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As we hang the hol ly- ber ry,- We re call- the Son of Mar y.- Mys ter- y- o'er time and space
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Ah, Light of light in dark ness- sleeps, Wakes and hun gers,- sighs and weeps.
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Ros y- warm the love He brings, Fresh and green His heart of spring. In my chil ly,- froz en- heart,
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Make your home, and ne’er de part.-
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