LH 23
From heaven above to earth I come

Tune: Vom Himmel hoch


(As in TIS, no. 296 - see below for extra verses)

1
From heaven above to earth I come.


I have good news for everyone.


This story that I come to bring


is wonderful, and makes me sing:

2
To you this night a child is born,


a chosen virgin's little son.


This tiny helpless baby boy


will be your great delight and joy.

3
This is the Christ, our God most high,


who hears your sad and troubled cry;


for he will be your Saviour here,


to set you free from sin and fear.

4
Let's look inside this cattle shed.


Who lies there in that manger-bed?


Who is that lovely little one?


The baby Jesus, God's dear Son.

5
We welcome you, O noble Guest!


Through you our sinful world is blest.


And my poor life you enter, too:


how can I give my thanks to you?

6
For you, O Lord, created all,


and yet you have become so small


that you lie in a cattle shed


on straw, where cows and donkeys fed.

7
Ah, dearest Jesus, little one,


prepare a bed to lie upon,


a soft clean bed within my heart,


that you and I may never part.

8
For joy, then, let me jump and sing


and join the praise the angels bring,


the only fitting lullaby,


the sweetest song they sang on high:

9
'Glory to God on his high throne


for he has given us his Son!'


And so the angels bring us cheer,


to everyone a glad new year.

Vom Himmel hoch da komm ich her
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Extra verses for LH 23:

after v 3 above


He brings you blessings from God's hand


which long ago the Father planned,


that in his kingdom you may be,


and live with us eternally.


Lok at the signs that God now shows:


the crib, amd these poor baby clothes;


there you will find the baby laid


by whom the heavens and earth were made.


How happy, now, we all can be!


Then with the shepherds let us see


this present that our God has given


in sending us his Son from heaven.

after v 6 above


If earth were many times its size,


and made from gold and gems we prize,


a bed like that still would not do,


for it would be too small for you.


Instead of finest silk, you chose


rough hay and humble baby clothes;


in these, O King, you are as great


as if enthroned in heavenly state.

Tr David Schubert

