Still, Still, Still 387

Still, still, still, you can hear the falling snow.
All is hushed, the world is sleeping,
Holy Star it’s vigil keeping.

Still, still, still, you can hear the falling snow.

Sleep, sleep, sleep, He lies in slumber deep.
Angel hosts from heav’n come winging,
Sweetest songs of joy are singing.

Sleep, sleep, sleep, He lies in slumber deep.

Still, still, still, you can hear the falling snow.



