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Sun of My Soul, Thou Saviour Dear

vuasiey: L. M.
John Keble. 1820 Katholisches Gesangbuch, Vienna, ¢ 1774
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Sun  of soul, Thou Sav - iourdear, It is not night if Thou be near;

When the soft dews of kind - ly sleep My wea-ried eye - lids gen - tly steep,
A - bidewith me from morn till eve, For with-out ﬁ'n:c I can- not live;

Watch by the sick; en-rich the poor With bless-ings from Thy bound-less store:
Come near and bless us when we wake, Ere throughﬁewm’ld our way we take,
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O  may no earth-born cloud a-rise  To hide Thee from Thy serv-ant’seyes.

Be my last thought, how sweet torest For-ev-er on my Sav-iour'sbreast.

A - bide withme whennight is nigh, For with-out Thee |'  dare not die.

Be  ev-ery mourn-er’ssleep to-night, Like in-fants’ slum-bers, pure and light.

Till in the o - cean of Thylove We lose our - selves in  heavena-bove. A-men,
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Sun of My Soul
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LSun  of my soul, Thou Sav - ior dear, it is  not
2. When the soft dews of kind - | sleep  my wea - ry
3.A - bide with me from morn till  eve, for with - out
4.Be  near to  bless me when 1 wake  ere through the
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night if  Thou be  near; O, may no earth - born
eyve - lids gen thy  steep, be my last thought— how
Thee I can not  live; a - bide with me when
world our  way l take; a - bide with me till
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cloud a - rise, to hide Thee from Thy ser vants eyes.
sweet to  rest for - ev - er  on my  Sav ior’s  breast!
night is  nigh, for with-out Thee I dare not  die.
in Thy love [ lose my - self in  heav'n a - bove.
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WORDS: John Keble, 1820 LM

MUSIC: Katholisches Gesangbuch, Vienna, ¢. 1774

330 Psalm 92:1-2

It is good to give thanks to the Lorbp,
to sing praises to Your name, O Most High;

to declare Your steadfast love in the morning,
and Your faithfulness by night.



Sun of My Soul, Thou Savior Dear
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I. Sun of my soul, Thou Sav - ior dear, It is not
2. When the soft dews of kind - ly sleep My wea - ried
3. A - bide with me from morn till eve, For with- out
4. Be near to bless me when I wake, Ere through the
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night if Thou be near; O may no earth - born cloud a -
eye - lids gent - ly steep, Be my last thought, how sweet to
Thee | can - not live; A - bide with me when night is
world my  way I  take, A -bide with me till in Thy
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rise To hide Thee from  Thy ser - vant’s eyes.
rest For- ev - er on my Sav - vior’s breast.
nigh, For with - out Thee I dare not  die.
love I lose my - self in heaven a - bove. A - men.
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Words: John Keble, 1792-1866 HURSLEY
Tune: Adapt. from Katholisches Gesangbuch, Vienna, c. 1774 LM
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Sun of My Soul

, Thou Savior Dear
LM

HURSLEY
1. Keble, 1792-1866 Katholisches Gesanghbuch, Vienna, ¢. 1774-1780, adapt.
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1. Sun soul, Thow Sav - dor  dear, It is  not
2. When the r.nft dews of  kind ly  sleep My wea- ried
3. A - bide with me from morn till  eve, For with - out
4. 1f S0mMe poor  wan d'ring child of Thine Has spurned to -
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night if  Thou be  near. O may no earth - bom
cye - lids gen tly  steep, Be my last thought how
Thee | can not  live; A - bide with me when
day the  voice di - ving, Mow, Lord, the gra - cioos
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cloud a - rise To  hide Thee fro Thy ser - vant's eyes.
sweet e rest For- ev - er on my Sav - ior's breast
night is  nigh, For with- out Thee 1 dare not  die.
work be - gin; Let him no more lie down in  sin,
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5. Watch by the sick; enrich the poor
With blessings from Thy boundless store;
Be ev'ry mourner's sleep tonight,
Like infant’s slumbers, pure and light.

6. Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take,

Till in the ocean of Thy love
We lose ourselves in heav'n above.



Sun of my SOUl, thou Savior frgl%aditionalmusic.co.uk

Sun of my soul, thou Savior dear,

it is not night if thou be near;

O may no earthborn cloud arise

to hide thee from thy servant's eyes.

When the soft dews of kindly sleep

my wearied eyelids gently steep,

be my last thought, how sweet to rest
forever on my Savior's breast.

Abide with me from morn till eve,
for without thee I cannot live;
abide with me when night is nigh,
for without thee I dare not die.

If some poor wandering child of thine
has spurned today the voice divine,
now, Lord, the gracious work begin;
let him no more lie down in sin.

Watch by the sick, enrich the poor

with blessings from thy boundless store;
be every mourner's sleep tonight,

like infants' slumbers, pure and right.

Come near and bless us when we wake,
ere through the world our way we take,
till in the ocean of thy love

we lose ourselves in heaven above.

Words: John Keble, 1820

Music: Abends, Angelus, Hursley,
Birling, Herr Gott Vater
Meter: LM



Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear
[Sun of My Soul, Thou Saviour Dear]
Melody: "Hursley", from the Allgemeines Gesangbuch, Vienna, 1775
John Keble, 1820

from www traditionalmusic.co.uk

'Tis gone, that bright and orbed bla:ze,
Fast fading from our wistful gaze;

Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight
The last faint pulse of quivering light.

2. In darkness and in weariness
The traveler on his way must press;
No gleam to watch on tree or tower,
Whiling away the lonesome hour.

3. Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear,
It is not night if Thou be near.

Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise

To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes.

4. When round thy wondrous works below
My searching, rapturous glance I throw,
Tracing out wisdom, power, and love,
In earth or sky, in stream or grove;

5. Or by the light Thy words disclose
Watch Time's full river as it flows.
Scanning Thy gracious providence,
Where not too deep for mortal sense:

6. When with dear friends sweet talk I hold
And all the flowers of life unfold,

Let not my heart within me burn,

Except in all I Thee discern.

7. When the soft dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,
Be my last thought how sweet to rest
Forever on my Saviour's breast.

8. Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without Thee I cannot live;
Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without Thee I dare not die.

9. Thou Framer of the light and dark,
Steer through the tempest Thine own ark:
Amid the howling wintry sea

We are in port if we have Thee.

10. The rulers of this Christian land,
'Twixt Thee and us ordained to stand,
Guide Thou their course, O Lord, aright;
Let all do all as in Thy sight.

11. Oh, by Thine own sad burthen, borne
So meekly up the hill of scorn,

Teach Thou Thy priests their daily cross
To bear as Thine nor count it loss!

12. Tf some poor wandering child of Thine
Has spurned today the voice divine,

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin;

Let him no more lie down in sin.

13. Watch by the sick; enrich the poor
With blessings from Thy boundless store;



,,,,,,,,,,,

MUSIC: from the work Katholisches Gesangbuch, Vienna,
capo on 3rd fret

SUN OF MY SOUL

D 2N D
Sun of my soul, Thou Savior dear,
A
It is not night when Thou art near;
Em D A
O may no earthborn cloud a-rise
G A G A7l D
To hide Thee from Thy ser-vant's eyes!

When the soft dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest
Forever on my Savior's breast.

Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without Thee I cannot live;

Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without Thee I dare not die.

If some poor wandering child of Thine
Has spurned today the voice divine,
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin;
Let him no more lie down in sin.

Watch by the sick, enrich the poor

With blessings from Thy boundless store;
Be every mourner's sleep tonight,

Like infants' slumbers, pure and right.

Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take,
Till in the ocean of Thy love

We lose ourselves in Heaven above.
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