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5 What language shall I borrow 

    To thank Thee, dearest Friend, 

For this Thy dying sorrow, 

    Thy pity without end? 

O make me Thine forever! 

    And should I fainting be, 

Lord, let me never, never, 

    Outlive my love for Thee. 

 

6 My Savior, be Thou near me 

    When death is at my door; 

Then let Thy presence cheer me, 

    Forsake me nevermore! 

When soul and body languish, 

    O leave me not alone, 

But take away mine anguish 

    By virtue of Thine own! 

 

7 Be Thou my consolation, 

    My shield, when I must die; 

Remind me of Thy passion 

    When my last hour draws nigh. 

Mine eyes shall then behold Thee, 

    Upon Thy cross shall dwell, 

My heart by faith enfold Thee. 

    Who dieth thus dies well. 
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