
351

Saints Triumphant
A Hymn of the First Resurrection

The long bleak winter of the Church is past
Truth brightly shines, and flowers of hope appear;

Lo! Israel’s fig tree spreads her budding leaves,
Clear token that prophetic spring is here.

The seventh trump proclaims its message due,
“Blest henceforth are the dead in Christ who die,”

For them death pangs are throes of heav’nly birth–
Immortal life attends their parting sigh.

No longer now wait saints in silent tomb
The dawn of their glad resurrection day;

The Bridegroom calls in accents sweet and clear,
“Arise, my love, my fair one, come away!”

With songs of joy triumphant they ascend,
Responsive to his life-enthrilling call;

They leave behind the ash of sacrifice,
The emptied cup of suff’ring, shame, and gall.

Attired in royal priesthood’s robe and crown,
They drink enraptured their Beloved’s wine,

And praise anew the merit of His blood,
And all their Father’s tender grace divine.

They cease from toil, but not from works of love:
What rest sublime when will and deed are one!

Heart yearnings stilled awhile by patient faith,
Awake to sing–restraints of earth are gone.

Angels acclaim these saints triumphant, fair,
The richest fruit of Love’s redeeming grace,

“Hail, worthy Lamb! who bled to win Thy Bride!
“Hail, worthy Bride! who died to see His face!

“Hail, promised Seed! Thy life in weakness sown,
Now reap in pow’r its boundless harvest store,

With blessings hail each human soul Thy spoil
Won back from death to hail Thee, and adore!”

— Minna Edgar






