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Lead us, Heavenly Father, lead us… 
Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 
o'er the world's tempestuous sea; 
guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us, 
for we have no help but thee; 
yet possessing every blessing, 
if our God our Father be. 

Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us: 
all our weakness thou dost know; 
thou didst tread this earth before us, 
thou didst feel its keenest woe; 
lone and dreary, faint and weary, 
through the desert thou didst go. 

Spirit of our God, descending, 
fill our hearts with heavenly joy, 
love with every passion blending, 
pleasure that can never cloy: 
thus provided, pardoned, guided, 
nothing can our peace destroy. 
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Jesus Lover of my Soul 
Jesus, lover of my soul,  
let me to thy bosom fly,  
while the nearer waters roll,  
while the tempest still is high;  
hide me, O my Savior, hide,  
till the storm of life is past;  
safe into the haven guide,  
O receive my soul at last!  

Other refuge have I none;  
hangs my helpless soul on thee;  
leave, ah! leave me not alone,  
still support and comfort me.  
All my trust on thee is stayed,  
all my help from thee I bring;  
cover my defenseless head  
with the shadow of thy wing.  

Plenteous grace with thee is found,  
grace to cover all my sin;  
let the healing streams abound;  
make and keep me pure within.  
Thou of life the fountain art;  
freely let me take of thee;  
spring thou up within my heart,  
rise to all eternity.  
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Lord Jesus Think on me. 
Lord Jesus, think on me, 
and purge away my sin; 
from earth-born passions set me free, 
and make me pure within. 

Lord Jesus, think on me, 
with care and woe oppressed, 
let me Thy loving servant be, 
and taste Thy promised rest. 

Lord Jesus, think on me, 
nor let me go astray; 
through darkness and perplexity 
point Thou the heav'nly way. 

Lord Jesus, think on me, 
that, when the flood is past, 
I may eternal brightness see, 
and share Thy joy at last. 
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He who would valiant be. 
He who would valiant be  
'gainst all disaster, 
let him in constancy  
follow the Master. 
There's no discouragement  
shall make him once relent 
his first avowed intent  
to be a pilgrim. 

Who so beset him round  
with dismal stories, 
do but themselves confound— 
his strength the more is. 
No foes shall stay his might,  
though he with giants fight; 
he will make good his right  
to be a pilgrim. 

Since, Lord, Thou dost defend  
us with Thy Spirit, 
we know we at the end  
shall life inherit. 
Then, fancies, flee away!  
I'll fear not what men say, 
I'll labor night and day  
to be a pilgrim. 


