
PLEASE JOIN ME IN THE CALL TO WORSHIP  
 

Leader: My heart magnified the Lord, and my soul is glad because of God my Savior. 

All: For God has remembered me, and from now on, people will call me blessed. 

Leader: God has brought down kings from their thrones but has lifted up the lowly and 

filled them with good things. 

All: God has kept every promise made to our ancestors, and comes to our help 

when we are most in need. 

LET US CONTINUE TO WORSHIP GOD IN SONG. 

GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN #29 

CCLI # 1340880 

 

Go tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere; 

Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born! 

 

While shepherds kept their watching 

O’er silent flocks by night, 

Behold throughout the heavens 

There shone a holy light. 

 

Go tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere; 

Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born! 

 

The shepherds feared and trembled 

When lo! Above the earth, 

Rang out the angel chorus 

That hailed our Savior’s birth. 

 

Go tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere; 

Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born! 

 

Down in a lowly manger 

The humble Christ was born, 

And God sent us salvation 

That blessed Christmas morn. 



 

Go tell it on the mountain 

Over the hills and everywhere; 

Go, tell it on the mountain 

That Jesus Christ is born! 

 

ANGELS WE HAVE HEARD ON HIGH # 23 

CCLI # 1340880 

 

Angels we have heard on high 

Sweetly singing o'er the plains 

And the mountains in reply 

Echoing their joyous strains 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Shepherds, why this jubilee? 

Why your joyous strains prolong? 

What the gladsome tidings be 

Which inspire your heavenly song? 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Come to Bethlehem and see 

Him whose birth the angels sing, 

Come, adore on bended knee, 

Christ the Lord, the newborn King. 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

Gloria, in excelsis Deo 

WHAT CHILD IS THIS # 53 

CCLI # 1340880 

 
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. 



 
This, this is Christ the King, 

Whom shepherds guard and angels sing; 
Haste, haste to bring Him laud, 

The Babe, the Son of Mary! 
 

So bring Him incense, gold, and myrrh, 
Come, one and all, to own Him. 

The King of kings salvation brings; 
Let loving hearts enthrone Him. 

 
This, this is Christ the King, 

Whom shepherds guard and angels sing; 
Haste, haste to bring Him laud, 

The Babe, the Son of Mary! 
 

 


