
You Come Down From The Stars

You come down from the stars
	Oh King of Heavens,
	And you come in a cave
	In the cold, in the frost.
	And you come in a cave
	In the cold, in the frost.

		Oh my Divine Baby
	I see you trembling here,
	Oh Blessed God
	Ah, how much it cost you,
	Your loving me.
	Ah, how much it cost you,
	Your loving me.

		For you, who are of all the world
	The creator,
	No robes and fire,
	Oh my Lord,
	No robes and fire,
	Oh my Lord.

		Dear chosen one, little infant,
	This dire poverty,
	Makes me love you more.
	Since Love made you
	Poor now.
	Since Love made you
	Poor now.
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