
From earth up to the sky, 

Our Christ has brought us over 

With hymns of victory. 

 

Our hearts be pure from evil, 

That we may see aright 

The Lord in rays eternal 

Of resurrection light; 

And, listening to his accents, 

May hear, so calm and plain, 

His own 'All hail!' and, hearing 

May raise the victor strain. 

 

Now let the heavens be joyful, 

Let earth her song begin, 

The round world keep high triumph, 

And all that is therein; 

Let all things seen and unseen 

Their notes of gladness blend, 

For Christ the Lord is risen, 

Our joy that has no end. 

  

Tune Ellacombe 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Like them we seek you, Lord, and we, 

oppressed with various ills, draw near; 

although your form we cannot see 

we know and feel that you are here. 

 

O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel: 

for some are sick and some are sad, 

and some have never loved you well, 

and some have lost the love they had. 

 

And none, O Lord, have perfect rest, 

for none are wholly free from sin; 

and they who long to serve you best 

are conscious most of wrong within. 

 

O Saviour Christ, you too are man; 

you have been troubled, tempted, tried; 

your kind but searching glance can scan 

the very wounds that shame would hide. 

 

Your touch still has its ancient power, 

no word from you can fruitless fall; 

hear in this solemn worship hour, 

and in your mercy heal us all. 

 

Tune Tallis Canon  

 

 

 



hold us in love; 

grace we cannot buy or borrow, 

hold us in love. 

Though we see but dark and danger, 

though we spurn both friend and stranger 

though we often dread tomorrow, 

hold us in love. 

 

When the bread is raised and broken, 

fill us with love; 

words of consecration spoken, 

fill us with love. 

As our grateful prayers continue, 

make the faith that we have in you 

more than just an empty token, 

fill us with love. 

 

Help us live for one another, 

bind us in love: 

stranger, neighbour, father, mother - 

bind us in love. 

All are equal at your table, 

through your Spirit make us able 

to embrace as sister, brother, 

bind us in love. 

 

Tune Ar Hyd Y Nos 

 

 

lest we fail to know thee now. 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

thou art here, we ask not how. 

 

Though the lowliest form doth veil thee 

as of old in Bethlehem, 

here as there thine angels hail thee, 

Branch and Flower of Jesse's Stem. 

Alleluia, alleluia 

we in worship join with them. 

 

Paschal Lamb, thine offering, finished 

once for all when thou wast slain, 

in its fulness undiminished 

shall for evermore remain, 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

cleansing souls from every stain. 

 

Great High Priest of our profession, 

through the veil you entered in, 

by your mighty intercession 

grace and mercy there to win: 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

only sacrifice for sin. 

 

Life-imparting heavenly Manna, 

stricken Rock with streaming side, 

heaven and earth with loud hosanna 

worship thee, the Lamb who died, 


