald angels sing, “Glory to the newborn King!” 

 

AWAY IN A MANGER 
(Cows, donkeys, all other farm critters enter.) 
 

Away in a manger, no crib for his bed, 
The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head. 
The stars in the sky looked down where he lay, 
The Little Lord Jesus, asleep on the hay. 
 

The cattle are lowing; the poor baby wakes, 
But little Lord Jesus, no crying he makes. 
I love thee, Lord Jesus; look down from the sky, 
And stay by my side until morning is nigh. 


