                               Every Christmas Morn

It was Christmas in the city and the cold was way below

An old man and his grandson were walkin’ in the snow

When the young boy turned with eyes wide open “Granpa do you know,

The story of Christmas that happened long ago?”

Chorus

There was a star in the east and a million angels singing

There was love all around and a thousand bells were ringing

And in a world so dark baby Jesus was born

Perhaps that’s how it is now on every Christmas morn

Late that night when the stars were out and the old man gently slept

The little boy rose from his bed and to the window crept

And in the sky above his head he saw a star so bright

And he heard a million angels sing in the silence of the night

Chorus

The little boy went down the stairs into the falling snow

He followed close behind the star down streets he didn’t know

Till finally it shone upon a watchman’s wooden shed

And in a cardboard box inside a sleeping child was laid

Beside the child his mother knelt, love’s smile upon her face

With the father, proud, behind her, oblivious to the place

And the alley cats and the street dogs sat contented side by side

Three ladies of the night dreamed dreams

And the watchman knelt and cried

Chorus

The old man searched and found the boy wandering in the snow

Warm and happy in the freezing six degrees below

“Oh Granpa I have seen the star and heard the angels sing

And the baby Jesus smiled at me and I heard the churchbells ring.”

And when the boy lay fast asleep, the old man stood to stare

At a star so bright and shining in a sky so dark and bare

And by it’s light down empty streets a couple made their way

With a baby born that very morn on a brand new Christmas day

Chorus 

