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1.  Je  -  sus!  the  ver  -  y  thought  of  Thee  With  sweet-ness  fills  my  breast: 

2.  No  voice  can  sing,  no  heart  can  frame,  Nor  can  the  mem  -  ’ry  find 
3.  0  hope  of  ev  -  ’ry  con  -  trite  heart,  0  joy  of  all  the  meek, 
4.  But  what  to  those  who  find?  Ah!  this  Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show, 

1  III  , 

But  sweet-er  far  T 

A  sweet-er  sound  tl 
To  those  who  ask,  h 

The  love  of  Je  -  si 

r  -  «r  f  r  r  '  ~ 
hy  face  to  see,  And  in  Thy  pres-ence  rest, 

lan  Je- sus’  name,  The  Sav-ior  of  man-kind, 
ow  kind  Thou  art!  How  good  to  those  who  seek! 

is,  what  it  is  None  but  His  loved  ones  know.  A-men. 
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1.  Lead,  kind-ly  Light,  a-mid  th’  en-cir-cling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me  on! 
2.  I  was  not  ev  -  er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me  on; 
3.  So  long  Thy  pow’r  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still  Will  lead  me  on 
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tie  night  is  dark,  and  I 
loved  to  choose  and  se 

’er  moor  .and  fen,  o’er  c 
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am  far  from  home;  Lead  Thou  me  on! 

e  my  path;  but  now  Lead  Thou  me  on! 
irag  and  torrent,  till  The  night  is  gone, 
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