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Near	the	Cross	
	
Jesus,	keep	me	near	the	cross;		
there	a	precious	fountain,		
free	to	all,	a	healing	stream,		
flows	from	Calvary's	mountain.		
	
(Refrain)	
In	the	cross,	in	the	cross,		
be	my	glory	ever,		
till	my	raptured	soul	shall	find		
rest	beyond	the	river.	
	
Near	the	cross,	a	trembling	soul,		
love	and	mercy	found	me;		

there	the	bright	and	morning	star		
sheds	its	beams	around	me.	(Refrain)		
	
Near	the	cross!	O	Lamb	of	God,		
bring	its	scenes	before	me;		
help	me	walk	from	day	to	day		
with	its	shadow	o'er	me.		(Refrain)		
	
Near	the	cross	I'll	watch	and	wait,		
hoping,	trusting	ever,		
till	I	reach	the	golden	strand		
just	beyond	the	river.	(Refrain)		

	
Go	to	Dark	Gethsemane		
	
Go	to	dark	Gethsemane,		
ye	that	feel	the	tempter's	power;		
your	Redeemer's	conflict	see,		
watch	with	him	one	bitter	hour.		
Turn	not	from	his	griefs	away;		
learn	of	Jesus	Christ	to	pray.		
	
See	him	at	the	judgment	hall,		
beaten,	bound,	reviled,	arraigned;		
O	the	wormwood	and	the	gall!		
O	the	pangs	his	soul	sustained!		
Shun	not	suffering,	shame,	or	loss;		
learn	of	Christ	to	bear	the	cross.		
	

Calvary's	mournful	mountain	climb;		
there,	adoring	at	his	feet,		
mark	that	miracle	of	time,		
God's	own	sacrifice	complete.		
"It	is	finished!"	hear	him	cry;		
learn	of	Jesus	Christ	to	die.		
	
Early	hasten	to	the	tomb		
where	they	laid	his	breathless	clay;		
all	is	solitude	and	gloom.		
Who	has	taken	him	away?		
Christ	is	risen!	He	meets	our	eyes;		
Savior,	teach	us	so	to	rise.		
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The	King	of	Love,	My	Shepherd	Is	
	
The	King	of	love	my	shepherd	is,		
whose	goodness	faileth	never.			
I	nothing	lack	if	I	am	his,		
and	he	is	mine	forever.	
	
Where	streams	of	living	water	flow,		
my	ransomed	soul	he	leadeth;		
and	where	the	verdant	pastures	grow,		
with	food	celestial	feedeth.	
	
Perverse	and	foolish,	oft	I	strayed,		
but	yet	in	love	he	sought	me;		
and	on	his	shoulder	gently	laid,		
and	home,	rejoicing,	brought	me.	
	

In	death's	dark	vale	I	fear	no	ill,		
with	thee,	dear	Lord,	beside	me;		
thy	rod	and	staff	my	comfort	still,		
thy	cross	before	to	guide	me.	
	
Thou	spreadst	a	table	in	my	sight;		
thy	unction	grace	bestoweth;		
and	oh,	what	transport	of	delight		
from	thy	pure	chalice	floweth!	
	
And	so	through	all	the	length	of	days,		
thy	goodness	faileth	never;		
Good	Shepherd,	may	I	sing	thy	praise		
within	thy	house	forever.	

	


