
Hymn 410 Jesus Christ is risen today 

 

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 anguish he endured Alleluia! 

our salvation has procured; Alleluia! 

now in heaven Christ is King, Alleluia! 

where the angels ever sing. Alleluia! 

 

Sing we to our God above Alleluia! 

praise eternal as his love; Alleluia! 

praise him, all you heavenly host, Alleluia! 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. Alleluia! 

 

 

Hymn 416 Christ is alive (Truro) 

 

Christ is alive! Let Christians sing. 

The cross stands empty to the sky. 

Let streets and homes with praises ring. 

Love, drowned in death, shall never die. 

 

Christ is alive!  No longer bound 

to distant years in Palestine, 

but saving, healing, here and now, 

and touching every place and time. 

 

 



In every insult, rift and war, 

where colour, scorn, or wealth divide, 

Christ suffers still, yet loves the more, 

and lives, where even hope has died. 

  

Women and men, in age and youth, 

can feel the Spirit, hear the call, 

and find the way, the life, the truth, 

revealed in Jesus, freed for all. 

  

Christ is alive, and comes to bring 

good news to this and every age, 

till earth and sky and ocean ring 

with joy, with justice, love, and praise. 

  

 

 

Hymn 417 Now the green blade riseth 

 

Now the green blade riseth from the buried grain, 

wheat that in dark earth many days has lain; 

love lives again, that with the dead has been: 

 Love is come again, 

 like wheat that springeth green. 

 

In the grave they laid him, Love whom men had slain, 

thinking that never he would wake again, 

laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen:  

 Love is come again, 

 like wheat that springeth green. 

 

Forth he came at Easter, like the risen grain, 

he that for three days in the grave had lain, 

quick from the dead my risen Lord is seen:  

 Love is come again, 

 like wheat that springeth green. 



 

When our hearts are wintry, grieving, or in pain, 

thy touch can call us back to life again, 

fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been:  

 Love is come again, 

 like wheat that springeth green. 

 

Hymn 426 All heaven declares 

 

All heaven declares 

the glory of the risen Lord; 

who can compare 

with the beauty of the Lord? 

For ever he will be 

the Lamb upon the throne; 

I gladly bow the knee, 

and worship him alone. 

 

I will proclaim 

the glory of the risen Lord, 

who once was slain 

to reconcile the world to God. 

For ever you will be 

the Lamb upon the throne; 

I gladly bow the knee, 

and worship you alone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hymn 419 Thine be the glory 

 

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son, 

endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won; 

angels in bright raiment rolled the stone away, 

kept the folded grave-clothes, where thy body lay. 

  

Thine be the glory, risen, conquering Son, 

endless is the victory thou o’er death hast won. 

  

Lo! Jesus meets us, risen from the tomb; 

lovingly he greets us, scatters fear and gloom; 

let the Church with gladness hymns of triumph sing, 

for her Lord now liveth; death hath lost its sting. 

  

No more we doubt thee, glorious Prince of Life; 

life is naught without thee:  aid us in our strife; 

make us more than conquerors, through thy deathless love: 

bring us safe through Jordan to thy home above. 

  

 

 


