
EASTERTIDEI

p EAL out, ye Easter bela, Witt, gladneaaý ring;
: Teli aU the worid bow fle whio camne to savt,

Hath burit the bonds of death and lefi t le grave

TO elt at God's righit hand triumpbiant Kinig.

Where is thy triumtipheGrave.? O Death,thaig
When Godhead and tlie Nmahooâ Ihuý cotninied
Cati thwart thy piwer and for the aamdtn

Ani off'ering singlo. and complte -aur King.

Hail, Paschal Lib ! Wibo our redemption
wrolight,

Tratu Wao on CatIvary's cross our pard.)n woni,
Let ea-rth's widec bmutds whIilst endIeS¶ ageN runl
ExteI Thy praises, L.ord,in Word, deed, thoight.
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