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Easter Morrow Stills Our Sorrow

Text: Nikolai Frederik Severin Grundtvig, 1783-1872; trans. Oscar Overby, 1892-1964    Tune: Ludvig Mathias Lindeman, 1812-1887   

                 For I delivered to you as of first importance what I also received: That Christ died for our sins in accordance 
with the Scriptures, that he was buried, that he was raised on the third day in accordance with the Scriptures. 1 Corinthians 15:3-4
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5 Sin confounded, grace abounded, Grace abounded and set us free.                                            
Tombdreads are ended; Jesus ascended, Jesus ascended; the shadows flee.
Sin confounded, grace abounded, Grace abounded and set us free.


