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1.  0  Love  di-vine,  that  stooped  to  share  Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bit-t’rest  tear! 

2.  Tho’ long  the  wear- y  way  we  tread,  And  sor-row  crown  each  ling’ring  year, 
3.  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief,  And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 

4.  On  Thee  we  fling  our  bur-d’ning  woe,  0  Love  di-vine,  for  -  ev  -  er  dear; 
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On  Thee  we  cast  each  earth-born  care;  We  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near. 

Nopath  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread,  Our  hearts  still  whisp’ring,  Thou  art  near! 
The  murm’ring  wind,  the  quiv’ring  leaf,  Shall  softly  tell  us,  Thou  art  near! 
Con-tent  to  suf-fer  while  we  know,  Liv-ing  and  dy-  ing,  Thou  art  near!  A-men. 
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Gen  -  tly  lead  us  by  the  hand,  Pil  -  grims  in  a  des  -  ert  land; 

Leavens  not  to  doubt  and  fear,  Grop-ing  on  in  dark  -  ness  drear; 

Noth-ing  left  but  Heav’n  and  prayer,  Won-d’ring  if  our  names  were  there; 
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Wear*  y  sonls  for  -  e’er  re-joice,  While  they  hear  that  sweet-est  voice, 

When  the  storms  are  rag  -  ing  sore,  Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o’er, 

Wad  -ing  deep  the  dis  -  mal  flood,  Plead -ing  naught  hut  Je  -  sus’  blood, 

Whisp’ring  soft-ly,  Wand’rer,  cornel  Fol-low  Me,  I’ll  guide  thee  Home. 

Whis  -  per  soft-ly,  “Wand’rer,  come!  Pol-low  Me,  I’ll  guide  thee  home.” 

Whis  -  per  soft-ly,  “Wand’rer,  come!  Fol-low  Me,  I’ll  guide  thee  home.”  A-men. 
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1.  ’Tis  midnight;  and  on  Olive’s  brow  The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone:  ’Tis 

2.  ’Tis  midnight;  and  from  all  removed,  The  Savior  wrestles  lone  with  fears;  E’en 
3.  ’Tis  midnight;  and  for  oth-ers’  guilt  The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood;  Yet 
4.  ’Tis  midnight;  and  from  ether-plains  Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know;  Un- 
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mid-night;  in  the  gar  -  den  now,  The  suff’ring  Sav-ior  prays  a  -  Iona, 

that  dis  -  ci  -  pie  whom  He  loved  Heeds  not  his  Master’s  grief  and  tears. 
He  that  hath  in  an-guish  knelt  Is  not  for-sak-en  by  His  God. 

heard  by  mor-tals  are  the  strains  That  sweetly  soothe  the  Savior’s  woe.  A-men. 


