O CHRIST, REDEEMER OF OUR RACE

     (Unknown author Christe Re​demp​tor om​ni​um Ex Pa​tre Pa​tris un​i​ce; trans. [image: image1.png]


Hen​ry W. Bak​er in Hymns An​cient and Mo​dern, 1859, Adapted. Music: Brian V. Janssen)
1.  O Christ, Redeemer of our race,  
Thou Brightness of the Father’s face,
Of Him, and with Him ever One,
Ere times and seasons had begun.

2.  Thou art that very Light of Light,

Unfailing hope in sin’s dark night,
Hear Thou the prayers Thy people pray,
The wide world o’er, this blessèd day.

Refrain:  Glory to God in the highest!

3.  Remember, Lord of life and grace,
How once, to save a ruined race,
Thou didst our very flesh assume
In Mary’s undefilèd womb.

4.  Thou from the Father’s throne didst 
     come
To call His banished children home;
And Heav’n, and earth, and sea and shore
His love Who sent Thee here adore.

Refrain:  Glory to God in the highest!

5.  And gladsome too are we today,
Whose guilt Thy blood has washed away;
Redeemed the new made song we sing;
It is the birthday of our King.

6.  O Lord, the Virgin born, to Thee
Eternal praise and glory be,
Whom with the Father we adore
And Holy Ghost forevermore.

O JESUS CHRIST, THY MANGER IS MY PARADISE

     (Paul Ger​hardt, 1653 O Je​sus Christ, dein Kripp​lein ist. Music: Brian V. Janssen))

1.  O Jesus Christ, Thy manger is 
My paradise at which my soul reclineth.
For there, O Lord, doth lie the Word 
Made flesh for us; herein Thy grace 
     forthshineth.

2.  He Whom the sea and wind obey 
Doth come to serve the sinner in great 
     meekness.
Thou, God’s own Son, with us art one, 
Dost join us and our children in our
     weakness.

3.  Thy light and grace our guilt efface, 
Thy heavenly riches all our loss retrieving.
Immanuel, Thy birth doth quell 
The power of hell and Satan’s bold 
     deceiving.

4.  Thou Christian heart, whoe’er thou art, Be of good cheer and let no sorrow move 
     thee!
For God’s own Child, in mercy mild, 
Joins thee to Him—how greatly God must
     love thee!

5.  Remember thou what glory now 
The Lord prepared thee for all earthly 
     sadness.
The angel host can never boast 
Of greater glory, greater bliss or gladness.

6.  The world may hold her wealth and gold; But thou, my heart, keep Christ as thy true
     Treasure.
To Him hold fast until at last 
A crown be thine and honor in full measure.
ON A COLD WINTER’S NIGHT

     (Brian V. Janssen)

1.  Virgin rests in a stable dim,

Seed of God she carries within.

A long journey's past, now the labor's
     begun. 

“Peace, pretty Mother, your time has come.” 

“Peace, pretty Mother, the Time has come.”

2.  Firstborn lies by His mother warm

Sheltered from winter's cold and storm 

But He made the lips she uses to say, 

"Hush, little Baby, on the hay." 

"Hush, little Baby, on the hay."

3.  Shepherds wake in the darkness of night, 

Frightened by the glorious sight,

As angels sing to wondering ears,

"Glory to God, your Shepherd appears!" 

"Glory to God, the Shepherd appears!"

     Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God

     Eternal Father, Prince of Peace

4.  Now God’s Word shattered the darkness
     with light

When our Savior was born on a cold
     winter’s night

The Ancient of Days in a manger of hay

God’s Lamb to bear our transgressions away

So “Peace,” pretty Mother,

And “Hush,” Little Baby

And “Glory to God!  
Your Shepherd appears!”

Darkness is scattered in glorious light

Hope has been born, on a cold winter’s 

     night.

(Copyright 1992, Brian V. Janssen)
REJOICE, SHEPHERDS! LIFT UP YOUR EYES

     (Isaac Watts, Adapted. Music: Brian V. Janssen) 

1. 'Rejoice, shepherds! lift up your eyes
And cast your fears away;
Glad news descending from the skies:
Salvation's born today!
Jesus, the God whom angels fear,
Comes down to dwell with you;
And now he makes his entrance here,
But not as the lordly do.

2. 'Gold, nor purple swaddling bands,
Nor splendored jewel hoards;
A manger for his cradle stands,
And holds the Lord of lords.
Go, shepherds, where the Infant lies,
And see his humble throne;
Joyful tears flowing from your eyes,
Go, shepherds, adore the Son.'

3. The angel sang, and straight around
The heavenly armies throng;
They tune their harps to lofty sound
And thus conclude the song:
'Glory to God who reigns above,
And peace to men on earth;
Mortals shall know their Maker's love
At their Redeemer's birth.'

4. Lord, shall angels have their sweet songs
And men no tunes to raise?
O may we lose these useless tongues
When they forget to praise!
'Glory to God who reigns above,
Who pitied us forlorn!'
We join to sing our Maker's love,
For there's a Saviour born.
THOU WHO WAST RICH BEYOND ALL SPLENDOR

     (Frank Houghton, Brian V. Janssen, 

vs. 3. Music: Brian V. Janssen)
1.  Thou who wast rich beyond all
     splendour,
All for love's sake becamest poor;
Thrones for a manger didst surrender,
Sapphire-paved courts for stable floor.
Thou who wast rich beyond all splendour,
All for love's sake becamest poor.

2.  Thou who art God beyond all praising,
All for love's sake becamest man;
Stooping so low, but sinners raising
Heavenwards by thine eternal plan.
Thou who art God beyond all praising,
All for love's sake becamest man.

3.  Thou who art pure beyond all measure,

All for love’s sake wast made sin;

Thy Father’s smile, thy highest treasure,

Cast down our pardon to win.

Thou who are pure beyond all measure,

All for love’s sake wast made sin.

4.  Thou who art love beyond all telling,
Saviour and King, we worship thee.
Emmanuel, within us dwelling,
Make us what thou wouldst have us be.
Thou who art love beyond all telling,
Saviour and King, we worship thee.

Thou who wast rich beyond all splendour,
Thou who art God beyond all praising,
Thou who art love beyond all telling,
Saviour and King, we worship thee.
