Thine Is the Glory

Thine is the glory,

risen, conquering Son;
endless is the victory
thou o’er death hast won.
Angels in bright raiment
rolled the stone away,
kept the folded graveclothes
where thy body lay.
Thine is the glory,

risen, conquering Son;
endless is the victory
thou o’er death hast won.

Lo! Jesus meets us,

risen from the tomb;
lovingly he greets us,
scatters fear and gloom.
Let the church with gladness
hymns of triumph sing,
for the Lord now liveth;
death hath lost its sting.
Thine is the glory,

risen, conquering Son;
endless is the victory
thou o’er death hast won.

A ti la gloria

A ti la gloria

iOh nuestro Senor!
A ti la victoria,

gran libertador.

Te alzaste triunfante,
lleno de poder,

mas que el sol radiante
al amanecer.

A ti la Gloria

iOh nuestro Senor!
A ti la victoria,

gran libertador.

Gozo, alegria,
reinen por doquier,
porque Cristo hoy dia
muestra su poder;
angeles cantando
himnos al Senor
vanle aclamando
como vencedor.

A ti la Gloria

iOh nuestro Senor!
A ti la victoria,
gran libertador.
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Text: Edmond Louis Budry, 1884;
English: R. Birch Hoyle, 1923, alt.
Spanish: £/ himnario presbyteriano, #153
Korean: Come, Let Us Worship, #194

Music: George Frederick Handel, 1748
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