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HOLY BAPTISM

6

i

= P & &
the cross of Je - sus on your brow, the seal both felt and heard.
the sin- less one from life was torn; our life comes through his death.
to rise a-gain by his de-sign as  fol -I'wers of his way.
that wash-es us through all our days.Come,cleanse a - gain  this hour.
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We Know That Christ Is Raised 449
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1 We know that Christ is raised and dies no mose.
2 We share by wa - ter in his sav - ing death.
3 The Fa - ther’'s splen - dor clothes the Son with  life.
4 A new cre - a - ftion comes to life and ZTOWS
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Fm-braced by  death, he broke its fear - ful hold, ~
Re - born, we share with him an Eas - ter life,
The Spir - it’s fis - sion shakes the church of God.
as Christ’'s new bod - ¥y takes on flesh and blood.
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and our de - spair he tumed to  blaz - ing joy.
as  liv - ing mem - bers  of our Sav - ior Christ.
Bap-tized, we ive with God the Three in One.
The u - ni - verse re - stored and whole will  sing:
)} & ;
7 | o
n—° @ e E
A ! !
Hal - e - Iu - jah!
Text:John B. Geyer,b. 1932 ENGELBERG
Music: Charles V. Stanford, 18521924 1010 10 4

Text © John B, Geyer
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Now the Green Blade Rises
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1 Now the green blade r1is - es from the bur-ied  grain,
2 In the grave they laid him, love by ha-tred slain,
3 Forth he came at Eas - ter like the ris -en  gran,
4 When our hearts are win - {ry, griev -ing, or 1in pain,
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wheat that in  dark earth man -y days has lain;
think - ing that he would nev-er wake a - gain,
he that for three days in  the grave had lain;
your touch can call  us back to life a - gain,
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love lives a - gain, that with the dead has  been;
laid in the earth like grain that sleeps un - seen;
raised from the dead, my liv - ing Lord is seen;
fields of our |hearts that dead and bare have been;
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love is come a - gain like wheat a - 1is - ing  green.
Text:John MacLeod Campbell Crum, 1872-1958 NOELNOUVELET
Music: French carol 1110 10 11

Text © Oxford University Press

Hallelujah! Jesus Lives!
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Hal-le - lu - jah!  An - gels, sing!

Join with us
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Hal-le - lu - jah! Je -sus lives! He is now the Liv - ing One;
Je - sus lives! Why do vyou weep? Why that sad and mourn-ful sigh?
Je - sus lives! And  thus, my soul, life e - ter - nal waits for you,
Je - sus lives! Let all re - joice. Praise him, ran-somed of  the earth.

in  hymns of praise.
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Text: Carl B. Garve, 1763-1841; tr.Jane L. Borthwick, 1813-1887, alt.
Music: Ludvig M. Lindeman, 1812-1887
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PRAISE, THANKSGIVING

881 Let All Things Now Living
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i Let all things now liv-ing a song of thanks - giv - ing to
2 God rules all the forc - es: the  stars in their  cours-es and
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God  the cre - a - ftor tri - um - phant - ly raise,
sun in its or - bit o - be - dient - ly shine;
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who fash-ioned and made wus, pro-tect-ed and stayed us, who
the  hills and the moun - tains, the 1iv - ers and foun - tains, the
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still  guides us on to the end  of our days.
deeps of the o - cean pro - claim God di - vine
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God’s  ban - ners are oer us, God’s light goes be -
We too should be voic ~ Ing  our love  and e -
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fore us, a pil - lar  of fire shin-ing forth in the  night,
joic-ing; with glad ad - o .- ra-tion a song let wus raise
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till shad-ows have van-ished and dark-ness 1s ban - ished, as
till  all things now liv-ing u - nite in thanks - giv - ing: “To
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for - ward we trav - el from light in - to light.
God the high - est, ho - san - na and praise!”
Text: Katherine K. Davis, 1892-1980, alt. THE ASH GROVE
Music: Welsh folk tune 66116611D

Text © 1939, 1966 B. C. Schirmer Music Company




