
PARISH OF MOTTINGHAM ST ANDREW WITH ST ALBAN            
HYMNS FOR THE SECOND SUNDAY OF EASTER, 2020 

Opening Hymn 

1 Love's redeeming work is done; 
fought the fight, the battle won: 
lo, our Sun's eclipse is o'er, 
lo, he sets in blood no more. 

2 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal; 
Christ has burst the gates of hell; 
death in vain forbids his rise; 
Christ has opened paradise. 

3 Lives again our glorious King; 
where, O death, is now thy sting? 
dying once, he all doth save; 
where thy victory, O grave? 

4 Soar we now where Christ has led, 
following our exalted Head; 
made like him, like him we rise; 
ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

5 Hail the Lord of earth and heaven! 
Praise to thee by both be given: 
thee we greet triumphant now; 
hail, the Resurrection Thou! 
 
Source: Ancient and Modern: hymns and songs for refreshing worship #209 

Offertory Hymn 

1 Now the green blade riseth, from the buried grain, 
Wheat that in dark earth many days has lain; 
Love lives again, that with the dead has been: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

2 In the grave they laid Him, Love who had been slain, 
Thinking that He never would awake again, 
Laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen:  
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

3 Forth He came at Easter, like the risen grain, 
Jesus who for three days in the grave had lain; 
Quick from the dead the risen One is seen: 
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

4 When our hearts are wintry, grieving, or in pain, 
Jesus' touch can call us back to life again, 
Fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been:  
Love is come again like wheat that springeth green. 

https://hymnary.org/hymn/AM2013/209


Closing Hymn 

1 Crown him with many crowns, 
the Lamb upon his throne. 
Hark! how the heavenly anthem drowns 
all music but its own. 
Awake, my soul, and sing 
of him who died for thee, 
and hail him as thy matchless king 
through all eternity. 

2 Crown him the Lord of life, 
who triumphed o'er the grave, 
and rose victorious in the strife 
for those he came to save; 
his glories now we sing 
who died and rose on high, 
who died eternal life to bring, 
and lives that death may die. 

3 Crown him the Lord of love; 
behold his hands and side, 
rich wounds, yet visible above, 
in beauty glorified; 
no angels in the sky 
can fully bear that sight, 
but downward bends their burning eye 
at mysteries so bright. 

4 Crown him the Lord of years, 
the potentate of time, 
creator of the rolling spheres, 
ineffably sublime. 
All hail, Redeemer, hail! 
for thou hast died for me; 
thy praise shall never, never fail 
throughout eternity. 
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