O Litle “Town 0‘? Beth ’éhevn‘

O liitle town o}{%ethlehem,
How still we sce thee lie;
Al%ve thy deep and age\éﬂl]ess sleep
The s?ent s@fs go by.
Yet in the S:;;Q streets shineth
The ever]ag%ng light;
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The hopes and fears of all the years

Are n";)et in thee toxtl):gﬁt

For Christ is born of i/l'\e;\ry;

And a[%ered zﬁlqaboge,

While mortals sl ep the ang;ls keep
Their w;tch of wbnd’ring ]Rre.

(')O' morning s%arfé"together

Proclaim the l%ily birth;

And prgses sing to God the King,
And pogce to meAn on earth

E
How si(])ent, 0 hoy}i Siiel\;t\f)\’
The wondrous gift is ng’nI
. So God imparts t%hunvi%l hearts
Tél)e blé?sin'gs of His heav’n.
No ear may 1%5‘? His coming,
But in this wgﬁd of sin,
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Where meek souls will receive Him still,
The dear Christ enters i,
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O holy child of Bethlghem
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Descend to us, we pray;

O . ~,
Cast ot t our Rm SSd efiter in,
Bg borm'in us today.

e hear the %tmas angels
The great glad tidings tell; _
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O come to us, abtde with us, Our Lord, Emmanuel




