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1. A -Dbide with me; fast falls the e » ven-tide; The dark-ness
. Swiftto its clese ebbs out life’'s lit-tle day: Earth’s jovs grow
need thy pres-ence ev-’ry pass-ing hour; What but thy
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. 1 fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless: llls have no .
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deep-ens; Lord, with me a- h When oth-er help - ers
dim, its glo-ries passa- *svsm C%ﬁﬁgﬁ andde - cay in
grace can foil thetempter’s power? Who, like thy - self, my
weight, and tears no Dbit - ter - ness; Where i is death’s ﬁngﬁ whz&zms
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fi?iﬁ;g and ﬁ@m‘ﬁ?’@m flee, Help of the help-less, O a - bide with me!
all around | see; O thou who changest not, a - bide with me!
guide and stay can &é:?‘ Thro' cloud and %imﬁ%% Lmﬁ a ~ bide with me!

- grave, thy vic-to-ry! | tri-umph stil L, if thou a - bide with me,
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