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1.  My  Je  -  sus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine,  For  Thee  all  the 

2.  I  love  Thee,  he  -  cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed  me,  And  purchased  my 

3.  I’ll  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in  death,  And  praise  Thee  as 

4.  In  man-sions  of  glo  -  ry  and  end -less  de-  light,  I’ll  ev  -  er  a- 

fol  -  lies  of  sin  I  re  -  sign;  My  gra-cious  Re  -  deem-er,  my  Sav  -  ior  art 

par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry’s  tree;  I  love  Thee  for  wear-ing  the  thorns  on  Thy 
long  as  Thou  lendest  me  breath;  And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my 

dore  Thee  in  Heaven  so  bright;  I’ll  sing  with  the  glit-ter-ing  crown  on  my 
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Thou;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  ’< 
brow:  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  ’t 

brow,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  ’1 

brow,  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  ’l 
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is  now 
;is  now 

;is  now 
tis  now A  -  MEN. 
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1.  Oh,  for  a  clo  -  ser  walk  with  God,  A  calm  and  heav’n-ly  frame;  A 
2.  Where  is  the  bless -ed- ness  I  knew  When  first  I  saw  the  Lord?  Where 

3.  What  peace-ful  hours  I  once  en- joyed!  How  sweet  their  mem-’ry  still!  But 
4  Re -turn,  0  Ho  -  ly  Dove,  re- turn,  Sweet  mes-sen-ger  of  rest;  I 
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fight  to  sMne  up  -  on  the  road  That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 
is  the  soul  -  re  -fresh-ing  view  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  word? 

they  have  left  an  ach  -  ing  void  The  world  can  nev  -  er  fill. 

hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn,  And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast.  A-  MEN." 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry
, 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  im  -  part  Strength  to  my  faint  -  ing  hear
t, 

3.  While  life’s  dark  maze  I  tread,  And  griefs  a  -  round  me  spread, 

4.  When  ends  life’s  tran-sient  dream,  When  death’s  cold,  sul  -  len  stream 

Sav  -  ior  di  -  vine!  Now  hear  me  while  I  pray,  Take  all  my 

My  zeal  in  -  spire;  As  Thou  hast  died  for  me,  0  may  my
 

Thou  my  guide;  Bid  dark -ness  turn  to  day,  Wipe  s
or- row’s 

1  o’er  me  roll;  Blest  Sav  -  ior,  then,  in  love,  Fear  and  dis- 

guilt  a  -  way,  0  let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol  -  ly  Thine! 

love  to  Thee  Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be,  A  liv  -  ing  fire! 

tears  a -way,  Nor  let  me  ev-er  stray  From  Thee  a  -  side, 

trust  re-move;  0  bear  me  safe  a-bove,  A  ran-somed  soul! 


