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ént

� � �
is

� � �
tes

�
tá-
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Behold the beauty of the world reborn bears witness that
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Dóm

�
in
�
o

� � �
don

�
a

All gifts have returned with their Lord.
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For indeed, from every side leafy groves and meadow flowers
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Greet Christ as he returns in triumph after the gloom of hell.
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When Thou sawest mankind buried in sin
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únd

� � �
o,

� � �
Ut

� � � �
�

hóm
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Thou becamest man to rescue man.
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The cruel bondage of hell’s tyranny has passed away, Chaos is in
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terror of being overwhelmed by the face of light.
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O Nourishing Power, fulfil Thy promise, I pray,
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The third day dawns, arise, my buried Lord.
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Loose the gloomy chains of hell’s prison house.
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And call back up whatever is plummeting.
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Show us Thy face again, that the world may see its light.
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Show us the daylight that fled from us while Thou wast dying.
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