No trumpet blasts

John Leonard

Ralph Vaughan Williams
J Traditional English
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No trum - pet  blasts pre - pared your way de-
sick  heard of Your heal - ing words In

trayed by friend who'd walked Your path And con -
tomb they came: 'Why do you seek The
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part - ing Hea-  ven's throne, For You left Your glo - ry high a - bove And You
hope  they came to You; So You quiet-ly cured them from theirills  And
demned by hate and lies, You were tak - en to Gol - goth-a's hill A -
liv - ing with the dead? He is not here' the an - gel cried 'He has
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made the Ea - rth Your home. Some low - ly she- pherds were the first When they
taught of life a - new. And with Ma - ry, Mar- tha in their loss You
midst the jeer - ing cries. You bore the cross for all man - kind, acc -
ri - sen like He said." You as - cend-ed in - to Heav'n at last, What a
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heard of - God's great plan As the ang - els sang of
went to Laz - a - rus' grave: 'Come out' You called, a -
ept - ing all the shame, And wrought the cov - en -
joy - ful wel - come back home! With the  trum - pet blasts and
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peace on Earth And Em - man-u - el be- came man. When the
way with death! New life  to  them You gave. Be -
ant of Grace With Your life, and blood, and pain. To the
ang - el choirs You took  up Your right - ful throne. No more
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pain and suf - fer - ing  for the Lamb Who once died to-  bring us to Him, For -
pou | | = 1 BN N
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ev - er WOT - shipped and a - dored A- midst the che- ru -  bim.
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