
1. A mighty fortress is our God, 
a bulwark never failing; 

our helper he amid the flood 
of mortal ills prevailing. 
For still our ancient foe 

doth seek to work us woe; 
his craft and power are great, 

and armed with cruel hate, 
on earth is not his equal. 

2. Did we in our own strength confide, 
our striving would be losing, 

were not the right man on our side, 
the man of God's own choosing. 

Dost ask who that may be? 
Christ Jesus, it is he; 

Lord Sabaoth, his name, 
from age to age the same, 

and he must win the battle. 

3. And though this world, with devils filled, 
should threaten to undo us, 

we will not fear, for God hath willed 
his truth to triumph through us. 

The Prince of Darkness grim, 
we tremble not for him; 
his rage we can endure, 
for lo, his doom is sure; 

one little word shall fell him. 

4. That word above all earthly powers, 
no thanks to them, abideth; 

the Spirit and the gifts are ours, 
thru him who with us sideth. 

Let goods and kindred go, 
this mortal life also; 

the body they may kill; 
God's truth abideth still; 
his kingdom is forever. 

 



Verse 1 

How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
is laid for your faith in his excellent word! 

What more can he say than to you he hath said, 
to you who for refuge to Jesus have fled? 

Verse 2 

"Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dismayed, 
for I am thy God and will still give thee aid; 

I'll strengthen and help thee, and cause thee to stand 
upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. 

Verse 3 

"When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
the rivers of woe shall not thee overflow; 

for I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless, 
and sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

Verse 5 

“The soul that on Jesus still leans for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to its foes; 

that soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I’ll never, no, never, no, never forsake.” 

  



Verse1 

When I survey the wondrous cross 
on which the Prince of Glory died, 

my richest gain I count but loss, 
and pour contempt on all my pride. 

Verse 2 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
save in the death of Christ, my God; 

all the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

Verse 3 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
sorrow and love flow mingled down. 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

Verse 4 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
that were an offering far too small; 

love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life, my all. 

 

  



Verse 1 

God be with you till we meet again; 
by his counsels guide, uphold you, 
with his sheep securely fold 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. 


