He Giveth His Beloved Sleep

Eb Psalms 127:2
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1. ¥ Sor - row and care may meet, Tho' tem - pest cloud may low’r,
2. The din of  war may roll With all its rag - ing flight;
3.In  child - hood’s win-some page, In man-hood’s joy - ous bloom,
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The surge of sin may beat Up - on earth’s trou - bled shore;
Grief may op - press the soul Thru - out the wea - ry  night;
In fee - ble-ness and age, In death’s dark, gath - 'ring gloom;
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lov - ed sleep, He giv - eth His be - lov - ed sleep.
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