
 
 

I’ll Praise My Maker While I’ve Breath 
I’ll praise my Maker while I’ve breath; 

and when my voice is lost in death, 
praise shall employ my nobler powers. 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 

while life, and thought, and being last, 
or immortality endures. 

 

Happy are they whose hopes rely 
on Israel’s God, who made the sky 

and earth and seas, with all their train; 
whose truth forever stands secure, 

who saves th’oppressed and feeds the poor, 
for none shall find God’s promise vain. 

 

The Lord pours eyesight on the blind; 
the Lord supports the fainting mind 

and sends the laboring conscience peace. 
God helps the stranger in distress, 

the widow and the fatherless, 
and grants the prisoner sweet release. 

 

I’ll praise my God who lends me breath; 
and when my voice is lost in death, 

praise shall employ my nobler powers. 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 

while life, and thought, and being last, 
or immortality endures. 

 
 
 
 



 
The Strife Is O’er, the Battle Done 

Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia! 
The strife is o’er, the battle done; 

the victory of life is won; 
the song of triumph has begun:  Alleluia! 

 

The powers of death have done their worst, 
but Christ their legions hath dispersed; 

let shouts of holy joy outburst:  Alleluia! 
 

The three sad days are quickly sped; 
he rises glorious from the dead; 

all glory to our risen Head!  Alleluia! 
 

Lord, by the stripes which wounded thee, 
from death’s dread sting thy servants free, 

that we may live, and sing to thee:  Alleluia! 
Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia! 

 
Hymn of Promise 

In the bud there is a flower; in the seed, an apple tree; 
in cocoons, a hidden promise; butterflies will soon be free! 

In the cold and snow of winter there’s a spring that waits to be, 
unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 

 

There’s a song in every silence, seeking word and melody; 
there’s a dawn in every darkness, bringing hope to you and me. 

From the past will come the future; what it holds, a mystery, 
unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 

 

In our end is our beginning; in our time, infinity; 
in our doubt there is believing; in our life, eternity. 
In our death, a resurrection; at the last, a victory, 

unrevealed until its season, something God alone can see. 



 
 


