Tu Scendi dalle Stelle
You Come Down from the Stars

Italian (Neapolitan) Carol

Alfonso de'Liguori
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Tu scendi dalle stelle o Re del Cielo
E vieni in una grotta al freddo al gelo
E vieni in una grotta al freddo al gelo.
O Bambino mio Divino

Io ti vedo qui a tremar,

O Dio Beato!

Ah, quanto ti costo I'avermi amato.
Ah, quanto ti costo I'avermi amato.

A te che se1 del mondo, 1l Creatore,
Mancano panni e fuoco, o mio Signore.
Caro eletto pargoletto,

Quanto questa poverta

Piu mi innamora,

Giacche ti fece amor povero ancora.

Tu lasci 1l bel gioir del divin seno,
per giunger a penar su poco fieno,
Dolce amore del mio core,

dove amore Ti trasportd?

O Gesu mio,

perché tanto patir? Per amor mio!
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You come down from the stars, o 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 costs You, your loving me.

Ah, how much it costs You, your loving me.

For You, who is the Creator of the world,
No clothes and fire, oh my Lord,

Dear chosen one, little baby,

This dire poverty,

Makes me love You more,

Since Love made You more poor.

You leave the beautiful glory of the divine bosom,
To come suffer on a little hay.

Sweet love of my heart,

Where did love carry You?

O my Jesus.

Why do You suffer so much? Because You love me.
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