7 O l Eventide, 10.10.10.10

William Henry Monk, 1861
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1 When my dear Je-sus hides his smil -ing face, Nor lets me feel the
I mourn like one be - reft of home and friend, And oft-en won-der

3. The means of grace af - ford no swneet re - lief, But oft-en tend to
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unc -tion of his gace; | feel my los nor can my Sir-it red,
where the <ene will end;, Tor-tured with an-xious care, with - out re - pos,
ag - gra-vate my grief; | can-not red Wijhi- Cﬁt rirg reg-ing - place;
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"Till  with his love - ly pres - ence I am bled.
I feel as one im - mersed in gloom -y Woes
Sveet X - Qs come, and |et me thee em - brace.
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