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6.	Hark	the	trumpet,	Hark	the	trumpet,	Hark	the	trumpet				Sounds		the		re	–	sur	–	rec	–	tion		morn.
5.	Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,	Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,	Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,				Zi		–	on's				mourners			now		re	–	joice.

5.	Is						that						he			who						died		on				Calvary?						That		was	pierc–ed		with				the		spear?		Clad	with		countless			suns		of 			glo	–	ry;					See			he						rises		through		the		air:
6.	Trem	–	ble,			ye			who						him		re	–	jec	–	ted,							Lo!	he	breaks	through	yonder	Cloud;			Rise,		ye		saints,	and		shout		triumphant					Vic	–	to	–	ry		through		Jesus'		blood.

3.	Christ	triumphant,	Christ	triumphant,	Christ	triumphant,		Ri	–	ses							conqueror				o'er		the		tomb.
4.		Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,	Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,	Hal	–	le	–	lu	–	jah,		That		dear				head		no		more		shall		bleed.

3.	Countless				bands				of 						angels				glorious,								Clothed		in		bright		eth		–		erial			blue;			Straight	the	sound	of 	Christ	victorious,				From		their			silver				trumpets		flew:
4.	See!			my					friends,		is					that		the				Savior										Who	was	crown–ed	with	the	thorns?				Glorious		ma	–	jes		–		ty		and			po	–	wer,				Now			his					sacred			head		a	–	dorns:

1.	Hal	–le	–lu–jah,			Hal	–	le	–	lu–jah,		Hal	–	le		–		lu	–	jah						To			the							glorious						Son		of 		God.
2.	Then	twas	glory,	Then	twas	glory,			Then		twas			glory,						To			the					conquering		King	of 	Kings.

1.	Hail			thou				hap		–		py			morn,	so		glorious!								Come	ye	saints,	your	griefs	give	o'er,				Sing	how	Je	–		sus			rose			vic–to–rious,						By				his				own			almighty			power:
2.	Tell				us,							Seraphs,			ye			that			wondered,								When		ye		saw		the		Lord				a		–		rise;				When		ye		saw		him			ascend			yonder,						What	were	then	your	heav'nly	joys?
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