
The Holly And The Ivy 
 
The holly and the ivy,  
When they are both full grown,  
Of all trees that are in the wood,  
The holly bears the crown:  
 
O, 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 lily flow'r,  
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,  
To be our dear Saviour 
 
The holly bears a berry,  
As red as any blood,  
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,  
To do poor sinners good  
 
The holly bears a prickle,  
As sharp as any thorn,  
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,  
On Christmas Day in the morn 
 
The holly bears a bark,  
As bitter as the gall,  
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ,  
For to redeem us all 
 
The holly and the ivy,  
When they are both full grown,  
Of all trees that are in the wood,  
The holly bears the crown 
 
 
 

Walking In A Winter Wonderland 

Sleigh bells ring, are you listening,  
In the lane, snow is glistening  
A beautiful sight,  
We're happy tonight.  
Walking in a winter wonderland.  

Gone away is the bluebird,  
Here to stay is a new bird  
He sings a love song,  
As we go along,  
Walking in a winter wonderland.  

In the meadow we can build a snowman,  
Then pretend that he is Parson Brown  

He'll say: Are you married?  
We'll say: No man,  
But you can do the job  
When you're in town.  

Later on, we'll conspire,  
As we dream by the fire  
To face unafraid,  
The plans that we've made,  
Walking in a winter wonderland.  

In the meadow we can build a snowman,  
And pretend that he's a circus clown  
We'll have lots of fun with mister snowman,  
Until the alligators knock him down.  

When it snows, ain't it thrilling,  
Though your nose gets a chilling  
We'll frolic and play, the Eskimo way,  
Walking in a winter wonderland.  

Walking in a winter wonderland,  
Walking in a winter wonderland.  

Deck The Halls With Boughs Of Holly 

Deck the halls with boughs of holly,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  
Tis the season to be jolly,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  

Don we now our gay apparel,  
Fa la la, la la la, la la la.  
Troll the ancient Yule tide carol,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  

See the blazing Yule before us,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  
Strike the harp and join the chorus.  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  

Follow me in merry measure,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  
While I tell of Yule tide treasure,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.   

Fast away the old year passes,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  
Hail the new, ye lads and lasses,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.   

Sing we joyous, all together,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  
Heedless of the wind and weather,  
Fa la la la la, la la la la.  

 
 
 
 
 
 



Hark The Herald Angels Sing 
 
Hark! the herald angels sing, 
"Glory to the newborn King! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies; 
With th' angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 
Hark! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the newborn King! 
 
Christ, by highest heav'n adored: 
Christ, the everlasting Lord; 
Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of the favored one. 
Veil'd in flesh, the Godhead see; 
Hail, th'incarnate Deity: 
Pleased, as man, with men to dwell, 
Jesus, our Emmanuel! 
Hark! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the newborn King! 
 
Hail! the heav'n-born Prince of peace! 
Hail! the Son of Righteousness! 
Light and life to all he brings, 
Risen with healing in his wings 
Mild he lays his glory by, 
Born that man no more may die: 
Born to raise the sone of earth, 
Born to give them second birth. 
Hark! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the newborn King! 
 
 
 
 
 

Ding Dong Merrily On High 

Ding dong! merrily on high,  
In heav'n the bells are ringing:  
Ding dong! verily the sky  
Is riv'n with angel singing.  
Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis!  

E'en so here below, below,  
Let steeple bells be swungen,  
And "Io, io, io!"  
By priest and people sungen.  

Pray you, dutifully prime  
Your matin chime, ye ringers;  
May you beautifully rime  
Your evetime song, ye singers.  

  

 

 

 

 


