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TORCHES, TORCHES, RUN WITH TORCHES,

ALL THE WAY TO BETHLEHEM

BABY’S BORN AND NOW LIES SLEEPING

COME AND SING YOUR SONG TO HIM.

AH, MY BABY, SLEEP MY LITTLE BABY,

SLEEP YOU WELL UNTIL THE DAWN.

SLEEP YOU WELL, MY LITTLE BABY

WHILE WE SING OUR SONG TO YOU.







