
Sunrise Easter Sunday 
St. James Presbyterian Church 

 
Introit:  Awake, My Soul, Mumford and Sons 
 
First Reading: Matthew 28:1–6: 

After the sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary 
Magdalene and the other Mary went to see the tomb. And suddenly 
there was a great earthquake; for an angel of the Lord, descending 
from heaven, came and rolled back the stone and sat on it. His 
appearance was like lightning, and his clothing white as snow. For 
fear of him the guards shook and became like dead men. But the 
angel said to the women, ‘Do not be afraid; I know that you are 
looking for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here; for he has been 
raised, as he said. Come, see the place where he lay. 

 
Hymn:  Jesus Christ is Risen Today 
 

Jesus Christ is risen today, 
Alleluia! 

Our triumphant holy day, 
Alleluia! 

Who did once, upon the cross, 
Alleluia! 

Suffer to redeem our loss, 
Alleluia! 

 
Hymns of praise then let us sing, 

Alleluia! 
Unto Christ, our heavenly King, 

Alleluia! 
Who endured the cross and 

grave, Alleluia! 
Sinners to redeem and save,  

Alleluia! 

Sing we to our God above, 
Alleluia! 

Praise eternal as God’s love, 
Alleluia! 

Praise our God ye heavenly host, 
Alleluia! 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Alleluia! 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 



Second Reading: Matthew 28:7–8 
Then go quickly and tell his disciples, “He has been raised from the 
dead, and indeed he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will 
see him.” This is my message for you.’ So they left the tomb quickly 
with fear and great joy, and ran to tell his disciples. 

 
Special Music:  Now the Green Blade Riseth 
 
Third Reading: Matthew 28:9–10 

Suddenly Jesus met them and said, ‘Greetings!’ And they came to 
him, took hold of his feet, and worshipped him. Then Jesus said to 
them, ‘Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; 
there they will see me.’ 

 
Hymn:  Amazing Grace 
 

Amazing grace,  
how sweet the sound, 

That saved a wretch like me! 
I once was lost,  

but now I'm found, 
was blind, but now I see. 

 
'Twas grace that taught my 

heart to fear, 
and grace my fears relieved. 

How precious did 
 that grace appear 

the hour I first believed. 
 

Through many dangers, toils, 
and snares, 

I have already come. 
‘Tis grace has brought me safe 

thus far, 
and grace will lead me home. 

 
When we've been there ten 

thousand years, 
bright shining as the sun, 

we've no less days  
to sing God's praise 

than when we’d first begun.

Fourth Reading: Matthew 28:16–20 
Now the eleven disciples went to Galilee, to the mountain to which 
Jesus had directed them. When they saw him, they worshipped 
him; but some doubted. And Jesus came and said to them, ‘All 
authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me. Go 
therefore and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the 
name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, and 
teaching them to obey everything that I have commanded you. 
And remember, I am with you always, to the end of the age.’ 

 



Hymn:  Canticle of Turning 
 

My soul cries out with a joyful shout  
that the God of my heart is great,  

and my spirit sings of the wondrous things  
that you bring to the ones who wait. 

You fixed your sight on your servant's plight,  
and my weakness you did not spurn,  

so from east to west shall my name be blest.  
Could the world be about to turn? 

My heart shall sing of the day you bring.  
Let the fires of your justice burn. Wipe away all tears,  

for the dawn draws near, and the world is about to turn! 
 

Though I am small, my God, my all,  
you work great things in me, 

and your mercy will last from the depths of the past 
to the end of the age to be.  

Your very name puts the proud to shame, 
and to those who would for you yearn,  

you will show your might, put the strong to flight,  
for the world is about to turn. 

My heart shall sing of the day you bring.  
Let the fires of your justice burn. Wipe away all tears,  

for the dawn draws near, and the world is about to turn! 
 

From the halls of power to the fortress tower,  
not a stone will be left on stone.  

Let the king beware for your justice tears every tyrant from his throne.  
The hungry poor shall weep no more, for the food they can never earn; 

there are tables spread; every mouth be fed, for the world is about to turn. 
My heart shall sing of the day you bring.  

Let the fires of your justice burn. Wipe away all tears,  
for the dawn draws near, and the world is about to turn! 

 
Though the nations rage from age to age,  

we remember who holds us fast:  
God's mercy must deliver us from the conqueror's crushing grasp.  

This saving word that our forebears heard  
is the promise which holds us bound,  

till the spear and rod can be crushed by God,  
who is turning the world around. 

My heart shall sing of the day you bring. 
Let the fires of your justice burn. Wipe away all tears,  

for the dawn draws near, and the world is about to turn! 


