




F,'iiti hjerte I den stille nati

Mv Fleart ir: the Sileni Night

fuily heart always gces to the birthplace cf iesus'

There are gathereci all nry thoughts;

There my iong!ng finds its home;

There rny faith has its ireasure.

i can neve*-forget you, blessec Christmas n!ght.

Ahi if I c*ulej bL;t unicck my heart and mind

I wouid sigh, tull cf ionging, "Jesus, corne in!

This is llct a stranger's lrouse:

Ycu ha.;e bcught it fcr irourself.

You will dwelifaithfully herein, wrappeC in rnv heant.

I would gladiy strew palm branches around Your crib.

For You aione wiii I li've and ciie"

Oh, let rny sou! then find its true riiolrlent cf joy

That Liou were born here, !n the deep recesses of rnir hea:'t"

Translation cor.;rtesy of *r. Frank tsrev!l<


