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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 by Thee.

As with joyful steps they sped,
Saviour, to Thy lowly bed,

There to bend the knee before

Thee whom earth and heaven adore,
So may we with willing feet

Ever seek Thy mercy-seat.

As they offered gifts most rare

At Thy cradle 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.

Holy Jesus, 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.

In the heavenly 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
Hallelujahs to our King.

We three Kings of Orient are;

Bearing gifts we traverse afar;

Field and fountain, moor and mountain,
Following yonder star.

O star of wonder, star of night,
Star with royal beauty bright,
Westward leading, still proceeding,
Guide us to thy perfect light.

Born a King on Bethlehem plain,
Gold I bring, to crown him again,
King for ever, ceasing never,
Over us all to reign.

Frankincense to offer have |,
Incense owns a Deity nigh,

Prayer and praising, gladly raising,
Worship him, God most high.

Myrrh is mine, its bitter perfume
Breathes a life of gathering gloom;
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying,
Sealed in the stone-cold tomb.

Glorious now behold him arise,
King and God and sacrifice;
Alleluia, alleluia,

Earth to heav’n replies.

Light of the world,

You stepped down into darkness,
Opened my eyes, let me see

Beauty that made this heart adore You,
Hope of a life spent with You.

So here I am to worship,

Here I am to bow down,

Here I am to say that You're my God;
And You're altogether lovely,
Altogether worthy,

Altogether wonderful to me.

King of all days,

Oh so highly exalted,

Glorious in heaven above;
Humbly You came

To the earth You created,

All for love’s sake became poor.

And I'll never know how much it cost
To see my sin upon that cross.
(Repeat)
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