
The Mar - ket Place Ls Em - pty, No More Traf - fic h The 

Streets, All The Build - ers Tools Are Si-lent, ~ o ~ i r e  Time To Harvest 

Wheat; Bu-sy House-wives CeaseTheir La - bors, In The Court-room No De - 

bate, Work On Earth ' Is All Sus - pend-ed As The King Comes ThreThe 

Gate. Hap ; PY Fa - ces l!me The Hall - ways, Those Whose 

Pri - son He Has ~rEed; Lit - tie Children And The A -  ged Hand In 



Hand Stand All A - glow, Who Were Crip-pled, Breken, Ru-ined, Clad In 

Gar - ments White As 4 Snow. I Can Hear The khariots Rum-ble, I C a n  

See The March-ing Throng, The Flur - ry Of God's Trumpets Spell The 

f 
End Of Sin And Wrong; Re-gal Robes Are Now Un - fold-ing, Heaven's 

I Grand - stands All In Place, ~eav-en ' s  Choir " I s  Now As - sem-bled, Start To 

f Sing A - maz-ing Grace! oh, The King- Is  Com-ing! The 

King Is Com-ing! I Just Heard $he Trump- et Sound-ing And 

I Now . His Face I See; Oh, The King Is Com-ing! The 



King Is Corn-ing! P r a e  God, He's Corn - ing For 

Me! Oh, The Me! God, He's 

Corn - ing For Me! God, He's 

&m - kg For Me! 


