Twi-light and Night bring the Dawn;

Dark-ness and gray grow to light;

Au-tumn and snow bring the Spring,

And the leaves that are dead grow to life.

Dead are the leaves that have fall-en,

But the child-ren’s dance shares their joy:

Though Death will make our hearts sad-den,

Our Hope is in that lit-tle girl, in that lit-tle boy.

Twi-light and Night bring the Dawn;

Dark-ness and gray grow to light;

Au-tumn and snow bring the Spring,

And the leaves that are dead grow to life.

Dance in the leaves; Dance in the leaves!

Life joins with Death as we dance in the leaves!

Throw-ing dark-ened pine cones in feigned and joy-ous strife,

As old-er gen-er-a-tions make way for new-er life.

Dance in the leaves; Dance in the leaves!

Dance, Dance, Dance!

Our Hope is in that lit-tle girl, in that lit-tle boy.

Twi-light and Night bring the Dawn;

Dark-ness and gray grow to light;

Au-tumn and snow bring the Spring,

And the leaves,

The pre-cious leaves are life!

Dance in the leaves; Dance!

Dance in the leaves; Dance!

Dance, Dance, Dance, Dance!

