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Tlarmare, Buo, till dig!

MELODI AF LOWELL MASON, 1792— 1872
HARMONISERAD AF J. E—N.
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1. Yiarmave, Gud, till dig, I. Yieaver, my Bod, to Thee,

narmare dig!
®Om det an bliv ett Fors,

fom lyfter mig,
fjunger jag innerlig:
Yidrmare, Gud, till dig,
narmare dig!

YTeaver to Thee!
£'en though it be a crofi
That vaifeth me;
Still all my fong ball be,
Yieaver, my Bod, to Thee,
YTeaver to Thee!
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Doljer for pilgrim trdte
folen fitt {¥en,

bliv &n min bufoudgird
bhardafte ften,

{Eall jag doct drdmma mig

narmare, Gud, till dig,
narmare dig.

Dar fEall all ndd, du gaf,
fté for min Jyn
jafom en ftege, veft
upp emot {Fyn.
Anglar d&r vinka mig
narmare, Gud, till dig,
narmarve dig.

Od nar jag vabnar glad,
ftenen §& bard
vefer jom Tfafob jag
till minnesvard:
YVatten ju forde mig
narmare, Gud, till dig,
narmave Oig.

Yiar fift jag ftalla fav
uppat min fard
ody ve'n till vygge ar
fticrnornas varld,
boiffar det an i mig:
YTarmave, Gud, till dig,
narmare dig!

Thougb, lite the wanderer,
The fun gone down,

Darknefy comes over me,
My veft a ftone;

Net in my dreams 'O be

YTearer, my Bod, to Thee,
YTeaver to Thee.

There let my way appear
Steps unto Heav'n,
A1l that Thou fendeft me
TIn mercy given.
Angels to becton me
YTeaver, my Bod, to Thee,
Yieaver to Thee.

Then, with my waking thougbhts,
Bright with Thy praife

Out of my ftony griefs
Bethel I vaife;

So by my woes to be,

YTeaver, my Bod, to Thee,
YTeaver to Thee.

Or if on joyful wing
Cleaving the {ty,

Sun, moon, and ftars forgot,
Upwards 7 fly,

Still all my fong fhall be,

Yieaver, my Bod, to Thee,
Yieaver to Thee!

Sarah Flower Adams
1805—1848.
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