Come, You Faithful, Raise the Strain
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1 Come, you faith-ful, raise the strain of tri - um - phant glad - ness!
2 'Tis  the spring of souls to - day: Christ has burst his pris - on,
3 Now the queen of sea-sons,bright with the day of splen - dor,
4 Nei - ther could the gates of death, nor the tomb’s dark por - tal,
5 Al - le - lu - ial! now we cry to our Lord im - mor - tal,
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God has brought forth Is - ra - el in - to joy from sad - ness,
and from three days’ sleep in death as a sun  has ris - en.
with the roy - al feast of feasts comes its joy to ren - der;
nor the watch - ers, nor the seal, hold you as a mor - tal:
who ftri - um - phant burst the bars of the tomb’s dark por - tal;

D ~ ———— — =
i o F———
Y 1 ] | el [7) P ] |
J , ' ! o <

loosed from Pha-raoh’s bit - ter yoke Ja - cob’s sons and daugh-ters;
All the win-ter of our sins, long and dark, is fly - ing
comes to glad Jer - u - sa - lem, who with true af - fec - tion
but to - day, a-mong your own, you ap - pear, be - stow - ing
Al - le - lu-ial with the Son God the Fa - ther prais - ing;
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led them with un-moist-ened foot through the Red Sea wa - ters.
from the Light to whom we give laud and praise un - dy - ing.
wel - comes in un - wea - ried strain Je - sus’ res - wur - rec - tion!
your deep peace, which ev - er-more pass - es  hu- man know-ing.
Al - le - Iu - ia! yet to the Spir - it rais - ing.
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Text: John of Damascus, ¢. 696—c. 754; tr. John Mason Neale, 1818-1866, alt.

Music: Johann Horn, 1490-1547
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HOPE, ASSURANCE

635 We Walk by Faith
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1 We walk by faith and not by sight; with
2 We may not touch your hands and side, nor
3 Help then, O Lord, our un - be - lef; and
4 For you, O res ur - rec - ted Lord, are
5 And when our life of faith is done, - in
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gra - cious words draw near, O Christ, who spoke as
fol - low where you trod; but in your prom - ise
may our faith a - bound to call on you  when
found in means di - vine: be - neath the wa - ter
realms of ~clear - er light may we be - hold you
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none e’er spoke: “My peace be  with  you here.”
we re - joice, and cry, “My Lord and God!”
you are near and seek where you are found:
and the word, be - neath the bread and wine.
as you are, with full and end - less sight.
Text: Henry Alford, 1810-1871, alt. SHANTI

Music: Marty Haugen, b. 1950
Music © 1984 GIA Publications, Inc.
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How Small Our Span of Life
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1 How small our span of life, O God, our years from birth till death:

2 And yet our speck of life

3 O  Christ, you left

is spanned by your
e - ter - ni - ty

in-fin - i - ty;
to plunge in time’s swift stream,

4 We thank you, God, for kind-ling faith that lights our tran - sient years,
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a sin - gle beat with - in the heart, the catch-ing of a breath,
our tick of time on earth is caught in your e -ter - ni - ty.
to share the short-ness of our span, our mor - tal lives re - deem.
il - Iu-min-ing our pil-grim-age through mists of doubt and fears;

Text: Herman G. Stuempfle Jr., b. 1923
Music: English traditional
Text © 1993 GIA Publications, Inc.
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Thine Is the Glory
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1 Thine is the glo - ry, ris - en, con-quring Son; end-less is  the
2 Lo, Je-sus meetsthee, ris - en from the tomb! Lov-ing-ly he
3 No more we doubt thee, glo - rious Prince of life; life is naught with-
. . o oo
e s -~ £ f r»gi ¢
P9 ———"———fo =
I I ‘

0 1 : _

A% 2 il ——— —— | l |

@ VD ] = . 1} ’ ]

J ; ri_f“* ~©0— e
vic - t'ry thou o’er death hast won! An - gels in bright rai - ment
greets thee, scat-ters fear and gloom; let  his church with glad - ness
out thee; aid- us in  our strife; make us more than con-qu’rors,
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rolled the stone a - way, kept the fold - ed grave-clothes
hymns of  tri - umph sing, for the Lord now  liv - eth;
throughthy death-less  love; bring us safe through Jor - dan
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where thy bod - y lay.
death hath lost its sting! Thine is the glo - ry, ris - en, con-qu’ring
to thy home a - bove.
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Son; end - less is the vic - try thou o’er death hast won!
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Text: Edmond Budry, 1854-1932; tr. R. Birch Hoyle, 1875-1939 JUDAS MACCABAEUS

Music: George Frideric Handel, 1685-1759
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