Hymns for Sunday, April 18, 2021

OPENING HYMN - 464 The Strife Is O'er, the Battle Done

Au Refrain
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Al-le-lu - ia, al-le-lu - ia, al-le-lu - ia!
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1 The strife 18 o’er, the bat - tle done;
2 The powrs of death have  done their  worst,
3 The three sad days have quick - ly sped,
4 He broke the age - bound chains of hell;
5 Lord, by the  stripes which  wound - ed Thee,
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Now is the vic - tor’s  tri - umph won;
But Christ  their le - gions Thath dis - persed.
He ris - es glo - rious from the dead.
The bars from heav'n’s high por - tals fell.
From death’s dread sting Thy ser -  vants free
A The Refrain is repeated after st. 5.
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Now be the song of praise be - gun. Al-le - lu - ia!
Let shouts of ho - ly joy out - burst. Al-le - lu - ia!
All glo - ry to  our ris - en Head! Al-le - lu - ia!
Let hymns of praise His tri - umph tell Al-le - lu - ia!
That we may live and sing to Thee. Al-le - lu - ia!
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SERMON HYMN - 483 With High Delight Let Us Unite
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1 With high de-light Let us u - nite In songs of great
2 True God, He first From death has burst Forth in - to life,
3 Let prais-es ring; Give thanks, and bring To Christ our Lord
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ju-bi-la tion. Ye pure in heart, All bear your Dpart,
all sub-du ing. His en-e - my Doth van-quished lie;
ad-o0-r tion. His hon-or speed By word and deed
i 9 £, - . — T \ = ]
e — e e 1 g ! - ——
U [ d & d [ ) | I ! I ]
Sing Je - sus Christ, our sal-va - tion, To set  us
His death has been death’s un-do -  ing. “And yours shall
To ev - ry land, ev - ry na -  tion. So  shall His
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free For - ev - er, He Is ris’n and  sends To all earth’s
be Like vic - to - ry Yer death and grave,” Saith He, who
love Give us a - bove, From mis - er - y  And death set
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ends Good news (o save ev - ry na - tion.
gave His life  for us, lite re - new - mng.
free, All joy and full con - s0 - la - tion.
DISTRIBUTION HYMN #1 - 624 The Infant Priest Was Holy Born
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1 The i - fant Priest was ho - ly bom For us un -
2 This great High Priest in hu - man flesh Was 1 - con
3The ho - 1ly Lamb wun-daunt - ed came To God’s own
4 But death would not the vic - tor Dbe Of Him who
5 The veil 18 torn, our Priest we  see, As at the
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ho - ly and for - lorn; From flesh - ly tem - ple
of God’s righ - teous - ness. His hal - lowed touch brought
al - tar lit with  flame; While weep - ing an - gels
hung up - on the tree. He leads us to the
rail on bend - ed knee Our hun - gry mouths from
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forth came He, A - noint - ed from e - ter - ni -ty
sanc - ti - ty; His hand re-moved im - pu - 1 - ty.
hid their eyes, This Priest  be-came a sac - 11 - fice.
Ho - 1y Place With - in the wveil, be - fore God’s face.
Him re - ceive The bread of im - mor-tal - 1 - tv.
6 The body of God's Lamb we eat, 7 With cherubim and seraphim

A priestly food and priestly meat;
On sin-parched lips the chalice pours
His quenching blood that life restores.

Our voices join the endless hymn,

And "Holy, holy, holy” sing

To Christ, God's Lamb, our Priest and King.
© 1997, 2003 Chad L. Bird. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License .NET, no. 100010230.



DISTRIBUTION HYMN #2 - 480 He's Risen, He's Risen
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I He’s ris - en, Hes ris - en, Christ Je - sus, the Lord;
2 The foe was tri - um - phant when on Cal - va - 1y
3 But short was their tri - umph; the Sav - ior a - rose,
4 0, where is  your sting, death? We fear you no more;
5 Then sing  your ho - san - nas and raise your glad voice;
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He o - pened death’s pris - on, thein - car - nate, true Word
The Lord of cre - 4 - ton was nailed to the tree.
And death, hell, and Sa - tan He  van - quished, His foes
Christ rose, and now o - pen is fair E - den’s door.
Pro - claim the  Dblest fid - ings that all may re - joice.
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Break forth, hosts of heav - en, In ju - bi- lant song
In Sa - tan’s do-main did the hosts shout and jeer,
The con - quer - ing Lord lifts His ban - ner on high;
For all our trans-gres - sions His blood does a - tone;
Laud, hon - or, and praise to the Lamb that was slain:
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And earth, sea, and moun - tain their prais - es pro - long.
For Je - sus  was slain, whom the e - vil cnes fear
He lives, vyes, He lives, and will nev - er-more die.
Re - deemed and for - giv - en, we now are His own.
With Fa - ther and Spir - it He ev - er shall reign.

© 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License .NET, no. 100010230.
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DISTRIBUTION HYMN #3 - 525 Crown Him with Many Crowns
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1 Crown Him with man - y crowns, The Lamb up - on His throne;
2 Crown Him the vir-gin’s Son, The God 1in - car - nate born,
3 Crown Him the Lord of love. Be - hold His hands and side,
4 Crown Him the Lord of life, Who tri-umphed o’er the grave
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Hark how the heav’n-ly an-them drowns All mu -sic  but its own,
Whose arm those crim-son tro-phies won  Which now His brow a-dorn:
Rich wounds,yet vis - i - ble a - bove, In beau-ty glo - ri-tied.
And rose vic - to-tious in the strife For those He came to save.
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A - wake, my soul, and sing Of  Him who died for thee, And
Fruit of the mys - tic rose, Yet of that rose the stem, The
No an-gels in the sky Can ful - Iy bear that sight, But
His glo-ries now we sing, Who died and rose on high, Who
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hail Him as thy match-less king Throughall e - ter - ni - ty.
root whence mer-cy ev - er flows, The babe of Beth-le - hem.

down - ward bend their won-d’ring eyes At mys -ter - ies  so  bright.
died e - ter-nal life to bring And lives that death may die.
5 Crown Him the Lord of heav'n,

Enthroned in worlds above,

Crown Him the king to whom is giv'n
The wondrous name of Love.

Crown Him with many crowns
As thrones before Him fall;

Crown Him, ye kings, with many crowns,
For He is king of all.
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CLOSING HYMN - 633 At the Lamb's High Feast We Sing
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1 At the Lamb’s high  feast we  sing Praise to
2 Praise we Him, whose love di - vine Gives His
3 Where the pas - chal  bloed is poured, Death’s dread
4 Praise we  Christ, whose blood was shed, Pas - chal
) . . .
AL P N E—— - |
o " a—" — ]
v \ ! \ et () 1
Q) ! 1 [
our vic -to - rious King, Who has washed us in  the tide
sa - cred blood for wine, Gives His bod - y for the feast—
an - gel sheathes the sword; Is - rael’s hosts tri-um-phant go
vic - tim, pas - chal bread; With sin - cer - i -ty and love
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Flow - ing from His pierc - ed side. Al-le - ln - ial
Christ  the wvi¢ - tim, Christ the priest. Al -le - lu - 1a!
Through the wave that drowns the foe. Al-le - lu - ia!
Eat we man - na from a-bove. Al-le - lu - ia!
5 Mighty Victim from the sky, 7 Easter triumph, Easter joy!
Hell's fierce pow'rs beneath You lie; This alone can sin destroy;
You have conquered in the fight, From sin’s pow'r, Lord, set us free,
You have brought us life and light. Newborn souls in You to be.
Alleluia! Alleluia!
6 Now no more can death appall, 8 Father, who the crown shall give,

Now no more the grave enthrall;

You have opened paradise,

And Your saints in You shall rise.
Alleluia!
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Savior, by whose death we live,

Spirit, guide through all our days:

Three in One, Your name we praise.
Alleluia!



