
 

  78 Come, Ye That Fear the Lord
(Lorneville. P. M.) Old Melody
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4 Some said, “He’ll soon give o’er,

You shall see, you shall see!”

Some said, “He’ll soon give o’er,

You shall see!”

But time has passed away

Since I began to pray,

And I feel His love today!

Bless His name! Bless His name!

5 So now I’m going home

To the Lord, to the Lord.

So now I’m going home

To the Lord.

So now I’m going home.

Poor sinner, won’t you come?

Or meet an awful doom

From the Lord, from the Lord.


