
God Is My Strong Salvation 

 

God is my strong Salvation; 

What foe have I to fear? 

In darkness and temptation 

My Light, my Help is near. 

 

Though hosts encamp around me, 

Firm to the fight I stand; 

What terror can confound me, 

With God at my right hand? 

 

Place on the Lord reliance, 

My soul, with courage wait; 

His truth be thine affiance, 

When faint and desolate. 

 

His might thy heart shall strengthen, 

His love thy joy increase; 

Mercy thy days shall lengthen; 

The Lord will give thee peace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jesus, What a Friend for Sinners 

 

Jesus! what a Friend for sinners! 

Jesus! Lover of my soul; 

Friends may fail me, foes assail me, 

He, my Saviour, makes me whole. 

 

Hallelujah! what a Saviour! 

Hallelujah, what a Friend! 

Saving, helping, keeping, loving, 

He is with me to the end. 

 

Jesus! what a strength in weakness! 

Let me hide myself in him; 

Tempted, tried, and sometimes failing, 

He, my strength, my vict'ry wins. 

 

Jesus! what a help in sorrow! 

While the billows o'er me roll, 

Even when my heart is breaking, 

He, my comfort, helps my soul. 

 

Jesus! what a guide and keeper! 

While the tempest still is high, 

Storms about me, night o'ertakes me, 

He, my pilot, hears my cry. 

 

Jesus! I do now receive him, 

More than all in him I find, 

He hath granted me forgiveness, 

I am his, and he is mine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

O Jesus, Thou Art Standing 

 

O Jesus, thou art standing  

outside the fast-closed door, 

In lowly patience waiting  

to pass the threshold o’er 

Shame on us, Christian brothers,  

his name and sign who bear, 

O shame, thrice shame upon us,  

to keep him standing there! 

 

O Jesus, thou art knocking; 

And low, that hand is scarred, 

And thorns thy brow encircle,  

And tears thy face have marred: 

O love that passeth knowledge, 

So patiently to wait! 

O sin that hath no equal,  

So fast to bar the gate! 

 

O Jesus, thou art pleading 

In accents meek and low, 

“I died for you, my children, 

And will ye treat me so?” 

O Lord, with shame and sorrow 

We open now the door, 

Dear Savior, enter, enter,  

and leave us nevermore. 


