Rest From Labor
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I.He has fin - ished his work, and his  jour - ney is o - ver, The
2.He has fin - ished his work, and his spir - it re - Jjoic - ing, The
3.He has fin - ished his work; shall we mourn our be - lov’d one? Or
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war is ac - com - plished, the tri-umph be - gun; He laid down his ar-mor be -
voice of the King, in His beau - ty has  heard, In ac - cents of mu -sic “Well
weep that his face we no long -er be - hold? Oh! sweet is our hope, in this
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side the cold riv - er, And bril - liant with stars is the crown he has won.
done, faith - ful ser - vant,” Now en - ter thou in - to the joy of thy Lord.
mo - ment of an-guish, We’'ll meet him a - gain in the Cit-y of Gold

N e o o o o . e P e
%FFW o—eo oo  S— - o—o o
I I I T I I I
i i I | | I | 'IJ PV’) | | |

Fanny ]. Crosby

PDHymns.com

W. H. Pettibone




