
 
Come, Ye Faithful, Raise the Strain

ARTHUR SEYMOUR SULLIVANST. KEVIN
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4. Neither might the gates of death,

  Nor the tomb's dark portal,

Nor the watchers, nor the seal

  Hold thee as a mortal:

But to-day amidst thine own

  Thou didst stand, bestowing

That thy peace which evermore

  Passeth human knowing.

3. Now the queen of seasons, bright

  With the day of splendor,

With the royal feast of feasts,

  Comes its joy to render;

Comes to glad Jerusalem,

  Who with true affection

Welcomes in unwearied strains

Jesus' resurrection.
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