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1.  Je  -  sns,  Thy  bound-less  love  to  me  No  tho’t  can  reach,  no  tongue  de-clare; 
2.  0  grant  that  noth-ing  in  my  soul  May  dwell,  but  Thy  pure  love  a -lone; 
3.  0  love,  how  cheer-ing  is  thy  ray!  All  pain  be  -  fore  thy  pres-ence  flies: 

4.  In  suf-f’ring,be  Thy  love  my  peace;  In  weak-ness,  be  Thy  lovemypow’r; 
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O  knit  my  thank-ful  heart  to  Thee,  And  r< 
0  may  Thy  love  pos-sess  me  whole,  My  ji 
Care,  anguish,  sor- row,  melt  a  -  way,  Wher- 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease,  Je  -  si 
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sign  with-out  ; 

sy,  my  treas  -  u e’er  thy  heal -ii 
is,  in  that  « •  •  H 
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a  ri  -  val  there: 
re,  and  my  crown: 

lg  beams  a  -  rise, s  -  vent-ful  hour, 
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Thine  wholly,  Thine  a -lone,  I  am,  Be  Thou  a -lone  my  con-stant  Flame. 

Strange  fires  far  from  my  soul  re-move;  My  ev-’ry  act,  word,  tho’t,  he  love. 
0  Je -sus,  noth-ing  may  I  see,  Noth-ing de-sire,  or  seek,  but  Thee. 
In  death,  as  life,  he  Guide  and  Friend,  That  I  may  love  Thee  with-out  end.  A-men. 
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1.  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears;  Hope  and  be  un  -  dis-mayed; 
2.  Still  heav  -  y  is  thy  heart?  Still  sink  thy  spir  -  its  down? 
3.  Com  -  mit  thou  all  thy  griefs  And  ways  in  -  to  His  hands, 
4.  Leave  to  His  sov- ’reign  will  To  choose  and  to  com-mand: 
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dhearsthy  sighs  ai 
st  off  the  weight, 

His  sure  truth  a 
ith  wonder  filled,  tl 

ndcountsthy  tears,  God  shall  lift  up  thy  head, 

let  fear  de  -  part,  And  ev  -  ’ry  care  be  gone. 
.nd  ten  -  der  care,  Who  earth  and  heav’n  commands, 
rou  then  shalt  own  How  wise,  how  strong  His  hand.  A-men. 
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1.  For  the  beau  -  ty  of  the  earth,  For  the  beau  -  ty  of  the  skies, 
2.  For  the  beau  -  ty  of  each  hour  Of  the  day  and  of  the  night, 
3.  For  the  joy  of  hu  -  man  love,  Broth-er,  sis  -  ter,  par  -  ent,  child, 
4.  For  Thy  church  that  ev  -  er  -  more  Lift-eth  ho  -  ly  hands  a  -  hove, 
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For  the  love  which  from  our  birth 

Hill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flow’r, 
Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  a  -  hove, 

Of  -  f’ring  up  on  ev  -  ’ry  shore 
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O  -  ver  and  a-round  us  lies, 
Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light, 

For  all  gen  -  tie  tho’ts  and  mild. 
Her  pure  sac  -  ri  -  flee  of  love, 

f=^=FF=r — : Refrain.  ,  K 

»=R=T= 

J. 

i  1  i 

Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  rai 
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se  This  our  hymn  of  grate-ful  praise.  A-men. 
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