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Abide with Me!
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2. Swift to its close ebbs___ out life's  lit - tle day,
3.1 need  thy pres ence ev - 'ry pass - ing hour.
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A - bide  with me! fast falls the e - ven - |tide;
Swift to its close ebbs out life's  lit - tle day.
I need  thy pres ence ev - 'ry pass - ing hour.
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Earth's joys  grow dim; its lo - ries pass a way.
What but thy grace can oil the tempt - er's pow'r?
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The dark - ness deep - ens. Lord,  with me a bide!
Earth's joys  grow dim; its ﬁlp - ries pass a way.
What but thy lgrace can oil the tempt - er's pow'r?
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