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    Christmas 

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 

O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 

God of God, Light of Light 
Lo, He abhors not the Virgin's womb 
Very God 
Begotten, not created 

O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 

Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above! 
Glory to God 
All glory in the highest 

O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 



CHRISTMAS THANK-YOUS [Mick Gowar] 

Dear Auntie, Oh what a nice jumper. 
I’ve always adored powder blue, 
and fancy you thinking of orange and pink 
for the stripes. How clever of you! 

Dear Uncle, the soap is terrific. 
So useful and such a kind thought 
and how did you guess that I’d just used the last 
of the soap that last Christmas brought? 

Dear Gran, many thanks for the hankies. 
Now I really can’t wait for the flu. 
And the daisies embroidered in red round the ‘M’ 
for Michael. How thoughtful of you! 

Dear Cousin, what socks! And the same sort you wear 
—so you must be the last word in style, 
and I’m certain you’re right that the luminous green 
will make me stand out a mile. 

Dear Sister, I quite understand your concern— 
it’s a risk sending jam in the post. 
But I think I’ve pulled out all the big bits of glass, 
so it won’t taste too sharp spread on toast 

Dear Grandad– don’t fret, I’m delighted. 
So don’t think your gift will offend. 
I’m not at all hurt that you gave up this year 
—and just sent me a fiver to spend 

Mick Gowar 



White Christmas 
 
I'm dreaming of a white Christmas 
Just like the ones I used to know 
Where the treetops glisten and children listen 
To hear sleigh bells in the snow 

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas 
With every Christmas card I write 
May your days be merry and bright 
And may all your Christmases be white 

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas 
Just like the ones I used to know 
Where the treetops glisten and children listen 
To hear sleigh bells in the snow 

I'm dreaming of a white Christmas 
With every Christmas card I write 
May your days be merry and bright 
And may all your Christmases be white 

In the Bleak Midwinter 

In the Bleak Midwinter 
In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty wind made moan; 
Earth stood hard as iron, 
Water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, 
In the bleak mid-winter 
Long ago. 

R God, heaven cannot hold Him 
Nor earth sustain, 
Heaven and earth shall flee away 



When He comes to reign: 
In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty — 
Jesus Christ. 

Enough for Him, whom Cherubim 
Worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk 
And a mangerful of hay; 
Enough for Him, whom Angels 
Fall down before, 
The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 

Angels and Archangels 
May have gathered there, 
Cherubim and seraphim 
Thronged the air; 
But only His Mother 
In her maiden bliss 
Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 

Twas the Night before Christmas 

Clement Clarke Moore (1779 - 1863) wrote the poem Twas the night before 
Christmas also called “A Visit from St. Nicholas" in 1822. It is now the 
tradition in many American families to read the poem every Christmas Eve. 
The poem 'Twas the night before Christmas' has redefined our image of 
Christmas and Santa Claus. Prior to the creation of the story of 'Twas the night 
before Christmas' St. Nicholas, the patron saint of children, had never been 
associated with a sleigh or reindeers! 
Clement Moore, the author of the poem Twas the night before Christmas, was a 
reticent man and it is believed that a family friend, Miss H. Butler, sent a copy 
of the poem to the New York Sentinel who published the poem. The condition 
of publication was that the author of Twas the night before Christmas was to 
remain anonymous. The first publication date was 23rd December 1823 and it 
was an immediate success. It was not until 1844 that Clement Clarke Moore 
claimed ownership when the work was included in a book of his poetry. 



Twas the Night before Christmas 

Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. 
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 
In hopes that St Nicholas soon would be there. 
 
The children were nestled all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads. 
And mamma in her ‘kerchief, and I in my cap, 
Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap. 
 
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter. 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 
 
The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow 
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below. 
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer. 
 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St Nick. 
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came, 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name! 
 
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen! 
On, Comet! On, Cupid! on, Donner and Blitzen! 
To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall! 
Now dash away! Dash away! Dash away all!" 
 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky. 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 
With the sleigh full of Toys, and St Nicholas too. 
 
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof. 



As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St Nicholas came with a bound. 
 
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot, 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot. 
A bundle of Toys he had flung on his back, 
And he looked like a peddler, just opening his pack. 
 
His eyes-how they twinkled! his dimples how merry! 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 
And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow. 
 
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 
He had a broad face and a little round belly, 
That shook when he laughed, like a bowlful of jelly! 
 
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself! 
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head, 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 
 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
And filled all the stockings, then turned with a jerk. 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 
And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose! 
 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 
But I heard him exclaim, ‘ere he drove out of sight, 
"Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night!" 



Reindeer Report - UA Fanthorpe  

Chimneys: colder. 
Flightpaths: busier. 
Driver: Christmas (F) 
Still baffled by postcodes. 
Children: more  
And stay up later.  

Presents: heavier.  
Pay: frozen.  
Mission in spite  
Of all this  
Accomplished –  

MERRY CHRISTMAS! 

The Holly and the Ivy 
 
The holly and the ivy,  
When they are both full grown, 
Of all the trees that are in the wood,  
The holly bears the crown. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 

The holly bears a blossom, 
As white as the lily flower, 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,  
To be our sweet Saviour. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 



The holly bears a berry, 
As red as any blood, 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
For to do us sinners good. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 

The holly bears a prickle, 
As sharp as any thorn, 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
On Christmas Day in the morn. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 

The holly bears a bark, 
As bitter as any gall, 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
For to redeem us all. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 

The holly and the ivy,  
When they are both full grown, 
Of all the trees that are in the wood,  
The holly bears the crown. 
The rising of the sun 
And the running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 



WE WISH YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS  

We wish you a Merry Christmas 
We wish you a Merry Christmas 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 
Good tidings we bring to you and your kin 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 

Oh, bring us some figgy pudding 
Oh, bring us some figgy pudding 
Oh, bring us some figgy pudding 
And bring it right here 
Good tidings we bring to you and your kin 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 

We won't go until we get some 
We won't go until we get some 
We won't go until we get some 
So bring it right here 
Good tidings we bring to you and your kin 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 

We wish you a Merry Christmas 
We wish you a Merry Christmas 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 
Good tidings we bring to you and your kin 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 

We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 
We wish you a Merry Christmas and a happy New Year 


