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S | sl cn the Sen of Life
And Storms encompass me

With Rocks and Quicksands all around
Jesus reviember me,

| drend the shores of unbelief
To leeward they do lie,

The current of cormuption streng,
| must to Jesos fy

When tempests los my crazy bask
On Ocean’s angry foam

it makes me look with cager oyes
And wish that | was Home,

When Stmai’s thunders loudly roa:
Ax il they rent the ky

It Blls my sou! with gioomy fean
To Jeus | mus fy.

Scmetimes my mght i long and dask
| know not where o go

How near to danger | may be
ls more than | can know.

Sometimes my Scul doth gt becalmed
Ard motioniean 1 lie,

I get no nearer then ta God
O itter for the Sky.

These sudden and decatful calms
always fnghten me
As harbingers of sudden storms—

]utﬂ- I leok to Thee.

At other times my Sky is clear
My Sun e shines 3o baght,

Propitious breezes Gl my Sail
And all with me 32 nght.

Jesus 1 Captain to, my Soul
He'll gude me with His eve,

His presence now i sweet to me,
What will it be on hgn?

He navigates my precions Soul
Ao the stormy -2,

My latitude [ alwavs know
When | see Calvary.

The breeze is lair, mv sea s smooth
Blow, Heavesly brocica, blow,
Wait me aleng, ve yale of pasce,

While | am here belaw,

The breezes of redeeming love,
Oh, th:}' a1 sweet 1o me!

[ breathe a pure and healthy arr
In sight of Calvary.

Methinks | see the Heavenly hills
Their sumsnits are s ha ;i
The breere s fair, my cordage good.

No cloud is on my Sky.

1 To sl beneath a cloudlens ﬁ?
With Heaven in my view
Is vweeter than my longue can teil
My Scul revived anew,

Witk wondes lest | look astern

WWhat dangers | have passed,

l I logk ahrad with hope and joy,
| shall be saved at last.

Jesus 13 Pilot to mv Seul

| hope He'll with me stav,
If He withdmws His presence now
i ['d be a castawsy.

i But He will not fersake me now
o %o near the Eremal Shere
I with to put my trust in Him
And never gneve Him more.

"And when | cress the siresm of Death
The last | have 1o do,

Oh ! let my Sky be clear and bnght
And Heaven in my view.
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 Abundant entrance into Port
' Beneath a cloudiess Sky,
| Oh Jesws, Thou wilt take the Helm

Itis my eamcst CIy.

And when my back i salely moored
How happy [ shall be,

Tao fusd e | where ]tﬂ.u 1
Through all Etcrmty.



