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1.  How  sweet  the  name  of  Je  -  sus  sounds  In  a  De  -  liev  -  er’s  ear!  It 

2.  It  makes  the  wound-ed  spir  -  it  whole,  And  calms  the  troubled  breast;  ’Tis 
3.  Dear  name!  the  rock  on  which  1  build,  My  shield  and  hid-ing  place;  My 

soothes  his  sor-rows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  a  -  way  his  fear, 

man  -  na  to  the  hun  -  gry  soul,  And  to  the  wear  -  y,  rest, 

nev  -  er  -  fail- ing  treas-ure,  filled  With  boundless  stores  of  grace! 

when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art,  I’ll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought.  A  -  MEN. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earth-ly  joy;  Je  -  s 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul  a -way;  Je  -  1 

3.  Fare  -  well,  ye  dreams  of  night;  Je  -  t 
4.  Fare  -  well,  mor-tal  -  i  -  ty;  Je  -  e 
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sus  is  mine.  Break  ev  -  ’ry 
sus  is  mine.  Here  would  I 

sus  is  mine.  Lost  in  this 

sus  is  mine.  Wei -come,  e- 
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ten  -  der  tie;  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  Dai 

ev  -  er  stay;  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  Pe; 

dawning  bright,  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  All 
ter  -  ni-ty;  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  Wei 

f  ,  f  r 

rk  is  the  wil-der-ness,  Earth  has  no 

r  -  ish-ing  things  of  clay,  Born  but  for 
[  that  my  soul  has  tried  Left  but  a 
Icome,  0  loved  and  blest,  Welcome, sweet 
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rest  -  ing-place,  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone  can  bless;  Je  -  sns  is  mine, 

one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a -way;  Je  -  sus  is  mine, 

dis  -  mal  void;  Je  -  sus  has  sat  -  is  -  fled;  Je  -  sus  is  mine, 

scenes  of  rest,  Welcome,  my  Sav-ior’s  breast;  Je  -  sus  is  mine.  A  -  m: 

1.  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er  to  Thee!  E’en  though
  it 

2.  Though  like  the  wan- der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,  Dark  -  ness  be 

3.  There  let  the  way  ap  -  pear,  Steps  un  -  to  Heav’n:  All  that  Thou 

4.  Then,  with  my  wak-ing  tho’ts  Bright  with  Thy  praise,  Out  of 

5.  Or  if  on  joy  -  ful  wing,  Cleav  -  ing  the  sky, Sun,  moon,  and 

be  a  cross  That  rais-eth  me;  Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Near- er,  my 

o-verme,  My  rest  a  stone;  Yet  in  my  dreams  I’d  be  Near -er,  my 

send’st  to  me,  In  mer-cy  giv’n:  An-gels  to  beck -on  me,  Near-er,  my 

sto-ny  griefs  Beth -el  I’ll  raise;  So  by  my  woes  to  be  Near-er,  my 

stars  for-got,  Up- wards  I  fly,  Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Near-er,  my 

God,  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Thee! 
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