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He's Risen, He's Risen, Christ Jesus the Lord

143, verses 1, 4-5
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1 He’s ris - en, he's ris en, Christ Je - sus, the Lord;
2 The foe was tri - um - phant when on  Cal -va - ry
3 But short was their tri - umph; the Sav - ior a - rose,
4 Oh, where is your sting, death? We fear you no more;
5 Then sing your ho - san - nas and raise your glad voice;
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He o - pened death’s pris - on, the in - car-nate Word.
The Lord of cre - a - tion was nailed to the tree.
And death, hell, and Sa - tan he  van-quished, his foes.
Christ  rose, and now o - pen is fair E-den’s door.
Pro - claim the blest tid - ings that all may re - joice.
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Break forth, hosts of heav - en, in ju - bi-lant song
In Sa - tan’s do - main did the hosts shout and jeer,
The con - quer-ing Lord lifts his ban - ner on high;
For all our trans - gres - sions his blood does a - tone;
Laud, hon - or, and ©praise to the Lamb that was slain,
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And earth, sea, and moun - tain the prais - es pro - long.
For Je - sus was slain, whom the e - vil ones fear
He lives, yes, he lives, and will nev - er- more die.
Re - deemed and for - giv - en, we now are his own.
Who now sits  in glo - ry and ev - er shall reign.
Text: C. F W. Walther, 1811-87, abr.; tr. Anna M. Meyer, 1867-1941, alt.

Tune: WALTHER (11 11 11 11) C. F. W. Walther, 1811-87.
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Jesus Lives the Victory Won

145, verses 1-2
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1 Je - sus lives! The vic - t'ry’s won! Death no
2 Je - sus lives! To him the throne  High o’er
3 Je - sus lives! For me he died; Hence will
4 Je - sus lives! 1 know full  well Noth - ing
5 Je - sus lives! And now is death  But the
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long - er can ap - pall me. Je - sus lives! Death’s
heav’'n and earth s giv. - en. I shall  go  where
I, to Je - sus liv - ing, Pure in heart and
me from him shall sev - er, Life nor death nor
gate to life im - mor - tal; This  shall calm my
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reign is done! From the grave Christ will re -
he is gone, Live and reign  with  him in
act a - bide, Praise to him and glo - ry
pow’rs of hell Part me now from Christ for -
trem - bling breath  When I pass  its gloom - y
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call me. Bright - er scenes will  then  com-mence;
heav - en. God is faith - ful; doubt - ings, hence!
giv - ing. All I need God  will dis - pense;
ev - er. God will be a sure de - fense;
por - tal. Faith shall cry, as fails  each sense:
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This shall be my con - fi - dence.
This shall be my con - fi - dence.
This shall be my con - fi - dence.
This shall be my con - fi - dence.
“Je - sus is my con - fi - dence!”
Text: Christian F. Gellert, 1715-69, abr.; tr. Frances E. Cox, 1815-97, alt.

Tune: JESUS, MEINE ZUVERSICHT (78 78 77) Johann Criiger, 1598-1662.
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| Know that My Redeemer Lives 152, verses 1-2, 5, 8
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I' T know that my Re - deem - er lives; What com-fort
2 He lives tri - um - phant from the  grave; He lives e-
3 He lives to bless me with  his  love; He lives to
4 He lives to grant me rich  sup - ply; He lives to
5 He lives to si - lence all my  [ears; He lives to
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this  sweet sen - tence gives! He lives, he lives, who
ter - mnal - ly o save. He lives all - glo - rious
plead for me a - bove. He lives, my hun - gry
guide me with his  eye. He lives to com - fort
wipe a - way my tears. He lives to  calm my
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once was dead; He lives, my ev - er - liv - ing Head!
in the sky; He lives ex -alt - ed there on  high.
soul o feed; He lives to help in time of need.
me when faint; He lives to hear my soul’s com - plaint.

trou - bled heart; He lives all bless - ings to  im - part.

6 He lives, my kind, wise, heav’'nly friend; 7 He lives and grants me daily breath;

He lives and loves me to the end. He lives, and I shall conquer death.
He lives, and while he lives I'll sing; He lives my mansion to prepare;
He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King. He lives to bring me safely there.

8 He lives, all glory to his name!
He lives, my Jesus, still the same.
Oh, the sweet joy this sentence gives:
“I know that my Redeemer lives!”

Text:  Samuel Medley, 1738-99, abr,
Tune: DUKE STREET (LM) attr. John C. Hatton, d. 1793.
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The Old Rugged Cross
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1. On a hill far a - way stood an old rugged cross, The em -blem of
2, Oh, that old rugged cross, so de-spised by the world, Has a won-drous at -
8. In that old rugged cross, stained with blood so di - vine, Such a won - der-ful
4. To the old rugged cross I will ev - er be true; Its shameand re-
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suf - fring and shame; And I love that old cross where the

trac - tion for me; For the dear Lamb of God left His

beau - ty 1 see; For ’'twas on  that old cross Je - sus

proach glad - ly bear. Then He'll call me some day to my

Refrain
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dear -est and best For a world of lost sin-ners was slain.

glo-ry a-bove To bear it to dark Cal - va - ry. So I'll
suf-fered and died To par-don and sanc - ti - fy me.

home far a - way, where His glo -ry for - ev - er Tl share.

cling to the old rugged cross, And exchange it some day for a  crown.

Baptist Hymnal 2008 230
WORDS: George Bennard
MUSIC (OLD RUGGED CROSS, Irregular moter): George Bennard
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God Loved the World So That He Gave 391, verses 1,2,5
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I God loved the world so that he gave His on - ly
2 Christ is the sol - id rock of faith, Who was made
3 God would not have the sin - ner die— His Son with
4 Be of good cheer, for God’s own Son For - gives the
5 When you are sick, when death draws near, This truth your
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Son the lost o save That all who would in
flesh and suf - fered death. All who con - fide in
sav - ing grace is  nigh. His  Spir - it in the
sins that you  have done. You're jus - ti - fied by
trou - bled heart can cheer: Christ Je - sus saves my

him be - lieve  Should ev - er - last - ing life re - ceive.

him a - lone Are  built on this  chief cor - ner - stone.
Word does teach  How we the bless - ed goal may reach.
Je - sus’ blood; Bap - tized, you are a child of God.
soul from death— This is the an - chor of my  faith!

6 Glory to God the Father, Son,
And Holy Spirit, Three in One!
To you, O blessed Trinity,

Be praise now and eternally!

Text:  Heiliges Lippen . . . Gesangbuch, Stettin, c. 1778; tr. August Crull, 1845-1923, alt.
Tune: ST, CRISPIN (LM) George J. Elvey, 1816-93,
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At the Lamb’s High Feast We Sing

141, verses 1,2 4
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1 At the Lamb’s  high feast we sing
2 Might - y Vic - tim from the sky,
3 Now no more can death ap - pall,
4 Eas - ter tri - umph, Eas - ter joy!
5 Fa - ther, who the crown shall give,
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Praise to our vic - to - rious King,
Hell’s  fierce  pow’rs be - neath you lie.
Now no more the grave en - thrall;
This a - lone can sin de - stroy;
Sav - ior, by whose death we  live,
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Who  has  washed us in the tide Flow - ing
You  have  con - quered in the  fight; You have
You  have o - pened par a - dise, And  your
From sin’s pow’r, Lord, set us  free, New - born
Spir it, guide through  all our  days, Three  in
n
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from his pierc - ed side. Al - le - lu - ial
brought  us life and  light. Al - le - lu - ial
saints in you  shall  rise. Al - le - lu - ial
souls in you to be. Al - le - Iu - ial
One, your  name we  praise. Al - le lu - ial
Text:  Latin hymn, 17th century, abr.; tr. Robert Campbell, 181468, alt.
Tune: SONNE DER GERECHTIGKEIT (77 77 4) Kirchengeseng, Ivancice, 1566.
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This Joyful Eastertide 160
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1 This  joy - ful Eas - ter - tide A - way with sin and
2 Death’s flood has lost its chill Since Je - sus crossed the
3 My flesh in hope shall  rest And for a sea - son
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sor - row! My love, the Cru - ci - fied,
riv - er; Lov - er of souls, from ill
slum - ber Till  trump from east to west
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Has sprung to life this mor - row.
My  pass - ing soul de - liv - er.
Shall wake the dead in num B ber.
Refrain
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Had Christ, who once was slain, Not burst his three - day
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pris - on, Our faith had been in vain: But
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now is Christ a - ris - en, a - ris - en, a -
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ris - en; But now is Christ a - ris - en.

Text: George R. Woodward, 1848-1934,
Tune: VRUECHTEN (67 67 with Refrain) Davids Psalmen, Amsterdam, 1684.
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Christ Arose (Low in the Grave He Lay)
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1. Low in the grave He lay— Je - sus, my Sav -ior! Wait-ing the
2. Vain - ly they watch His bed— Je - sus, my Sav-ior! Vain - ly they
3. Death can-not keep his prey— Je - sus, my Sav -ior! He tore the

A | Chorus - faster
i — ] i 1 J i i i = T ﬁ'ﬂ:l
o — — 7 e b o 1 t "
v ccl)m-ing day— Je - sus, ;Iny Lord! v v
seal the dead— Je - sus, my  Lord! Up from the grave He a-
bars a - way— Je - sus, my Lord!
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rose, With a might-y triumph o’er His foes. He a-rose a vic-tor from the

T
He a - rose! He arose! Hal-le-lu-jah! Christ a - rose!

Baptist Hymnal 2008 273
WORDS: Robert Lowry
MUSIC (CHRIST AROSE 6.5.6.4. with Chorus): Robert Lowry
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O Sons and Daughters of the King 165, verses 1-3, 9
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1 O sons  and daugh - ters of the King,

2 On that  first morn - ing of the week,

3 An an - gel bade their sor - row flee,

4 That night th’a - pos - tles met in fear;

5 When Thom - as al - ter - wards had heard
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Whom heav’'n - ly hosts in glo - ry sing,

Be - fore the day be - gan to break,

For thus he spoke un - o the three,

A - mong them  came their  Lord most dear

That Je - sus had ful - filled his word,
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To - day the grave has lost its  sting!
The Mar - ys went their Lord to seek.
“Your Lord  will 2o to Gal - i - lee”
And said, “Peace be un - to you here.”
He doubt - ed that is was the  Lord.

Al - le - lu - ia! Al -le - lu - ia! Al - le - lu - ia!

6 “Thomas, behold my side,” said he, 8 Blesséd are they that have not seen

“My hands, my feet, my body see; And yet whose faith has constant been;
And doubt not, but believe in me.” In life eternal they shall reign.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

7 No longer Thomas then denied; 9 On this most holy day of days
He saw the feet, the hands, the side; To God your hearts and voices raise
“You are my Lord and God,” he cried.  In laud and jubilee and praise.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

Text: attr. Jean Tisserand, d. 1494, abr.; tr. John M. Neale, 1818-66, alt.
Tune: GELOBT SEI GOTT (888 with Alleluias) Melchior Vulpius, ¢. 1570-16135, alt.
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Jesus Savior Pilot Me 433
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I Je - sus, Sav - ior, pi - lot me O - ver life’s tem -
2 As a moth - er stills her child, Thou canst hush the
3 When at last I near the shore  And the fear - ful
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pes - tuous  sea; Un - known waves be - fore me roll,
o - cean wild. Bois - t'rous waves 0 - bey thy will
break -ers  roar "Twixt me  and the peace-ful rest,
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Hid - ing rock and treach-"rous shoal.  Chart and com - pass
When thou say’st to them, “Be still!”  Won-drous Sov - ’reign
Then, while lean - ing on thy breastt May 1 hear thee
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come from thee: Je - sus, Sav - ior, pi-lot me.
of the  sea, Je - sus, Sav - ior, pi-lot me.
say to me, “Fear not! | will pi-lot thee.”

Text:  Edward Hopper, 1818-88, abr.
Tune: PrLot (77 77 77) John E. Gould, 1822-75.
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Christ Jesus Lay in Death's Strong Bands 720, verses 1, 4-5, 7
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1 Christ Je - sus lay in death’s strong
2 No son of man could con - quer
3 Christ Je - sus, God’s own Son, came
4 It was a strange and dread - ful
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bands For our of - fens - es giv -

death, Such m - in sin had wrought
down, His peo - ple to de - liv -
strife When life and death con - tend -
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en; But now at God’s right hand he
us. No in - no - cence was found on
er; De - stroy -ing  sin, he took the
ed. The vic - to - ry re - mained with
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stands And brings us life from heav -
earth, And there - fore death had brought
crown From death’s pale brow for - ev -
life; The  reign of death was end -
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en. There - fore let us joy - ful be
us In - to bond - age from of old
er. Stripped  of  pow’r, no more it reigns;
ed. Ho - ly Scrip - ture plain - ly says
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And sing to  God right thank - ful -
And ev - er  grew more strong and
An emp - ty  form a - lone re -
That death is swal - lowed up by

[Easter Hymn Sing — 12]
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ly Loud songs of al le Iu -
bold And  held us as its cap
mains; Its sting is  lost for - ev
death. Its sting is lost for - ev
T O .ﬁ Py - T T K— T i |
6 o e
ia! Al -le - 1u ia! Al - le Iu ia!
tive. Al -le - lu ia! Al - le lu ia!
er. Al -le - lu ia! Al - le lu ia!
er. Al -le - 1u ia! Al - le Iu ia!

5 Here the true Paschal Lamb we see,
Whom God so freely gave us;
He died on the accursed tree —

So strong his love —to save us.
See, his blood now marks our door;

Faith points to it; death passes o’er,
And Satan cannot harm us.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

This important and historic Easter text is set to a new tune with the hope of reviving its use within

the church.

6 So let us keep the festival
To which the Lord invites us;
Christ is himself the joy of all,
The sun that warms and lights us.

Now his grace to us imparts

Eternal sunshine to our hearts;
The night of sin is ended.

Alleluia! Alleluia!

7 Then let us feast this Easter Day

On Christ, the bread of heaven;

The Word of grace has purged away
The old and evil leaven.

Christ alone our souls will feed;
He is our meat and drink indeed;

Faith lives upon no other!
Alleluia! Alleluia!

Text: Martin Luther, 1483-1546; tr. Richard Massie, 1800-1887, alt.

Tune: NORTHRIDGE (87 87 78 744) Kermit Moldenhauer, b. 1949 © 2005 Kermit Moldenhauer. All rights reserved.

Used by permission.
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What A Friend We Have in Jesus 411
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1 What a friend we have in Je - sus, All our sins and
2 Have we tri - als and temp - ta - tions? Is there trou-ble
3 Are we weak and heav -y lad - en, Cum - bered with a
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griefs to bear! What a priv-i-lege to car - ry
an - y - where? We should nev - er be dis - cour - aged—
load of care? Pre - cious Sav -ior, still our ref - uge—
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Ev - ’ry-thingto God in prayer! Oh, what peace we of - ten
Take it to the Lord in prayer. Can we find a friend so
Take it to the Lord in prayer. Do your friends de-spise, for -
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for - feit, Oh, what need-less pain we bear, All be -
faith - ful Who will all our sor-rows share? Je - sus
sake you?  Take it to the Lord in prayer. In his
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cause we do not car - ry Ev - ’ry-thing to God in prayer!

knows our ev-'ry weak - ness— Take it  to the Lord in prayer.
arms he’ll take and shield you; You will find a sol-ace there.

Text: Joseph M. Scriven, 1820-86, alt.
Tune: CONVERSE (87 87 D) Charles C. Converse, 1832-1918.

How Great Thou Art 256, verses 1, 3-4
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1 O Lord my God, when I in awe-some won - der
2 When through the woods and for - est glades 1  wan - der,
3 And when 1 think that God, his Son not spar - ing,
4 When Christ shall come with shout of ac - cla - ma - tion
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Con - sid - er  all the works thy hand hath  made,
And hear the birds sing sweet - ly in  the trees;
Sent him to die, I scarce can take it in,
And take me home, what joy shall fill my  heart!
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| see the  stars, [ hear the might -y thun - der,
When [ look down from loft - y moun-tain gran - deur
That on  the cross my bur - den glad - ly bear - ing
Then I  shall bow in hum-ble ad - o - ra - tion
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Thy pow'r through-out the u - ni-verse dis - played.
And hear the brook and feel the gen - tle breeze,
He bled and died to take a - way my  sin
And there pro - claim:  “My God, how great thou art!”
Refrain
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Then sings my soul, my Sav-ior-God, to  thee, “How great thou
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art! How great thou  art!” Then sings my  soul, my
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Sav-ior-God to thee, “How great thou art! How great thou art!”

Text:  Stuart K. Hine, 1899-1989, © 1949, 1953 The Stuart Hine Trust, U.S. print rights admin. by
Hope Publishing Co., Carol Stream, IL. 60188. All rights reserved. Used by permission.
Tune: HOW GREAT THOU ART (11 10 11 10 with Refrain) Swedish folk tune. © 1949, 1953 The Stuart Hine Trust.
U.S. print rights admin. by Hope Publishing Co., Carol Stream, IL. 60188, All rights reserved, Used by permission.
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Lift High the Cross

Refrain
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Lift  high the cross; the love of Christ pro - claim  Till
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1 Come, Chris-tians, fol - low where our cap - tain trod, Our

2 Led on  their way by this tri - um - phant sign, The
3 So shall  our song  of tri - umph ev - er be:  Praise
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king vic - to - rious, Christ, the Son of God.
hosts of God in con - qu'ring ranks  com - bine.
to the Cru - ci - fied for vic - to - rv.

Text: George W. Kitchin, 1827-1912, abr., altered by Michael R. Newbolt, 1874-1956, alt. © 1974
Hope Publishing Co., Carol Stream, IL. 60188. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Tune: CRUCIFER (10 10 10 10) Sydney H. Nicholson, 1875-1947. © 1974 Hope Publishing Co., Carol Stream, IL 60188.
All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Go My Children with My Blessing

[Easter Hymn Sing — 16]
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1 Go, my chil - dren, with my bless - ing,
2 Go, my chil - dren, sins for - giv. - en,
3 Go, my chil - dren, fed and nour - ished,
41 the Lord  will bless and keep you
n
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Nev - er a - lone. Wak - ing, sleep - ing,
At peace and pure. Here you learned how
Clos - er to me; Grow in love and
And give you peace; I the Lord  will
n
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I am  with you;  You are my  own,
much I love you, What I can  cure.
love by  serv - ing, Joy - ful and  free.
smile up - on you  And give you peace;
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In my love’s bap - tis - mal riv. - er | have
Here you heard my dear Son’s  sto - r1y; Here  you
Here my  Spir - it’s pow - er filled you; Here  his
| the Lord  will be  your Fa - ther, Sav - ior,
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made  you  mine for - ev - er.  Go, my chil - dren,
touched him, saw his  glo - ry. Go, my chil - dren,
ten - der com - fort stilled you. Go, my chil - dren,
Com - fort - er, and Broth - er. Go, my chil - dren;
n
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with my bless - ing— You are my  own.
sins for - giv - en, At peace and  pure.
fed and nour - ished, Joy - ful and  free.
I will keep  you And give you peace.
Text:  Jaroslav J. Vajda, 1919-2008. © 1983 Concordia Publishing House. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Tune: AR HYD Y NOS (84 84 88 84) Welsh melody, 18th century.

[Easter Hymn Sing — 17]



In Christ Alone 752
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1 In Christ a - lone my hope is found.
2 In Christ a - lone— who took on flesh,
3 There in the ground his bod -y lay,

4 No guilt in life, no fear in death,
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He is my light, my  strength, my song;
Full - ness of  God in help - less  babe.
Light of the world by dark - ness slain;
This is the pow’r of Christ in me;
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This cor - ner -stone, this sol - id  ground,
This gift of love and right - eous - ness,
Then burst - ing forth in glo - rious  day

From life’s first cry to fi - nal breath,
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Firm through the fierc - est drought and storm.
Scorned by the ones he  came to save.
Up from the grave he rose a - gain!
Je - sus com -mands my des - tin - y.
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What  heights of  love, what depths of  peace,
Till on that cross, as Je - sus died,
And as he  stands in vic - tor - vy,

No pow’r of hell, no scheme of man
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‘  E——
SV Y — I —1 ) o ' o
Q) [ 4 | |4
When fears are stilled, when striv - ings  cease!
The wrath  of God was sat - - fied;
Sin’s  curse  has lost its grip  on me.
Can ev - er pluck me from his hand;
N #
- — =
- N \ — N 1 | c‘l
S D e * - D e
My Com - for - ter, my all in all,
For ev - ’ry sin on him was laid.
For 1 am his and he 18 mine —
Till he re - turns or calls me home,
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Here in the love of  Christ 1 stand.
Here in the death of  Christ 1 live.
Bought with the pre - cious blood of  Christ.
Here in the pow’r of  Christ 'l stand.
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This christological hymn summarizes the sacrificial, earthly life of our Savior and the glory that is
now his forever and ours through faith.

Tune:

IN CHRIST ALONE (88 88 D)
Text, Tune: Keith Getty, b. 1974 and Stuart Townend, b. 1963 © 2002 Thankyou Music; admin. EMI CMG Publishing.
International copyright secured. All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Note: This hymn is not covered by OneLicense.net. See the README file for more information.
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God Bless our Native Land 619
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I God bless  our na tive land! Firm may  she
2 For her our  prayers shall rise To God a -
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ev - er stand Through storm and  night! When the wild
bove the skies; On him we wait. Thou who art
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tem - pests rave, Ru - ler of wind and wave,
ev - er nigh, Guard -ing  with watch - ful eye,
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Do  thou  our coun - try save By thy great might.
To thee a - loud we  cry, God save the  state!

Text: Charles T. Brooks, 1813-83, st. 1, alt.; John S. Dwight, 1813-93, st. 2.
Tune: AMERICA (664 6664) Thesaurus Musicus, London, ¢. 1740.
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