HYMNS FOR EASTER SUNDAY

Jesus Christ is risen today, Alleluia,
our triumphant holy day; alleluia,

who did once upon the cross; alleluia,
suffer to redeem our loss; alleluia!

Hymns of praise then let us sing; Alleluia,
unto Christ our heavenly king; alleluia,
who endured the cross and grave; alleluia,
sinners to redeem and save: alleluia!

But the pains which he endured; Alleluia,
our salvation have procured; alleluia,
now above the sky he's King; alleluia,
where the angels ever sing: alleluia!

From "Surrexit Christus hodie", anon., C14, trans. John Baptist Walsh in Lyra Davidica, 1708

1 The strife is o'er, the battle done;
the victory of life is won;

the song of triumph has begun.
Alleluia!

2 The powers of death have done their worst,
but Christ their legions has dispersed.

Let shouts of holy joy outburst.

Alleluia!

3 The three sad days are quickly sped;
he rises glorious from the dead.

All glory to our risen Head.

Alleluia!

4 Lord, by the stripes which wounded thee,

from death's dread sting thy servants free,

that we may live and sing to thee.

Alleluia!

Final Ending:

Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! Psalter Hymnal, (Gray)



Thine be the glory, risen, conqu'ring Son;

endless is the vict'ry Thou o’er death hast won.
Angels in bright raiment rolled the stone away,
kept the folded grave-clothes where Thy body lay.
Thine be the glory, risen, conqu'ring Son;

endless is the vict'ry Thou o’er death hast won.

Lo, Jesus meets us, risen from the tomb.

Lovingly He greets us, scatters fear and gloom;

let His church with gladness hymns of triumph sing,
for the Lord now liveth; death hath lost its sting.
Thine be the glory, risen, conqu'ring Son;

endless is the vict'ry Thou o’er death hast won.

No more we doubt Thee, glorious Prince of life!!

Life is nought without Thee; aid us in our strife;

make us more than conqu'rors, through Thy deathless love;
bring us safe through Jordan to Thy home above.

Thine be the glory, risen, conqu'ring Son;

endless is the vict'ry Thou o’er death hast won.



