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1. Christ the Lord is Risen Today
Lyrics by Charles Wesley
Tune from Lyra Davidica, arr. Jody Killingsworth

Christ, the Lord, is risen today, Alleluia!
Sons of men and angels say, Alleluia!
Raise your joys and triumphs high, Alleluia!
Sing, ye heavens, and earth, reply, Alleluia!
 
Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, Alleluia!
Christ hath burst the gates of hell, Alleluia!
Death in vain forbids His rise, Alleluia!
Christ hath opened paradise, Alleluia!
 
Lives again our glorious King, Alleluia!
Where, O death, is now thy sting? Alleluia!
Once He died our souls to save, Alleluia!
Where thy victory, O grave? Alleluia!
 
Soar we now where Christ hath led, Alleluia!
Following our exalted Head, Alleluia!
Made like Him, like Him we rise, Alleluia!
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies, Alleluia!
 
Hail, the Lord of earth and heaven, Alleluia!
Praise to Thee by both be given, Alleluia!
Thee we greet triumphant now, Alleluia!
Hail, the resurrection, Thou, Alleluia!—
Alleluia!

2. Psalm 1 | How Blessed is the Man
Adapted for singing by Jody Killingsworth

How blessed is the man who does not 
Walk in the counsel of the wicked;
And where the boastful sinners talk
Will he refuse to stand;       
He doesn’t join with men who scoff,
He dare not even sit among them,
But his delight is in God’s Law
It is his hope and prayer.
 
Chorus
In the Law he meditates
In the Law he meditates
In the Law he meditates
In the night and in the day
 
He’s planted like a tree that’s rooted
By the streams of living water,
That bears in season its good fruit
For other souls to share;
Its leaves won’t die away or wither;
All he tries to do will prosper,
For his delight is in God’s Law,
It is his hope and prayer.
 
(Chorus)
 
The wicked are not so, they’re like the
Chaff the autumn winds will scatter;
When judgment starts to blow
They’ll meet the fury of the Day.
The righteous God will know, He’ll see them
On to everlasting harbor;
The wicked, though, not so, God’s wrath 
Will drive them far away.
 
(Chorus x2)
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3. Stricken, Smitten, and Afflicted
Lyrics by Thomas Kelly
Tune from Geistliche Volkslieder, arr. Alex McNeilly

Stricken, smitten, and afflicted,
See Him dying on the tree!
’Tis the Christ by man rejected;
Yes, my soul, ’tis He, ’tis He!
’Tis the long expected Prophet,
David’s Son, yet David’s Lord;
By His Son God now has spoken:
‘Tis the true and faithful Word.
 
Tell me, ye who hear Him groaning,
Was there ever grief like His?
Friends through fear His cause disowning,
Foes insulting His distress;
Many hands were raised to wound Him,
None would interpose to save;
But the deepest stroke that pierced Him
Was the stroke that Justice gave.
 
Ye who think of sin but lightly,
Nor suppose the evil great,
Here may view its nature rightly,
Here its guilt may estimate.
Mark the sacrifice appointed,
See Who bears the awful load;
’Tis the Word, the Lord’s Anointed,
Son of Man and Son of God.
 
Here we have a firm foundation,
Here the refuge of the lost;
Christ’s the Rock of our salvation,
His the Name of which we boast.
Lamb of God for sinners wounded,
Sacrifice to cancel guilt!
None shall ever be confounded
Who on Him their hope have built.

4. Prepare, My Soul, to Meet Him
V1, Anonymous; V2-V4, William B. Collyer; alt. Thomas Cotterill
Alt. Lyrics and Music by Jody Killingsworth

Great God, what do I see and hear!
The end of things created:
The Judge of mankind doth appear 
On clouds of glory seated;
The trumpet sounds, the graves restore
The dead which they contained before:
Prepare, my soul, to meet Him!
 
The dead in Christ shall first arise 
At that last trumpet’s sounding,
Caught up to meet Him in the skies,
With joy their Lord surrounding;
No gloomy fears their souls dismay;
His presence sheds eternal day
On those prepared to meet Him!
 
The ungodly, filled with guilty fears,
Behold His wrath prevailing;
For they shall rise and find their tears
And sighs are unavailing:
The day of grace is past and gone;
Trembling they stand before His throne,
All unprepared to meet Him!
 
Great Judge, to Thee our prayers we pour,
In deep abasement bending;
O shield us through that last dread hour,
Thy wondrous love extending.
May we, in this our trial day, 
With faithful hearts Thy Word obey,
And thus prepare to meet Thee.
 
Great God, what do I see and hear!
The end of things created:
The Judge of mankind doth appear, 
On clouds of glory seated;
The trumpet sounds, the graves restore
The dead which they contained before:
Prepare, my soul—  to meet Him!
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5. The Church's One Foundation
Lyrics by Samuel J. Stone
Tune by Samuel S. Wesley, arr. Jody Killingsworth

The Church’s one foundation 
Is Jesus Christ, her Lord; 
She is His new creation 
By water and the Word. 
From heaven He came and sought her 
To be His holy bride; 
With His own blood He bought her, 
And for her life He died. 
 
Elect from every nation, 
Yet one o’er all the earth,
Her charter of salvation
One Lord, one faith, one birth; 
One holy name she blesses, 
Partakes one holy food, 
And to one hope she presses, 
With every grace endued. 
 
Though with a scornful wonder 
Men see her sore oppressed, 
By schisms rent asunder, 
By heresies distressed, 
Yet saints their watch are keeping, 
Their cry goes up, “How long?” 
And soon the night of weeping 
Shall be the morn of song. 
 
The Church shall never perish!
Her dear Lord to defend,
To guide, sustain, and cherish,
Is with her to the end;
Though there be those that hate her,
And false sons in her pale,
Against or foe or traitor 
She ever shall prevail.
 
’Mid toil and tribulation, 
And tumult of her war, 
She waits the consummation 
Of peace forevermore; 
Till with the vision glorious 
Her longing eyes are blest, 
And the great Church victorious 
Shall be the Church at rest. 
 
Yet she on earth hath union 
With God the Three in One, 
And mystic sweet communion 
With those whose rest is won: 
O happy ones and holy! 
Lord, give us grace that we 
Like them, the meek and lowly, 
On high may dwell with Thee.

6. Come, Thou Almighty King
Lyrics: Anonymous
Tune: Italian Hymn

Come, Thou almighty King,
Help us Thy Name to sing, help us to praise!
Father all glorious, o’er all victorious,
Come and reign over us, Ancient of Days!
 
Come, Thou incarnate Word,
Gird on Thy mighty sword, our prayer attend!
Come, and Thy people bless, and give Thy Word 
success,
Spirit of holiness, on us descend!
 
Come, holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear in this glad hour.
Thou Who almighty art, now rule in every heart,
And ne’er from us depart, Spirit of power!
 
To the great One in Three
Eternal praises be, hence, evermore.
His sovereign majesty may we in glory see,
And to eternity love and adore!

7. Ah, Holy Jesus
Lyrics by Johann Heermann, tr. Robert S. Bridges
Tune by Johann Crüger, arr. Jody Killingsworth     

Ah, holy Jesus, how hast Thou offended, 
That man to judge Thee hath in hate pretended? 
By foes derided, by Thine own rejected, 
O most afflicted! 
 
Who was the guilty? Who brought this upon Thee? 
Alas, my treason, Jesus, hath undone Thee! 
'Twas I, Lord Jesus, I it was denied Thee; 
I crucified Thee. 
 
Lo, the Good Shepherd for the sheep is offered; 
The slave hath sinned, and the Son hath suffered. 
For man’s atonement, while he nothing heedeth, 
God intercedeth. 
 
For me, kind Jesus, was Thine incarnation, 
Thy mortal sorrow, and Thy life's oblation: 
Thy death of anguish and Thy bitter passion, 
For my salvation. 
 
Therefore, kind Jesus, since I cannot pay Thee, 
I do adore Thee, and will ever pray Thee, 
Think on Thy pity and Thy love unswerving, 
Not my deserving. 
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8. Come, Christians, Join to Sing
Lyrics by Christian H. Bateman

Come, Christians, join to sing
Alleluia! Amen!
Loud praise to Christ our King;
Alleluia! Amen!
Let all, with heart and voice,
Before His throne rejoice;
Praise is His gracious choice.
Alleluia! Amen!
 
Come, lift your hearts on high,
Alleluia! Amen!
Let praises fill the sky;
Alleluia! Amen!
He is our Guide and Friend;
To us He’ll condescend;
His love shall never end.
Alleluia! Amen!
 
Praise yet our Christ again,
Alleluia! Amen!
Life shall not end the strain;
Alleluia! Amen!
On heaven’s blissful shore,
His goodness we’ll adore,
Singing forevermore,
“Alleluia! Amen!”
 
On heaven’s blissful shore,
His goodness we’ll adore,
Singing forevermore,
“Alleluia! Amen!”

9. O Sacred Head Now Wounded
Lyrics by Bernard of Clairvaux, tr. James W. Alexander
Tune by Hans Leo Hassler, arr. Jody Killingsworth

O sacred Head, now wounded, 
with grief and shame weighed down;
Now scornfully surrounded 
with thorns, Thine only crown;
How pale Thou art with anguish, 
with sore abuse and scorn!
How does that visage languish, 
which once was bright as morn!
What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered 
was all for sinners’ gain;
Mine, mine was the transgression, 
but Thine the deadly pain.
Lo, here I fall, my Savior! 
’Tis I deserve Thy place;
Look on me with Thy favor, 
vouchsafe to me Thy grace.
 
What language shall I borrow 
to thank Thee, dearest Friend,
For this, Thy dying sorrow, 
Thy pity without end?
O make me Thine forever; 
And should I fainting be,
Lord, let me never, never 
outlive my love to Thee.
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10. O the Deep, Deep Love of Jesus
Lyrics by Samuel Trevor Francis
Tune by Thomas John Williams, arr. Jody Killingsworth

O the deep, deep love of Jesus! Vast, unmeasured, 
boundless, free;
Rolling as a mighty ocean in its fullness over me.
Underneath me, all around me, is the current of Thy 
love;
Leading onward, leading homeward, to Thy glorious 
rest above.

O the deep, deep love of Jesus! Spread His praise from 
shore to shore!
How He loveth, ever loveth, changeth never, 
nevermore;
How He watches o’er His loved ones, died to call them 
all His own;
How for them He intercedeth, watcheth o’er them from 
the throne.

O the deep, deep love of Jesus! Love of every love the 
best:
’Tis an ocean vast of blessing, ’tis a haven sweet of 
rest.
O the deep, deep love of Jesus! ’Tis a heaven of 
heavens to me;
And it lifts me up to glory, for it lifts me up to Thee!

11. Holy, Holy, Holy
Lyrics by Reginald Heber
Tune by John B. Dykes, arr. Jody Killingsworth

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!
Early in the morning our song shall rise to Thee;
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty!
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity.

Holy, holy, holy! All the saints adore Thee,
Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy 
sea;
Cherubim and seraphim, falling down before Thee,
Who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be.

Holy, holy, holy! Though the darkness hide Thee,
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see;
Only Thou art holy; there is none beside Thee,
Perfect in pow’r, in love, and purity.

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!
All Thy works shall praise Thy name in earth and sky 
and sea;
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty!
God in three Persons, blessed Trinity.
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12. Wash Me in the Blood
Lyrics by Horatius Bonar
Alt. Lyrics and Music by Philip Moyer

A few more years shall roll,
A few more seasons come,
And we shall be with those that rest
Asleep within the tomb;
Then, O my Lord, prepare
My soul for that great day.
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
A few more storms shall beat
On this wild rocky shore,
And we shall be where tempests cease,
And surges swell no more;
Then, O my Lord, prepare
My soul for that calm day.
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
Chorus
O wash me in the blood;
O, in the precious blood,
Wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
In just a little while,
The Lord shall come again
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
A few more struggles here,
A few more partings o’er,
A few more toils, a few more tears,
And we shall weep no more:
Then, O my Lord, prepare
My soul for that bright day.
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
A few more Sabbaths here
Shall cheer us on our way,
And we shall reach the endless rest,
Of that eternal day.
Then, O my Lord, prepare
My soul for that sweet day.
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
(Chorus)
 

In just a little while,
The Lord shall come again,
The one who died, and now who lives
That we might reign with Him;
Then, O my Lord, prepare
My soul for that glad day.
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
 
O wash me in the precious blood,
And take my sins away.
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