
  

Longfellow's carol 
 
 

Choir only - verse 1 
Audience - all other verses  

 
 
 
 
 

1. 

I heard the bells on Christmas Day, 
Their old familiar carols play, 

And mild and sweet the words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 

4. 

Then from each black accursed mouth 
The cannon thundered in the South, 

And with the sound the carols drowned 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

2. 

And thought how, as the day had come, 
The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along the unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 

5. 

It was as if an earthquake rent 
The hearth-stones of a continent, 

And made forlorn the households born 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

3.  

Till, ringing, singing on its way, 
The world revolved from night to day, 

A voice, a chime, a chant sublime 
Of peace on earth, good will to men. 

 

6. 

And in despair I bowed my head; 
'There is no peace on earth,' I said; 

'For hate is strong, and mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men.' 

       7. 

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep; 
'God is not dead; nor doth he sleep! 
The wrong shall fail, the right prevail, 
With peace on earth, good will to men.' 
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As with gladness men of old 
 
 

Audience - all verses 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1. 

As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold 

As with joy they hailed its light,  
Leading onward, beaming bright, 
So, most gracious God, may we 

Evermore be led to thee. 
 
 

3. 

As they offered gifts most rare 
At that manger rude and bare, 

So may we with holy joy, 
Pure, and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to thee our heavenly King. 

 

2. 

As with joyful steps they sped 
To that lowly manger-bed, 

There to bend the knee before 
Him whom heaven and earth adore, 

So may we with willing feet 
Ever seek thy mercy-seat. 

 
 

4. 

Holy Jesu, every day 
Keep us in the narrow way; 

And, when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide, 
Where no clouds thy glory hide. 

 

         5. 

In the heav'nly country bright 
Need they no created light; 

Thou its light, its joy, its crown, 
Thou its sun which goes not down; 

There for ever may we sing 
Alleluyas to our King. 
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