
Thou hidden love of God

       Gerhard Tersteegen (German) 

       Trans. by John Wesley
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6.  O Love, thy sovereign aid impart

     To save me from low thought care;

     Chase this self will from all my heart,

     From all its hidden mazes there;

     Make me Thy duteous child that I

     Ceaseless may “Abba, Father” cry.

7.  Each moment draw from earth away

     My heart that lowly waits Thy call;

     Speak to my inmost soul and say,

     “I am thy love, thy God, thy all!”

     To feel Thy power, to hear Thy voice,

     To taste Thy love, be all my choice.
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