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It At wpnn the midnlght clear, that glorinus song nf ald,

fram angels banding neat tha aatth, ta much thalr harps of gnid:
"Poace on the zarth, goodwill = men frem egven's all gracious King!®
Thewerld T salemn sdliness oy t hear the angels sing.

SUIl Laraugn e cloven saes Ly core wiLh aeacern wings unl urisd;
and 4| therr hamyenly musi flnats a'sr all tha woary ward: ahoys 1=
warl mnd [rwly olalns they hand on hewsrng wing, and susr o'er s Babel
saunds tha blassed angels sing.

@ ye beneath Fo's crushing load, whese forms arne bending faw,
who Lot aleag Lhe ol mbing way wilh painlul sLeps and slow;
Lok ruow, fer plad and geiden hours coene swiiLy of Lhe wini;
Oh resl beside Lnewesry road and hesr Lne angels sihi,

For |0t the days am hasten’ng on, by arophets seon of o,
wien with the overcircling yeats shallcome the tre fuoxid,

when Lhe e eaven and earLn shall own Lae Prince ol Peace, IMeTr Kk,
and tha whn'a warld sand hark tha sang which nmy the angals sing.

CAROLS BEFORE MASS
It came upon the midnight clear (sook no 314)
It came upon the midnight clear, that glorious song of old,
from angels bending near the earth, to touch their harps of gold:
"Peace on the earth, goodwill to men from heaven’s all gracious King!"
The world in solemn stillness lay to hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come with peaceful wings unfurled;
and still their heavenly music floats o'er all the weary world: above its
sad and lowly plains they bend on hovering wing, and ever o'er its Babel
sounds the blessed angels sing.

O ye beneath life's crushing load, whose forms are bending low,
who toil along the climbing way with painful steps and slow;
Look now, for glad and golden hours come swiftly on the wing;
Oh rest beside the weary road and hear the angels sing.

For lo! the days are hastening on, by prophets seen of old,

when with the ever-circling years shall come the time foretold,

when the new heaven and earth shall own the Prince of Peace, their King,
and the whole world send back the song which now the angels sing.



