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Come, Ye Faithful Raise the Strain  
Text: St. John of Damascus, c. 700 

Tune: Arthur Sullian’s St. Kevin, 1872 
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Come, ye faithful, raise the strain 
of triumphant gladness! 
God hath brought his Israel 
into joy from sadness: 
loosed from Pharoah's bitter yoke 
Jacob's sons and daughters, 
led them with unmoistened foot 
through the Red Sea waters. 

Neither might the gates of death, 
nor the tomb's dark portal, 
nor the watchers, nor the seal 
hold thee as a mortal: 
but today amidst the twelve 
thou didst stand, bestowing 
that thy peace which evermore 
passeth human knowing. 

'Tis the spring of souls today: 
Christ hath burst his prison, 
and from three days' sleep in death 
as a sun hath risen; 
all the winter of our sins, 
long and dark, is flying 
from his light, to whom we give 
laud and praise undying. 

Alleluia now we cry 
to our King Immortal, 
who triumphant burst the bars 
of the tomb's dark portal; 
alleluia, with the Son 
God the Father praising; 
alleluia yet again 
to the Spirit raising.

Now the queen of seasons, bright 
with the day of splendor, 
with the royal feast of feasts, 
comes its joy to render; 
comes to glad Jerusalem, 
who with true affection 
welcomes in unwearied strains  
Jesus' resurrection. 



Hail Thee Festival day   
Text: Venantius H. C. Fortunatus, c. 580 

Tune: Ralph Vaughan Williams’ Salve Festa Dies, 1906 
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Refrain: Hail thee, festival day! 
Blest day that art hallowed forever; 
day wherein Christ arose, 
breaking the kingdom of death.

Ill it beseemeth that thou, 
by whose hand all things are encompassed, 
captive and bound shouldst remain, 
deep in the gloom of the rock. Refrain 

Lo, the fair beauty of earth, 
from the death of the winter arising, 
every good gift of the year 
now with its Master returns. Refrain

Rise now, O Lord, from the grave 
and cast off the shroud that enwrapped thee; 
thou art sufficient for us; 
nothing without thee exists. Refrain 

He who was nailed to the Cross 
is God and the Ruler of all things; 
all things created on earth 
worship the Maker of all. Refrain 

Mourning they laid thee to rest, 
who art Author of life and creation; 
treading the pathway of death, 
life thou bestowedst on man. Refrain 

God of all pity and power, 
let thy word be assured to the doubted; 
light on the third day returns: 
rise, Son of God, from the tomb! Refrain 

Show us thy face once more, 
that the ages may joy in thy brightness; 
give us the light of day, 
darkened on earth at thy death. Refrain

Ill doth it seem that thy limbs  
should linger in lowly dishonor; 
ransom and price of the world, 
veiled from the vision of men. Refrain

Out of the prison of death 
thou art rescuing numberless captives; 
freely they tread in the way 
whither their Maker has gone. Refrain 

Loosen, O Lord, the enchained, 
the spirits imprisoned in darkness; 
rescue, recall into life those 
who are rushing to death. Refrain 

Jesus has harrowed hell; 
he had led captivity captive; 
darkness and chaos and death 
flee from the face of the light. Refrain



Jesus Christ is Risen Today   
Text: "Surrexit Christus Hodie" 

Tune: John Walsh’s Easter Hymn from Lyra Davidica, 1708 
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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! 

Sing we to our God above, Alleluia! 
praise eternal as God's love. Alleluia! 
Praise our God, ye heavenly host, Alleluia! 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. Alleluia!

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! 

Sing we to our God above, Alleluia! 
praise eternal as God's love. Alleluia! 
Praise our God, ye heavenly host, Alleluia! 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. Alleluia!



He Is Risen, He Is Risen!    
Text: Cecil Frances Alexander, 1846 

Tune: Joachim Neander’s  Unser Herrscher, 1680 
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He is risen, he is risen! 
Tell it out with joyful voice: 
he has burst his three days' prison; 
let the whole wide earth rejoice: 
death is conquered, man is free, 
Christ has won the victory. 

Come, ye sad and fearful-hearted, 
with glad smile and radiant brow! 
Lent's long shadows have departed; 
Jesus' woes are over now, 
and the passion that he bore-- 
sin and pain can vex no more. 

Come, with high and holy hymning, 
hail our Lord's triumphant day; 
not one darksome cloud is dimming 
yonder glorious morning ray, 
breaking o'er the purple east, 
symbol of our Easter feast. 

He is risen, he is risen! 
He hath opened heaven's gate: 
we are free from sin's dark prison, 
risen to a holier state; 
and a brighter Easter beam 
on our longing eyes shall stream.



Love’s Redeeming Work Is Done
Text: Charles Wesley, c. 1770 

Tune: Johannes Thommen’s Savannah, 1745 
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Love's redeeming work is done, 
fought the fight, the battle won. 
Lo, our Sun's eclipse is o'er! 
Lo, he sets in blood no more! 

Vain the stone, the watch, the seal! 
Christ has burst the gates of hell; 
death in vain forbids him rise; 
Christ has opened paradise. 

Lives again our victorious King; 
where, O death, is now thy sting? 
Dying once, he all doth save; 
where thy victory, O grave? 

Soar we now where Christ has led, 
following out exalted Head; 
made like him, like him we rise, 
ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

Hail the Lord of earth and heaven! 
Praise to thee by both be given: 
thee we greet triumphant now; 
hail, the Resurrection thou!



The Strife Is O’er, the Battle Done   
Text: Symphonia Sirenum Selectarum, 1695 
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Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 
The strife is o'er, the battle done, 
the victory of life is won; 
the song of triumph has begun. 
Alleluia! 

The powers of death have done their worst, 
but Christ their legions hath dispersed: 
let shout of holy joy outburst. 
Alleluia! 

The three sad days are quickly sped, 
he rises glorious from the dead: 
all glory to our risen Head! 
Alleluia! 

He closed the yawning gates of hell, 
the bars from heaven's high portals fell; 
let hymns of praise his triumphs tell! 
Alleluia! 

Lord! by the stripes which wounded thee, 
from death's dread sting thy servants free, 
that we may live and sing to thee. 
Alleluia! 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!



Tune: Giovanni Pierluigi da Palestrina’s Victory, 1591 

This Joyful Eastertide, 
Away with Sin and Sorrow   

Text: George Ratcliffe Woodward, 1894 

Tune: Vruchten, 1685 
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This joyful Eastertide,  
away with care and sorrow! 
My Love, the Crucified, 
hath sprung to life this morrow. 

Refrain: 
Had Christ, that once was slain, 
ne'er burst his three-day prison, 
our faith had been in vain; 
but now is Christ arisen, 
arisen, arisen, arisen. 

Death's flood hath lost its chill, 
since Jesus crossed the river: 
Lover of souls, from ill 
my passing soul deliver, Refrain 

My flesh in hope shall rest, 
and for a season slumber, 
till trump from east to west 
shall wake the dead in number. Refrain 



Welcome, Happy Morning! 
Age to Age Shall Say   
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"Welcome, happy morning!"  
age to age shall say: 
hell today is vanquished,  
heaven is won today! 
Lo! the dead is living,  
God for evermore! 
Him their true Creator,  
all his works adore! 

Maker and Redeemer,  
life and health of all, 
thou from heaven beholding  
human nature's fall, 
of the Father's Godhead  
true and only Son, 
mankind to deliver,  
manhood didst put on. 

Earth her joy confesses,  
clothing her for spring, 
all fresh gifts return  
with her returning King: 
bloom in every meadow,  
leaves on every bough, 
speak his sorrow ended,  
hail his triumph now.  

Thou, of life the Author,  
death didst undergo, 
tread the path of darkness,  
saving strength to show; 
come then, true and faithful,  
now fulfill thy word, 
'tis thine own third morning!  
rise, O buried Lord! 

Months in due succession,  
days of lengthening light, 
hours and passing moments  
praise thee in their flight. 
Brightness of the morning,  
sky and fields and sea, 
Vanquisher of darkness,  
bring their praise to thee. 

Loose the souls long prisoned,  
bound with Satan's chain; 
all that now is fallen  
raise to life again; 
show thy face in brightness,  
bid the nations see; 
bring again our daylight:  
day returns with thee!



Text: Venantius H. C. Fortunatus, c. 580 

Tune: Arthur Sullivan’s Fortunatus, 1872 

Hail the Day that Sees Him Rise   
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Hail the day that sees him rise, Alleluia! 
to his throne above the skies; Alleluia! 
Christ, the Lamb for sinners given, Alleluia! 
enters now the highest heaven! Alleluia! 

There for him high triumph waits; Alleluia! 
lift your heads, eternal gates! Alleluia! 
he hath conquered death and sin; Alleluia! 
take the King of glory in! Alleluia! 

See! he lifts his hands above; Alleluia! 
See! he shows the prints of love: Alleluia! 
Hark! his gracious lips bestow, Alleluia! 
blessings on his Church below. Alleluia! 

Still for us he intercedes, Alleluia! 
his prevailing death he pleads, Alleluia! 
near himself prepares our place, Alleluia! 
he the first fruits of our race. Alleluia! 

Lord, though parted from our sight, Alleluia! 
far above the starry height, Alleluia! 
grant our hearts may thither rise, Alleluia! 
seeking thee above the skies. Alleluia! 

There we shall with thee remain, Alleluia! 
partners of thy eternal reign, Alleluia! 
there thy face forever see, Alleluia! 
find our heaven of heavens in thee, Alleluia! 



Text: Charles Wesley, 1739 

Tune: Robert Williams’ Llanfair, 1817 

See the Conqueror Mounts in Triumph   
Text: Christopher Wordsworth, 1862 
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See, the Conqueror mounts in triumph;  
see the King in royal state, 
riding on the clouds, his chariot,  
to his heavenly palace gate. 
Hark! the choirs of angel voices  
joyful alleluias sing, 
and the portals high are lifted  
to receive their heavenly King. 

Now our heavenly Aaron enters,  
with his blood, within the veil; 
Joshua now is come to Canaan,  
and the kings before him quail; 
now he plants the tribes of Israel  
in their promised resting place; 
now our great Elijah offers  
double portion of his grace. 

Who is this that comes in glory,  
with the trump of jubilee? 
Lord of battles, God of armies,  
he has gained the victory. 
he who on the cross did suffer,  
he who from the grave arose, 
he has vanquished sin and Satan,  
he by death has spoiled his foes. 

He has raised our human nature 
on the clouds to God's right hand; 
there we sit in heavenly places, 
there with him in glory stand: 
Jesus reigns, adored by angels; 
man with God is on the throne; 
mighty Lord, in thine ascension 
we by faith behold our own. 

While he raised his hands in blessing,  
he was parted from his friends 
while their eager eyes behold him,  
he upon the clouds ascends; 
he who walked with God and pleased him,  
preaching truth and doom to come, 
he, our Enoch, is translated  
to his everlasting home. 

Glory be to God the Father,  
glory be to God the Son, 
dying, risen, ascending for us,  
who the heavenly realm has won; 
glory to the Holy Spirit,  
to One God in persons Three; 
glory both in earth and heaven,  
glory, endless glory, be.



Tune: In Babilone, 1710 

The Lord Ascendeth up on High
Text: Arthur Tozer Russell, 1851 

Tune: Johann Gottfried Schicht’s Ascendit Deus, 1819 
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The Lord ascendeth up on high, 
the Lord hath triumphed gloriously, 
in power and might excelling; 
the grave and hell are captive led, 
lo! he returns, our glorious Head, 
to his eternal dwelling. 

The heavens with joy receive their Lord, 
by saints, by angel hosts adored, 
O day of exultation! 
O earth, adore thy glorious King! 
His rising, his ascension sing 
with grateful adoration! 

Our great high Priest hath gone before, 
now on his Church his grace to pour, 
and still his love he giveth; 
O may our hearts to him ascend; 
may all within us upward tend 
to him who ever liveth! 
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