
Invitation
to be a FELLOW WORKER in the recording of:

The Land Of the Fear Of Men

an

k

k

JASON HARMS QUARTET



The Land of the Fear of Men 
is the musical/poetic expression of the treatise 

The Affections of the Heart in Art
which is currently available in ebook format at

 www.thegaiusproject.org.

Both of these projects are the current fleshing out of my ongoing wrestling through the Bible 

to push on the themes of pleasure, motivation, satisfaction, the purpose for the body, the 

enjoyment of the Lord, etc… in what we find to be pleasurable in the arts. 



What would a FELLOW WORKER be on this recording?
As it is, the Lord has given us a greater portion of “mouth” than of “means.” It is a good design that keeps 
our boasting in check. And so we look to Him as we strive for faithfulness with what He has given, and ask 
for provision for what He has yet to give. 

This is where we invite you, with great pleasure, to join us in our labors for the truths of God to be freshly 
enjoyed through our testifying in song. We intend on making this recording available for the edification of the 
body in a number ways, including: free downloading; whatever-you-want-to-contribute downloading; iTunes 
music store (and others of the like); and the old-school/standard CD format.

We are looking at a budget of around $10,000 for this recording. The Gaius Project - a 501 (c) (3) non-profit 
organization - has awarded a granting account for this recording, which means that others, meaning you, can 
join with us by being a financial part of this means of testifying of the excellencies of God, and your financial 
contribution will be tax-deductible.

If it would be your pleasure to join with us financially in this recording, to be a FELLOW WORKER with the truth 
(III John), your tax-deductible contribution can be received through The Gaius Project.   
 
 Please make checks payable to:  
 The Gaius Project
  3125 Park Ave. 
 Minneapolis, MN 55407
  
Do pray with us and for us that the joys in God that we have known, and are laboring to make known, would 
be brought to a tangible completion by the grace of God’s great provision. As these works have fed us, we 
pray that they would feed the body, of which we are only a part.  If you have any questions about this, please 
direct them to: fellowworkers@jasonharms.com, or give me a call at 612-250-3256.

Jason Harms



THE LAND OF THE FEAR OF MEN
Jason Harms

The Land of the Fear of Men,
She lies near the Devil’s den
In hollows foul
With praises’ howl.

We’ll travel her now and then,
In hopes to secure a friend.
But all are slaves
Or sunk in graves -
The Land of the Fear of Men.

When Fear and Anxiety
Form clouds that canopy,
Hindering Light’s true guide,
We follow our compass, Pride.
 
The Land of the Fear of Men
Is haunting at every bend.
In Oaks of grey
The nooses sway.

Her hills form a prowler’s pen
Ensnaring the singing wren,
Where praises made 
Disguise the blade - 
The Land of the Fear of Men.
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A storm that drives one in for cover
May in time be blessed a lover.
Not as beautiful in face, 
Or tender, nor possessing grace,
But an escort to the throne
Where mercy, now, her depths make known.

“Oh cursed wind!” I’d first proclaim,
Not knowing wind to bear the name
Of pilot, navigator, guide,
Each title acc’rately applied
While beaching me on humbled shore
Where self is less and Christ is more.

Brought to the refuge of your cleft,
Here I look ‘round at nothing left
And see how pride lies deathly still
When shown the limit of it’s will.
I cannot boast or roar again,
Save, in this cleft that’s hemmed me in.

What blinding light breaks through the rear!
This cleft’s a door whisp’ring, “Come near,
And watch God’s light illuminate
Where eyes of flesh could not make straight.”
Each trial sung in earthly score
Hears mercy, now, as root and core.
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MERCY, NOW, AS ROOT AND CORE
Jason Harms



Though the fig tree should not blossom,
And there be no fruit on the vine;
Though the olive fails to yield,
And the fields produce no harvest, no harvest;
Though the flock be cut off from the fold,
And there be no cattle in the stall;

Yet will I exult in the Lord!
I will rejoice in the God of my salvation.
Yet will I exult in the Lord.
I will rejoice in the God of my salvation!

The Lord God, He is my strength,
And He makes my feet to be like the hinds’.
The Lord God, He is my strength,
And He leads me to walk the elevations.
So though the flocks be cut off from the fold,
And there be no cattle in the stall,

September 2003 Blue Hat Music (BMI)

YET WILL I EXULT IN THE LORD
Habakkuk / Jason Harms



SATISFIED
Jason Harms

Satisfied
is the soul
who can put his trust whole 
in his Maker
rather than his belly’s craving for the baker’s
pastry.
Sure won’t be tasty, 
come morning,
when that sugar’s made its home
‘neath the dome 
round the waist. See 
the problem with a misplaced 
taste? 
Won’t satisfy. 

Oh, what joyfull bliss 
flows from my Maker’s hand.
This I will often miss 
while I gaze on goods of the current land.

Satisfied 
is the hide 
with a roof over head 
to keep the snow at bay.
A warm, dry bed 
providing rest from a day’s 
hard labor.
You do yourself no favor, 
if you labor
for the latest nik, another nak, 
you buy with a broken back.
See the problem with a misplaced 
pace? 
Won’t satisfy.

Oh, what joyfull bliss 
flows from my Maker’s hand.
This I will often miss 
while I gaze on goods of the current land.
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Cry my brothers... and heal your soul;
A crying man’s no less the whole.
Cry my sisters... but choose your tear
And weep with truth, but not with fear.
Cry my fathers... for your sons;
A boy is as with whom he runs.
Cry my mothers... for your girls
To know their beauty’s more than curls.
But cry to God and weep ‘longside
A soul that’s tempted, troubled, tried.
A tear diffuses, or, makes way
For light to bend her color ray.

Despairing tears will comfort not,
They bleed the well and breed the rot.
But let a tear in Mercy’s bed
And Hope will fill what water’s shed.

Cry my brothers... and heal your soul...

Sure, a sev’rance comes with pain,
But limbs are never lopped in vain.
Look ‘round the garden while you cry
And trust the Pruner’s shaping eye.

Cry my brothers...for your soul;
Surrender pride to Calvary’s knoll.
Cry my sisters...bend your knees,
And plead for ballast ‘neath your seas.
Cry my fathers... lead the way
Away from errors of yesterday.
Cry my mothers...put on grace;
To follow’s never second place.
But cry to God. He gave us tears
To float to Him unknowns and fears.
A tear, in faith, will prism be,
To color what you couldn’t see.
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CRY MY BROTHERS
Jason Harms



MOUNT YOUR STEED, MASTER JESUS
Jason Harms

Mount your steed, Master Jesus, mount your steed!
Come thund’ring from your heavens with justice as your creed.
Mount your steed, Master Jesus, rend the sky!
Avenge my troubled soul, and put hell’s posse on the fly.

Evil abounds, as if a flood,
Come clothed with robe that’s dipped in blood.
Speak, and all evil will be slain.
Almighty, come reign!

Until the day you come I plead
For grace and love to abound in me
Towards any man who swings the evil rod.
He’ll soon know the wrath of God.

Grant me the strength to take your lead
To bless, not curse, the day I bleed.
Such love may be the means you sway
His soul from hell’s pathway. (Before you)
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The One Who Wields
Jason Harms

Should the axe begin to boast
O’er the one who charts it’s aim?
Or the arrow dare to claim the most
Glory o’er the game?

No, there is a hand 
Behind a tool
Working all that he plans. 
Don’t play the fool.
No, the one who wields will glory claim;
A tool, not in hand, knows no fame.

Can a jar boast of it’s glaze?
Should the canvas swell with pride,
Or the brush lay claim to beauty praised
As if he the oils applied?

No, there is a hand
Behind a tool
Working all that he plans.
Don’t play the fool.

No, the one who wields will glory claim.
A tool, not in hand, knows no fame.
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Man Will Find His Knee
Jason Harms

Man’s found a way that he can navigate the sea.
Man’s found a way to comb the honey from the bee.
Man’s found a way to live in outer space.
Man’s found a way to make the horses race.
So why’s it so hard for a man to find his knee?

A man will find time to slice one off the tee.
A man will find time to shine his Hummers, three.
A man will find time to dine his girl,
Treat her to the fair and the tilt-a-whirl.
So why’s it so hard to find the time to find his knee?

There will be a day when God Himself decrees:
“Render every man according to his deeds.
Death and Hell for the wicked one,
All of Me if you loved my Son.”
Yes, there will be a day when every man will find his knee.
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Resist The Devil And He Will Flee
Jason Harms

Listen, young tempted man, Resist the devil and he will flee.
Listen, young tempted man, Resist the devil and he will flee.
Submit yourself to God! Resist the devil and he will flee.

Draw near to your Maker. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Draw near to your Maker. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Submit yourself to God! Resist the devil and he will flee.

Cleanse your hands oh sinners. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Cleanse your hands, sinners. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Submit yourself to God! Resist the devil and he will flee.

God gives grace to the humble man. Resist the devil and he will flee.
God gives grace to the humble man. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Submit therefore to God! Resist the devil and he will flee.

Like Jesus, give him Word. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Like Jesus, give him Word. Resist the devil and he will flee.
Wield the Word and free you’ll be! Resist the devil and he will flee.
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If I Don’t Cry, A Rock Will Cry Out!
Jason Harms

If I don’t cry, a rock will cry out.
Praise will happen whether’ not you hear this man shout!
But, if I don’t howl, then let it be heard,
“Foul!” from the creature, every boulder and bird.

Cry out! Cry out! Brother won’t you?
Are you not affected when the Lord rides through?
Cry out! Cry out! Sis-ter, what say?
Will the pebble beat your lips to Jesus today?

If I won’t yell, well, what’s there to fear?
“Hell’s not a heater that you dare stand near.
If you won’t wail, brother, angels still say,
‘Hail to the Holy, Holy, Holy this day!’”

If you don’t groan, still it should be known 
(That) man does not determine when the Lord’s on His throne.
If you won’t weep, then of you ‘twill be said
(That) “the field stone’s wiser than the rock in his head.”
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