On arkinen ehtoo, kun neitosen luo
sanoman soturi taivainen tuo.

On lahtenyt Luojasta

lapsonen taivasta

kalliimpi — Jumala itsens& suo.

Kohdussa kannettu
kantamaan kuormamme,
sylissa suojattu
suojaamaan sielumme

Poikanen, luoja myds &itinsé sen:
tyttdsen tavallisen.

On sydéanyd, soturi Herran kun saa
salaisuuden suurimman paljastaa,
on yhdeksan kuukautta

kannettu kalleinta

sisdssa neitosen nain Jumalaa.

Kohdussa kannettu
kantamaan kuormamme,
sylissa suojattu
suojaamaan sielumme

Poikanen, paimen myds paimenien
— Kuningas kirkkauden.

One regular evening a messinger brings
tides to young maiden of wondrous things.
The God from the God has come,

the Child brighter than the sun.

God giving Himself to save us from sin.

Carried within a womb

to carry away the Doom,
guarded on mother’s care

to guard us from Devil’s snare.

Little one, maker of all that’s been made,
including this humble young maid.

T’is midnight, whence warrior angel of Lord,
reveals the secret to this day unheard.

The day of the labour came.

Name above all the names,

was born of a virgin to fulfill the Word.

Carried within a womb

to carry away the Doom,
guarded on mother’s care

to guard us from Devil’s snare.

This boy is the shepherd of shepherds and kings
- shining above all things.



