Canadian (Huron) Carol 



(Starting Note B)
Twas in the moon of winter time ,

When all the birds had fled.

The mighty Gitchi manitou,

Sent angel choirs insead.

Before their light, the stars grew dim,

And wandering hunters heard their hymn.

Jesus your King is born, 

Jesus is born,

In excelsis gloria.

Twas in a ledge of broken bark,

The tender babe was found.

A ragged robe of rabbit skin,

Enwrapped his beauty round.

Before him braves and hunters knelt,

With gifts of fox and beaver pelt.

Jesus your King is born, 

Jesus is born,

In excelsis gloria.

