
Psalm 102 Prayer to the Eternal 
King for Help

Hear my prayer, O Lord;
    let my cry come to you.
Do not hide your face from me
    on the day of my distress.
Incline your ear to me;
    answer me speedily on the 
day when I call.
For my days pass away like 
smoke,
    and my bones burn like a 
furnace.
My heart is stricken and 
withered like grass;
    I am too wasted to eat my 
bread.
Because of my loud groaning
    my bones cling to my skin.
I am like an owl of the 
wilderness,
    like a little owl of the waste 
places.
I lie awake;
    I am like a lonely bird on the 
housetop.
All day long my enemies taunt 
me;
    those who deride me use my 
name for a curse.
For I eat ashes like bread,
    and mingle tears with my 
drink,
because of your indignation and 
anger;
    for you have lifted me up and 
thrown me aside.

My days are like an evening 
shadow;
    I wither away like grass.
But you, O Lord, are enthroned 
for ever;
    your name endures to all 
generations.
You will rise up and have 
compassion on Zion,
    for it is time to favour it;
    the appointed time has 
come. 
For your servants hold its 
stones dear,
    and have pity on its dust.
The nations will fear the name 
of the Lord,
    and all the kings of the earth 
your glory. 
For the Lord will build up Zion;
    he will appear in his glory. 
He will regard the prayer of the 
destitute,
    and will not despise their 
prayer. 
Let this be recorded for a 
generation to come,
    so that a people yet unborn 
may praise the Lord: 
that he looked down from his 
holy height,
    from heaven the Lord looked 
at the earth, 
to hear the groans of the 
prisoners,
    to set free those who were 
doomed to die;  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so that the name of the Lord 
may be declared in Zion,
    and his praise in Jerusalem,
when peoples gather together,
    and kingdoms, to worship the 
Lord.
He has broken my strength in 
mid-course;
    he has shortened my days.
‘O my God,’ I say, ‘do not take 
me away
    at the mid-point of my life,
you whose years endure
    throughout all generations.’ 
Long ago you laid the 
foundation of the earth,
    and the heavens are the work 
of your hands.
They will perish, but you 
endure;
    they will all wear out like a 
garment.
You change them like clothing, 
and they pass away;
27 
    but you are the same, and 
your years have no end.
28 
The children of your servants 
shall live secure;
    their offspring shall be 
established in your presence.

Blind Willie Johnson, Jesus 
make up my dying bed
Since me and Jesus got: 
married  
Haven't been a minute apart 
With the receiver in my hand  
And re-ligion in my heart.
I can ring 'im up easy 
Oh well 
Ring 'im up easy 
Go make up my
Weeping that he ain't: lost 
They despised the Amen  
Hanging on the Cross
Hanging there in misery 
Oh well 
Hanging there in misery 
Go make up my 
Jesus gon' make up my
They despised the: Amen  
Made poor Martha moan  
Jesus said to his de-ciples 
Come and carry my mother 
along
Dying will be easy 
Dying will be easy 
Dying will be easy 
Jesus gon make up my
I'm dead and: buried  
Somebody said that I was lost 
When it get down to Jordan  
Have to bear my body across 
Done gone over 
Oh well 
Done gone over 
Make up my... 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