109 He is Risen, He is Risen! Easter
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1. He is ris-en, he is ris-en! Tell it out with joy - ful voice:
2.Come, ye sad and fear-ful-heart-ed, with glad smile and ra-diant brow:
3. Come,with high and ho -ly hymn-ing, chant our ~ Lord's tri - um-phant lay;
4. He is ris-en, he is ris-en! He hath o - pened heav-en's gate:
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we

has burst his

Lent's long shad-ows

are free from

three days' pris-on; let the whole wide earth re-joice:
have de-part-ed; all his woes are 0 - Ver now,
not one darksome cloud is dim-ming yon-der glo-rious morn-ing ray,

sin's dark pris-on, ris - en to a ho - lier state;
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death is con-quer'd,

and

the pas - sion

break-ing o'er the

and

a bright - er

man is free, Christ has won the vic - to - ry.

that he bore: sin and pain can vex no more.
pur-ple east, sym - bol of our Eas-ter feast.
Eas-ter beam on our long-ing eyes shall stream.
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Text: Cecil Frances Alexander, 1846, alt.
Tune: Neander, Joachim Neander, 1680
87.87.77

153 Come, Risen Lord, and Deign to be our Guest Communion

1. Come, ris - en Lord,and deign to be our guest; nay, let us be thy
2. We meet, as in that up - per room they met; thou at the ta-ble,
3. One bod -y we, one Bod-y who par-take, one Church u - nit - ed
4. One with each oth -er, Lord, for one in thee, who art one Sav-ior

guests; the feast is thine; thy - self at thine own board make man -1 -
bless-ing, yet dost stand:"This  is my Bod-y"; so thou giv - est
in com-mun-ion blest; one name we bear, one Bread of life we
and one liv-ing Head then o - pen thou our eyes, that we may

fest in  thine own Sac - ra - ment of Bread and Wine.
yet: faith still re-ceives the cup as from thy hand.
break, with all thy saints on earth and saints at  rest.
see; be known to us in break-ing of the Bread. A-men.
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Text: George Wallace Briggs, 1933
Tune: Edsall, George Henry Day, 1940
10.10.10.10



113 O Sons and Daughters of the King Easter

Before the first stanza
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Al -le - lu-ia! Al-le - lu-ia! Al-le - lu - ial

\
1. O sons and daugh - ters of the King, whom heav'n - ly
2. On that first mom - ing of the week, be - fore the
3. An  An-gel bade their sor - row flee, for thus  he
4

. That night th'A - pos - tles met in fear; a - midst them
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hosts in glo - 1y sing, to - day the
day be - gan to break, the Ma - rys
spake un - to the three: "Your Lord is
came their Lord most dear, and said, "Peace
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grave hath lost its sting. Al-le - lu - ia!
went their  Lord to seek. Al-le - Tu - ia!
gone to Gal - i - lee" Al-le - lu - ia!
be un - to you  here!" Al-le - lu - ia!
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After final stanza
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Al-le - lu-ia! Al-le - lu-ial Al-le - lu - ia!
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5. When Thomas afterwards had heard
that Jesus had fulfilled his word,
he doubted if it were the Lord. Alleluia!

6. "Thomas, behold my side," saith he,
"My hands, my feet, my body see;
and doubt not, but believe in me." Alleluia!

7. No longer Thomas then denied;
he saw the feet, the hands, the side;
"Thou art my Lord and God," he cried. Alleluia!

8. Blessed are they that have not seen,
and yet whose faith hath constant been,
in life eternal they shall reign. Alleluia!

9. On this most holy day of days,
to God your hearts and voices raise
in laud, and jubilee, and praise. Alleluia!

10. And we with Holy Church unite,
as evermore is just and right,
in glory to the King of Light. Alleluia!

Text: O filii et filiae, Jean Tisserand, 15th c.,

tr. John Mason Neale, 1852

Tune: O Filii et Filiae, 15th c. French melody, harm. Winfred Douglas, 1918
8.8.8 with alleluias



