The little road to Bethlehem

As I walked down the road at set of sun,
The lambs were coming homeward one by one.
I heard a sheep-bell softly calling them
Along the little road to Bethlehem.

Beside an open door, as I drew nigh,
I heard sweet Mary sing a lullaby.
She sang about the lambs at close of day
And rocked her tiny king among the hay.

Across the air the silver sheep-bell rang:
‘The lambs are coming home,’ sweet Mary sang.
‘Your star of gold, your star of gold -
Is shining in the sky,
So sleep, my little King, go lullaby.

As I walked down the road at set of sun,
The lambs were coming homeward one by one.
I heard a sheep-bell softly calling them
Along the little road to Bethlehem.

Fly fly fly
Fly fly fly
The leaves are leaving the trees
Caught on the wind
Winter is coming

Away in a Manger

Away in a manger, no crib for a bed,
The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head.
The stars in the bright sky looked down where he lay,
The little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay.

Ah… ah… the little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay.

The cattle are lowing, the baby awakes,
But little Lord Jesus no crying he makes.
I love you, Lord Jesus, look down from the sky,
And stay by my side until morning is nigh.

Ah… ah… and stay by my side until morning is nigh.

Be near me Lord Jesus, I ask you to stay
Close by me for ever, and love me I pray.
Bless all the dear children in Your tender care
And fit us for heaven to live with you there.

Ah… ah… bless all the dear children in your tender care
And fit us for heaven ….. to live with you there!
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Christmas, Christmas, Christmas, Christmas, Christmas …
Christmas, a time for peace; time for loving, for joy and feast
People as one unite to share together this festive rite
Snowflakes drifting by, gently dancing pirouettes in the sky,
Bells are ringing, choirs singing:
Christmas is nigh!
                         (Christmas is nigh!)

Faith, hope and trust ensure
Mercy and tolerance shall endure
Let hatred be denied, grace and charity will preside.
Snow lying light; voices whisper, all is quiet,
Frost clouds floating, woodsmoke, fire burning brilliant bright!
                                   (Christmas is nigh!)
Voices calling, distant drums
Silver shining moon, harp strums,

Christmas, a time for peace; time for loving, for joy and feast
Let hatred be denied, grace and charity will preside.
Christmas …


