Dán 
 Oíche chiúin, réalta ghlé,
Slua aingeal thuas sa spéir.
Báibín beag istigh i gcró,
Íosa Críost ár Slánaitheoir.
 
 
The Snow Lies White
The snow lies white on roof and tree,
Frost fairies creep about,
The world's as still as it can be,
And Santa Claus is out.
 
He's making haste his gifts to leave,
While the stars show his way,
There'll soon be no more Christmas Eve,
Tomorrow's Christmas Day.
   Anon.
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