Christmas Song (Copper Family)
The trees are all bare n-ot a le-af t-o be s-e-en

And the mea-d-ows their beau-ty have lost.

N-ow wi-nt-er is come a-nd ‘tis cold for m-an and beast

And the streams they a-r-e,

And the streams they are all fast bo-und down with frost.

‘Twas down in the farmyard whe-re the ox-en fe-ed on st-r-aw,

They send forth th-eir brea-th like the steam.

Swe-et Bet-s-y the milk ma-id now quick-ly sh-e must go,

For the flakes of ice she finds,

For the flakes of ice she finds a-floa-ting on her cream.

‘Tis now all the small birds t-o the barn-door fl-y for fo- -od

A-nd gent-l-y they re-st on the spray.

A-down th-e plan-ta-tio-n the hares do sea-rch for food,

And lift their foot-steps su- -re,

And lift their footsteps sure fo-r fear they do be-tray.

Now Christ-mas is come a-nd our song is al- -most do- -ne

For we soon shall ha-ve the tu-rn of the year.

S-o fill u-p your gla-ss-es and let your hea-lth go round,

For I wish you a- -ll,

For I wish you all a- jo-y-ful New Year.

