Serenade

Softly through the night is calling,
Love, my song to thee.

Shades of night are swiftly falling,
Dearest, come to mel

In the moonlight gertly swaying,
Whisp’ring leaves I hear;

“No one listens they are saying,
“Fair one, do not fear.”

(English versiondy Alice MattuilathA)

FRANZ SCHUBERT (1797-1828)

Arranged by Mazwell Eckstein
Andante - moderato -
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