Sylvia’s Christmas Song

Sylvias hilsning fran Sicilien melody: 1855 Karl Collan
EN (English) original Swedish lyrics: 1853 Zacharias Topelius
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I.And so  Christ-mas time came a - gain to the
2.1 am in the land where the springs nev - er
3.0h shine now, the star bright-est in  night - ly
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North, has it come al - so in ou - r hearts?
cease, where the vine - yards can glow in the sun,
sky, send your greet - ings to my dear - est  North.
TB ﬁ#:L—‘/—P h IP' !' h T | | -
S | | v | | 4 . o—— A
9 #F7  #FT7/#A Bm AT7/#C
/

A I
N ]

SA | N : o .
%ﬁ: P T —T | " 5 Io Ic b—
The lights in the win - dows and twigs at the

and cyp - ress - es frag - rant - ly smell by the
When your rays of light north -ern wood - lands pass
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door, and child - ren are eat - ing the tarts.
seas, there 1 have my home, on - ly one.

your bless - ings to home - land send forth.
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Sylvia’s Christmas Song

17 D| Bm  wpsA Blm #Fm/A D'\/A E/#G
() 4 . I | |
st
%- o r b ”- o " o o
There lone - ly on att - ic a tweet - ing is
The moun - tains a - far beau - ti - ful I can
J ‘b The flow - er - ing springs and the warm sun - ny
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heard, from cage that con - fines ou - r love - ly song -
see, the  air 1s so fresh and the grass 1S SO
sand can - not soothe me - mor - ies of north - ern  home-
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bird. But no - one is there to wit - ness her sweet song, her
green. In orch -ard o - range trees are bear - ing their fruit, and
land. For you I will sing of my love bit - ter - sweet, as
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SOIT - OWS and worr - ies she  must bear a - lone.
some - where a love - song is played with  the flute.
long as your Syl - wvi - a's heart wi - 1l beat.
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