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Je - sus, “Work ye while it is day.”
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Text: Erik Routley, 1917-1982
Music: BIRABUS, Peter Cutts, b. 1937

Text @ 1969 Stainer & Bell Ltd., admin. Hope Publishing Co. All rights reserved.

Music © 1969 Hope Publishing Co. All rights reserved.

“The Lord is there!”
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You fixed  your sight on your ser - vant’s plightt and my
Your ver -y name  puts the proud to  shame, and to
The hun - gry poor shall .. weep no more, for the
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weak -ness you did not  spurn, so from east to  west shall my
those who would for you yearn, you will show your might, put the
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name  be blest. Could the world be a-bout to turn?
strong  to flight, for the world is a-bout to turn.
mouth  be fed, for the world is a - bout to turn.
crushed by God, who is turn - ing the world a - round.
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Wipe a-way all tears, for the dawn draws near, and the world is a-bout to  turn.

Text: Rory Cooney, b. 1952, based on the Magnificat

Music: STAR OF COUNTY DOWN, Irish traditional
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