
Easter Morning Sunrise 

Jesus Once was a Little Child 
Jesus once was a little child, 
 A little child like me;  
And he was pure and meek and mild,  
 As a little child should be. 
He played as little children play 
The pleasant games of youth;  
But he never got vexed if the game went wrong, 
And he always spoke the truth. 

So, little children, 
Let's you and I 
Try to be like him, 
Try, try, try. 

Gethsemane 
Jesus climbed the hill,  
To the garden still,  
His steps were heavy and slow.  
Love and a prayer, 
Took Him there, 
To the place only He could go. 
  
Gethsemane, 
Jesus loves me,  
So He went willingly,  
To Gethsemane 

He felt all that was sad, wicked or bad,  
All the pain we would ever know  
. While His friends were asleep,  
He fought to keep,  



His promise made long ago. 
 
Gethsemane,  
Jesus loves me,  
So He went willingly,  
To Gethsemane  

The hardest thing,  
That ever was done,  
The greatest pain that ever was known,  
The biggest battle that ever was won,  
This was done by Jesus. 
 The fight was won by Jesus.  

Gethsemane,  
Jesus loves me,  
So he gave His gift to me,  
In Gethsemane.  
 
Gethsemane,  
Jesus loves me,  
So he gives His gift to me,  
From Gethsemane. 

There Is a Green Hill Far Away 
There is a green hill far away, 
Without a city wall,   
Where the dear Lord was crucified,  
Who died to save us all. 

We may not know, we cannot tell, 
What pains he had to bear, 
But we believe it was for us 
He hung and suffered there. 

There was no other good enough   



To pay the price of sin. 
He only could unlock the gate  
Of heav'n and let us in. 

Oh, dearly, dearly has he loved! 
And we must love him too,  
And trust in his redeeming blood, 
And try his works to do. 

He is Risen  
He is risen! He is risen! 
 Tell it out with joyful voice.  
He has burst his three days' prison;  
Let the whole wide earth rejoice. 
 Death is conquered; man is free. 
 Christ has won the victory. 

Come with high and holy hymning;  
 Chant our Lord's triumphant lay.  
Not one darksome cloud is dimming  
Yonder glorious morning ray, 
 Breaking o'er the purple east, 
 Symbol of our Easter feast. 

He is risen! He is risen!  
 He hath opened heaven's gate. 
 We are free from sin's dark prison,  
Risen to a holier state.  
And a brighter Easter beam  
On our longing eyes shall stream. 



Did Jesus Really Live Again? 
Did Jesus really live again?  
Yes, when the third day came,  
He wakened and he left the tomb; 
 He called Mary's name. 

Did Jesus come to those he loved?  
Yes, people touched his feet, 
And of the fish and honeycomb  
He did truly eat. 

(Reverently) 

And there were nail-prints in his hands 
 And a spear wound in his side. 
 Did Jesus really live again  
 After he had died? Oh yes! And so shall I! 

I Believe in Christ 
I believe in Christ; He is my King! 
With all my heart to him I'll sing;  
I'll raise my voice in praise and joy, 
In grand amens my tongue employ.  
I believe in Christ; he is God's Son. 
On earth to dwell his soul did come.  
He healed the sick; the dead he raised. 
Good works were his; his name be praised. 

I believe in Christ; oh blessed name!  
As Mary's Son he came to reign,  
Mid mortal men, his earthly kin,  
To save them from the woes of sin.  
I believe in Christ, who marked the path, 
 Who did gain all his Father hath, 
 Who said to men: "Come, follow me, 
 That ye, my friends, with God may be." 



I believe in Christ--my Lord, my God!  
My feet he plants on gospel sod. 
I'll worship him with all my might;  
He is the source of truth and light.  
I believe in Christ; he ransoms me. 
From Satan's grasp he sets me free, 
And I shall live with joy and love  
In his eternal courts above. 

I believe in Christ; he stands supreme!  
From him I'll gain my fondest dream; 
And while I strive through grief and pain, 
His voice is heard: "Ye shall obtain." 
I believe in Christ; so come what may, 
With him I'll stand in that great day 
When on this earth he comes again  
To rule among the sons of men. 
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