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JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL.
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1 (o lov-er of myuoul, Lot me to Thyto_som gy, }
5 e tie nearer wa-ters roll, While the tempest stll is  high;

D. . Safe in-lo the ha-ven guide, Oh, ve<eive my soul at last.
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Hide me, O my Sav-ior, hide, Till the storm of life is  past;
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2 Other refuge have T none, 3 Thou, O Christ, art all T wan
‘Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;, More than all in Thee I find;
Leave, oh, leave me not alone, Raise the fallen, clicer the faint,
‘Still support and comfort me. Hea] the sick and lead the blind.
Al trust on Thee isstayed Just and holy js Thy name;
"y fetp from Thiee 1 bring 1 am all unrighteousness;
Cover my defenseless head Vile and full of sin I am,
With the sbadow of Thy wig.- Thou art full of truth'and grace,

Ta-rawalls As the that soul wore fled.
breskastoithi s tale of ru-to tells. T

And hosris (hat onco beat high for pralse Now f
. whe sorse heart n-dig ssatbreaksTo showtkad sl she lives.





