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CHRIST IS RISEN, HE IS RISEN INDEED
1 How can it be, the one who died,
has borne our sin through sacrifice
to conquer every sting of death?
Sing, sing hallelujah.
For joy awakes as dawning light
when Christ’s disciples lift their eyes.
Alive he stands, their Friend and King;
Christ, Christ he is risen.
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed!
Oh, sing hallelujah.
Join the chorus, sing with the redeemed;
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed.

2 Where doubt and darkness once had been,
they saw him and their hearts believed.
But blessed are those who have not seen,
yet sing hallelujah.
Once bound by fear now bold in faith,
they preached the truth and pow’r of grace.
and pouring out their lives they gained
Life, life everlasting.
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed!
Oh, sing hallelujah.
Join the chorus, sing with the redeemed;
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed.
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3 The pow’r that raised him from the grave
now works in us to pow’rfully save.
He frees our hearts to live his grace;
go tell of his goodness.
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed!
Oh, sing hallelujah.
Join the chorus, sing with the redeemed;
Christ is risen, he is risen indeed.
4 He is risen—he’s alive, he’s alive:
Heaven’s gates are opened wide.
He’s alive, he’s alive:
Now in heaven glorified.
He’s alive, he’s alive:
Heaven’s gates are opened wide.
He’s alive, he’s alive:
Now in heaven glorified.
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IMMORTAL, INVISIBLE
1 Immortal, invisible, God only wise,
in light inaccessible hid from our eyes,
most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days,
almighty, victorious—thy great name we praise.

2 Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light,
nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might;
thy justice, like mountains, high soaring above
thy clouds, which are fountains of goodness and love.
3 To all, life thou givest—to both great and small,
in all life thou livest—the true life of all;
we blossom and flourish as leaves on the tree,
and wither and perish—but naught changest thee.
4 Great Father of glory, pure Father of light,
thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight;
all praise we would render—O help us to see
‘tis only the splendour of light hideth thee!
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HOW DEEP THE FATHER’S LOVE FOR US
1 How deep the Father’s love for us! How vast beyond all
measure:
that he should give his only Son to make a wretch his treasure!
How great the pain of searing loss: the Father turns his face away;
as wounds which mar the Chosen One bring many sons to glory!

2 Behold the man upon the cross, my sin upon his shoulders!
Ashamed I hear my mocking voice call out among the scoffers.
It was my sin that held him there until it was accomplished;
his dying breath has brought me life: I know that it is finished!
3 I will not boast in anything: no gifts, no pow’r, no wisdom;
but I will boast in Jesus Christ: his death and resurrection!
Why should I gain from his reward? I cannot give an answer!
But this I know with all my heart: His wounds have paid my
ransom!
Why should I gain from his reward? I cannot give an answer!
But this I know with all my heart: His wounds have paid my
ransom!
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HOW FIRM A FOUNDATION
1 How firm a foundation, you saints of the Lord,
is laid for your faith in his excellent word!
What more can he say than to you he has said,
to all who for refuge to Jesus have fled?

2 Since Jesus is with you, do not be afraid;
since he is your God, you need not be dismayed:
He’ll strengthen you, guard you, and help you to stand
upheld by his righteous, omnipotent hand.
3 When through the deep waters he calls you to go,
you will not be drowned in the rivers of woe;
for he will be with you in trouble, to bless
and work for your good through your deepest distress.
4 When through fiery trials your pathway shall lie,
his grace all-sufficient shall be your supply;
the flames shall not hurt you: He only designs
your dross to consume and your gold to refine.
5 The soul that in Jesus has found its repose,
he will not, he cannot, desert to its foes;
That soul, though all hell should endeavour to shake,
he’ll never, no never, no never forsake!
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THE LORD’S MY SHEPHERD
1 The Lord’s my shepherd, I’ll not want;
he makes me lie in pastures green.
He leads me by the still, still waters,
his goodness restores my soul.
And I will trust in you alone,
and I will trust in you alone,
for your endless mercy follows me,
your goodness will lead me home.

2 He guides my ways in righteousness,
and he anoints my head with oil,
and my cup, it overflows with joy,
I feast on his pure delights.
3 And though I walk the darkest path,
I will not fear the evil one,
for you are with me, and your rod and staff
are the comfort I need to know.
And I will trust in you alone,
and I will trust in you alone,
for your endless mercy follows me,
your goodness will lead me home,
your goodness will lead me home.

