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- gus, lov-er of my soul; Let me

143
2. Oth-er ref-uge have I none, Hangs my helpless soul on thee!
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While the bil - lows near me roll,
Leave, oh, leave me not

s

While the tempest still is high.
Still - sup-port and com - fort me.

Hide me, 0 my Sav-ior, hide,  Till
| All my trust on thee is stayed, All

my

the storm of
help from thes

Oh, re - ceivo my soul at last.
With the shadow of  thy wing.
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s tomb Hasted at the

1. Ma-ry to the Savic

D. C. Trembling, while a
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Spice she brought, and sweet perfume, But the Lord she loved had gone.
tal flood Issued from her weeping eyes.

pe, o oo £ 5. 5

ring
i i L

e 79|

D-:« EmEnEn pwf

[

8. B. MARSH.

2 But her sorrows quickly fled,
When she heard his welcome voice ;
Christ had risen from the dead,
Now ho bids her heart rejoice.
What a change his work can make,
Turning darkness into day !
Ye who weep for Jesus’ sake,
e will wipe your tears away.




