CHRISTMAS

From Heaven Above to Earth I Come

VOM HIMMEL HOCH (L.M.)

Martin Luther?, Geisiliche Lieder, Leipzig, 1539
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From Heaven Above to Farth I Come
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Give heed, my heart, lift up thine eyes!
What is it in yon manger lies?

Who is this Child, so young and fair?
The blessed Christ Child lieth there!

. Welcome to earth, Thou noble Guest,

Through Whom the sinful world is blest!
Thou com’st to share my misery,

What thanks shall I return to Thee?

. Ah, Lord, Who hast created all,

How weak art Thou, how poor and small,
That Thou dost choose Thine infant bed,
Where humble cattle lately fed!

Were earth a thousand times as fair,
Beset with gold and jewels rare,

It yet were far to poor to be

A narrow cradle, Lord, for Thee.

For velvets soft and silken stuff

Thou hast but hay and straw so rough,
Whereon Thou, King, so rich and great,
As twere Thy heaven, art throned in state.

And thus, dear Lord, it pleaseth Thee

To make this truth quite plain to me,
That all the world’s wealth, honor, might,
Are naught and worthless in Thy sight.

Ah, dearest Jesus, holy Child,
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled,
Within my heart, that it may be
A quiet chamber kept for Thee.

My heart for very joy doth leap,
My lips no more can silence keep,

I too must sing, with joytul tongue,
That sweetest ancient cradle song.

Glory to God in highest heaven,
Who unto man His Son hath given,
While angels sing with pious mirth,
A glad new year to all the earth.
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