
“Abide in Me and I, O Lord in Thee” ~ John Fawcett  

 

Lyte was inspired to write this hymn as he was dying of tuberculosis; he finished it the 

Sunday he gave his farewell sermon in the parish he served so many years. The next day, he left 

for Italy to regain his health. He didn’t make it, though—he died in Nice, France, three weeks 

after writing these words. Here is an excerpt from his farewell sermon: 

O brethren, I stand here among you today, as alive from the dead, if I may hope to im-

press it upon you, and induce you to prepare for that solemn hour which must come to all, by a 

timely acquaintance with the death of Christ. 

For over a century, the bells of his church at All Saints in Lower Brixham, Devonshire, 

have rung out “Abide with Me” daily. The hymn was sung at the wedding of King George VI 

of Britain, and at the wedding of his daughter, the future Queen Elizabeth II. 

Abide in me, O Lord, and I in Thee, 

From this good hour, oh, leave me nevermore; 

Then shall the discord cease, the wound be healed, 

The lifelong bleeding of the soul be o’er. 

Abide in me; o’ershadow by Thy love 

Each half formed purpose and dark thought of sin; 

Quench ere it rise each selfish, low desire, 

And keep my soul as Thine, calm and divine. 

As some rare perfume in a vase of clay, 

Pervades it with a fragrance not its own, 

So, when Thou dwellest in a mortal soul, 

All Heaven’s own sweetness seems around it thrown. 

Abide in me; there have been moments blest 

When I have heard Thy voice and felt Thy power; 

Then evil lost its grasp; and passion, hushed, 

Owned the divine enchantment of the hour. 

These were but seasons beautiful and rare; 

Abide in me, and they shall ever be; 

Fulfill at once Thy precept and my prayer, 

Come, and abide in me, and I in Thee. 
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