
Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine! 
Oh, what a foretaste of glory divine! 
Heir of salvation, purchase of God, 

born of his Spirit, washed in his blood. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

Perfect communion, perfect delight, 
visions of rapture now burst on my sight. 

Angels descending bring from above 
echoes of mercy, whispers of love. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

Perfect submission, all is at rest. 
I in my Savior am happy and blest, 

watching and waiting, looking above, 
filled with his goodness, lost in his love. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
praising my Savior all the day long. 

 



 
Amazing grace how sweet the sound 

that saved a wretch like me! 
I once was lost but now am found, 

was blind but now I see. 
 

‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
and grace my fears relieved; 

how precious did that grace appear 
the hour I first believed! 

 
Through many dangers, toils and snares, 

I have already come; 
‘tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 

and grace will lead me home. 
 

The Lord has promised good to me, 
God’s word my hope secures; 

God will my shield and portion be 
as long as life endures. 

 
Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail, 

and mortal life shall cease, 
I shall possess, with portion be, 

as long as life endures. 
 

Through many dangers, toils, and snares 
I have already come; 

‘tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 
and grace will lead me home. 

 
 



Verse 1 

When peace, like a river, 
attendeth my way, 

when sorrows like sea billows roll; 
whatever my lot, 

thou hast taught me to say 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 

Chorus 

It is well with my soul 
It is well 

It is well with my soul 

Verse 2 

Tho'ugh Satan should buffet, 
Though trials should come, 

let this blest assurance control, 
that Christ hath regarded 

my helpless estate, 
and hath shed His own blood 

For my soul! 

Chorus 

It is well with my soul 
It is well 

It is well with my soul 

Verse 3 

My sin, oh, the bliss 
Of this glorious thought! 

My sin, not in part but the whole, 
is nailed to the cross, 
and I bear it no more, 

praise the Lord, 
praise the Lord, O my soul! 



Verse 4 

And, Lord, haste the day 
when the faith shall be sight, 

the clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 
the trump shall resound, 

and the Lord shall descend, 
even so it is well 

With my soul 
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God be with you till we meet again, 

’Neath His wings protecting hide you, 

Daily manna still divide you, 

God be with you till we meet again. 

Refrain 

Till we meet, till we meet, 

Till we meet at Jesus’ feet; 

Till we meet, till we meet, 

God be with you till we meet again. 

 


