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O’de[90[0

gaé’zie/s Oho ( Ennio Morticone )

Morning has broken

like the first morning,
blackbird has spoken

like the first bird.

Praise for the singing,
praise for the morning,
praise for them, springing
fresh from the World!

Sweet the rain's new fall
sunlit from heaven,

like the first dewfall

on the first grass.

Praise for the sweetness
of the wet garden,
sprung in completeness
where his feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight;
mine is the morning,
born of the one light
Eden saw play!

Praise with elation,
praise every morning,
God's re-creation

of the new day!

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide;
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
Change and decay in all around I see—

O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

I need Thy presence every passing hour;

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r?
Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies;

Heav'n’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.
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