On a Cold Winter’s Night - Lyrics

ALL HAIL TO THEE, O BLESSED MORN!

     (Jo​han O. Wal​lin, 1819, based on a Ger​man hymn of 1621 (Var häl​sad, skö​na mor​gon​stund); trans​. [image: image1.png]


Ernst W. Ol​son in the Au​gus​ta​na Hymn​al, 1901, Adapted.  Music: Brian V. Janssen)
1.  All hail to thee, O blessèd morn!  

To tidings long by prophets borne
Hast thou fulfillment given. 

O sacred and immortal day, 

When unto earth, in glorious ray, 

Descends the grace of Heaven!
Singing, ringing, sounds are blending, 

Unto heaven praises sending
For the Savior, God’s great favor 

Unto Adam’s race revealed.

2.  ’Tis God’s own Image and withal, 

The Son of Man, that mortals all
May find in Him a Brother.
He comes, with peace and love to bide 

On earth, the erring race to guide
And help as could no other;
Rather gather closer, fonder, 

Woo them, soothe the sheep that wander
Draw them, hold them, feed and fold them. 

Rod and Staff true comfort bring

3. He tears, like other men, will shed, 

Our sorrows share, and be our aid,
Through His eternal power; 
The Lord’s good will unto us show, 

And mingle in our cup of woe
The drops of mercy’s shower;
Dying, buying through His passion, 

Sinners granting full salvation
Now to mortals heav’nly portals

Opened wide forevermore.

4.  He comes, for our redemption sent, 

And by His glory Heav’n is rent
To close upon us never;
Our blessèd Shepherd He would be, 

Whom we may follow faithfully
And be with Him forever;
Higher, nigher glory winging, 

To the Father praises singing.

Glad elation, adoration

To Jesus Christ our Lord.


ALL PRAISE TO THEE, ETERNAL LORD

     (Martin Luther, trans. in Sabbath Hymn Book. Music:  Brian V. Janssen)
1.  All praise to thee, eternal Lord, 
clothed in a garb of flesh and blood;

choosing a manger for thy throne, 
while worlds on worlds are thine alone.
2.  Once did the skies before thee bow; 
a virgin’s arms contain thee now:

angels who did in Thee rejoice 
now listen for thine infant voice.

3.  A little child, thou art our guest, 
that weary ones in thee may rest;

forlorn and lowly is thy birth, 
that we may rise to heav’n from earth.

4.  Thou comest in the darksome night 
to make us children of the light,

to make us, in the realms divine, 
like thine own angels round thee shine.

5.  All this for us thy love hath done; 
by this to thee our love is won:

for this we tune our cheerful lays, 
and shout our thanks in ceaseless praise.

FROM HEAVEN HIGH I COME TO YOU
     (Martin Luther, trans. Catherine 

Winkworth.  Music: Brian V. Janssen))

1.  “From heaven high I come to you, 
I bring you tidings good and new;

glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
whereof I now will say and sing.

2.  “To you this night, is born a child 
of Mary, chosen virgin mild;

this little child, of lowly birth, 
shall be the joy of all the earth.

3.  “This is the Christ, our God and Lord, who in all need shall aid afford;

he will himself your Savior be 
from all your sins to set you free.


4.  “These are the tokens ye shall mark:  
the swaddling clothes and manger dark;

there ye shall find the infant laid 
by whom the heav’ns and earth were made.”

5.  Now let us all with gladsome cheer 
go with the shepherds and draw near

to see the precious Gift of God, 
who hath his own dear Son bestowed.

6.  Welcome to earth, thou noble guest, through whom the sinful world is blest!

In my distress thou com’st to me; 
what thanks shall I return to thee?
GENTLE MARY LAID HER CHILD

     (Joseph Simpson Cook, vs. 3 Brian V. Janssen. Music:  Brian V. Janssen)

1.  Gentle Mary laid her child 
lowly in a manger;

there he lay, the Undefiled, 
to the world a stranger.

Such a babe in such a place, 
can he be the Savior?

Ask the saved of all the race 
who have found his favor.

2.  Angels sang about his birth, 
wise men sought and found him;

heaven’s star shone brightly forth, 
glory all around him.

Shepherds saw the wondrous sight, 
heard the angels singing;

all the plains were lit that night, 
all the hills were ringing.

3.  God with us, Immanuel, 
Savior long-awaited, 

Root of Jesse, Son of Man, 
Dayspring, Key of David.

Wonderful, Counselor, 
Mighty God is He;

Everlasting Father, 
Blessed Prince of Peace.

4.  Gentle Mary laid her child 
lowly in a manger;

there he lay, the Undefiled, 
but no more a stranger.

Son of God of humble birth, 
beautiful the story;

praise his name in all the earth, 
hail the King of glory!

IMMANUEL, WE SING THY PRAISE
     ("Wir Singen Dir Immanuel", Paul Gerhardt, 1653, trans. Catherine Winkworth, alt., Adapted.  Music: Brian V. Janssen)

1. E'er since the world began to be,
How many hearts hath longed for Thee!
And Thou, O long expected Guest,
Hast come at last to make us blest!

Refrain

  Immanuel, we sing Thy praise;
  Thou Prince of Life, Thou Fount of Grace,
  With all Thy saints, Thee, Lord, we sing;
  Praise, honor, thanks, to Thee we bring.

2. Now art Thou here: we know Thee now:
In lowly manger liest Thou:
A Child, yet makest all things great;
Poor, yet the earth Thy robe of state. 
Refrain

3. Now fearlessly we come to Thee:
From sin and grief O set us free!
Turn wrath away, dread death destroy,
And turn our sorrow into joy.

Refrain

4. Thou art our Head, our Lord divine:
We are Thy members, wholly Thine;
And by Thy Spirit's gracious power
We’ll seek to serve Thee evermore.

Refrain

5. Thus will we sing Thy praises here,
With joyful spirit year by year;
And when we reckon years no more,
May we in heaven Thy name adore.

  

Refrain

