Jesus Is a Rock in a Weary Land

Refrain — All
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Je-sus is a rock in a wea-ry land, a wea-r1y land, a
0 1. S
x E E . I i vj_l i | 1
\\a7 1 —* 1 I % — o -
J (= —— T f [ —]
wea - Ty land; my Je - sus is a rock in a
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wea-ry  land, a shel - ter in  the time of  storm.
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1 No one can do like Je - sus, not a
2 When Je - sus was on earth, . . . .. .. the .
3 Yon - der comes my Sav. - ior, him .
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mum-bling word he  said; he went walk-ing down to Laz-
flesh was ver - y weak; .. he took a towel and gird-
whom I love so  well; .. he has the palm of vic-
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- a-rtus’ grave, and he raised him from the dead.
ed him - self and he washed his dis-ci - ples’ feet.
- to - 1y and the keys  of death and hell.
Text: African American spiritual WEARY LAND

Music: African American spiritual
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611 I Heard the Voice of Jesus Say
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1 I beard the voice of Je-sus say, “Come unm -to me and rest;
2 1 beard the voice of Je-sus say, “Be - hold, I free - ly give
3 1 beard the voice of Je-sus say, “I am this dark world’s light;

N & L

[j)’_ i | I I 1 } { l ﬁ . Ej }

| 1 p | o o o 4
P —e P —— e =k

lay ~down, O wea-ry  ome, lay down your head wup-on my breast.”
the  liv-ing wa-ter, thirst-y one; stoop down and drink and live”
look un - to me, your morn shall rise, and all your day be bright.”
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I came to Je-~sus as I was, so wea -1y, worn, and sad;
I came to Je - sus, and I drank of  that life - giv - ing stream;
1 looked to Je - sus, and I found in him my star, my sun;
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I found in him a rest-ing-place, and he has made me;',/glad’./"

my thirst was quenched, my soul re-vived, and now I live in him.
and in that light of life 'l walk till trav-’ling days are done.




HOPE, ASSURANCE

623 Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me
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1 Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self in thee;
2 Not the la - bors of my hands can ful - fill  thy law’s de - mands;
3 Noth-ing in my hand I bring; sim-ply to thy cross I cling.
4 While I draw this fleet-ing breath, when mine eye - lids close in death,
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let the wa - ter and the blood, from thy riv - en side which flowed,
could my zeal no res - pite know, could my tears for-ev - er flow,
Na - ked, come to thee for dress; help-less, look to thee for grace;
when I soar to worlds un - known, see thee on thy judg-ment throne,
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be of sin the dou-ble cure; cleanse me from its guilt and POW'T.
all for sin could not a-tone; thou must save, and thou a - lone.
foul, I to the foun-tain fly; wash me, Sav - ior, or I die.
Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self in thee.
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Text: Augustus M. Toplady, 1740-1778 TOPLADY
Music: Thomas Hastings, 1784-1872 777777




