
Slow

for sinri ficedies a sac

afy. He diesto sa tisken law
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TB.

Pno.

SA.

TB.

Pno.

SA.
10

Piano

Tenor
Bass

Soprano
Alto

George Careless, 
Joachim Neander, arranged by Dave Fackrell

Eliza R. Snow, 
Cecil Frances Alexander

Behold the Great Redeemer Die, He is Risen!



Soprano/Tenor duet

And with inand scorns,ting scoffswith in sulside; Andfeet and

hands andpierce hisride, Theypains demen hisWhile guil ty

sin

dies a

hold the

ry win.and gloliveThat man may
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2

Pno.

SA.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.
32

Pno.

TB.

SA.
25George Careless, 

Joachim Neander, arranged by Dave Fackrell



Baritone solo

up;drink itthou wilt, I'llYet, ifmove this cup.from me re"Fa ther,

thorns.

tedwith platheadThey crown hisand scornsting scoffssul
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59

Pno.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.
51

Pno.

TB.

SA.
45



Altos

Earth trem bled,its light!

thee."

with drew

un to

in shame

Spi rit

sight The sun

Re ceive my

aw ful

theand atHe died,ah.ahahAh

up;

gav est me;work thouI've done theest me;work thou gavI've done the

ah ah.ahAhted
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Pno.

SA.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.

3

75

Pno.

TB.

SA.
67



ritard.

accel.Slow

Unison

Joyfully

has died!""A Godsponse,In dread re

sighedna tureand alltrem bled,sighed, Earthna tureand all
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6

Pno.

SA.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.

5

103

TB.

Pno.

Pno.

SA.
95

117

Pno.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.
112

SA.
88



Unison

Joyfully

ing;ho ly hymnwith high andto ry. Comewon the vicChrist hasman is free.

quered;is conjoice. Deathearth rethe whole wideson; Letthree days' pri

hisHe has burstful voice.out with joysen! Tell itHe is riHe is ri sen!
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6

Pno.

SA.

TB.

Pno.

TB.

SA.
117

Pno.

TB.

SA.
112



gate.ened Hea ven'sHe hath opis ri sen!is ri sen! HeHeEas ter feast.

of ourSym bolpur ple east,ing o'er theing ray, BreakGlo rious mornYon der

dim mingcloud isone dark somelay. Notum phantLord's triChant our
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Pno.

TB.

7

135

SA.

TB.

Pno.

Pno.

SA.

SA.
145

130

Pno.

TB.

Pno.

SA.
140

SA.
126



ritard.

A men.eyes shall stream.our long ingonEas ter beam

erAnd a brightho lier state.en to apri son, risfrom sin's darkWe are free
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Pno.

TB.

SA.
145

Pno.

TB.

SA.
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