175 O lNocnoab, Beau MOM YENH

1. Jesus, Saviour, pilot me,
Over life’s tempestuous sea;
Unknown waves before me roll,
Hiding rocks and treach’rous shoal;
Chart and compass come from Thee—
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me!

1. O locrnoab, B€AM MOW YENH
[Tocpeaun XXUTEUCKNX BOJIH!
Bypsa rpo3Has npeg MHOMN,
CKanbl CKpbITbl NO4 BOAOMW.
A MONIIOCb A0BEepPbSA MOJIH,
O lNocrnoab, B€AN MOU YENH!



2. As a mother stills her child,
Thou canst hush the ocean wild;
Boist’rous waves obey Thy will
When Thou say’st to them, "Be still!”
Wondrous Sov’reign of the sea,
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me!

2. Kak peten poaHada maTb,
Moxelwb Mope Tbl YHATH.
BeTep cnywaeT TBou 308,
YCNoKOUTbLCSA roTOB.
[loBenntenb 6ypHbIX BOJIH,
O lNocrnoab, B€AN MOU YENH!



When at last I near the shore,
And the fearful breakers roar
"Twixt me and the peaceful rest,
Then while leaning on Thy breast,
May I hear Thee say to me,

“Fear not, I will pilot thee!”

He Bcerga MHe ObITb B 4YesHe,
[lpncTtaHb 6/IN3NTCA KO MHeE.
Cnbliwa rpo3Hbl BOJSIH Nnpubon,
Ko Xpucrty cnewy ¢ Monbboun:
«4 ncnyraH, 9 CMYLLEH,

O lNocrnoab, B€AN MOU YENH!»
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