
Our God, Our Help in Ages Past 
 

1 Our God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come, 
our shelter from the stormy blast, 
and our eternal home 
 
2 Under the shadow of your throne  
your saints have dwelt secure;  
sufficient is your arm alone,  
and our defense is sure. 
 
3 Before the hills in order stood, 
or earth received her frame, 
from everlasting you are God, 
to endless years the same. 
 
4 A thousand ages in your sight 
are like an evening gone; 
short as the watch that ends the night  
before the rising sun. 
 
5 The busy tribes of flesh and  blood,  
with all their lives and cares,  
are carried downward by your flood,  
and lost in foll'wing years. 
 
6 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
bears all its sons away; 
they fly forgotten, as a dream 
dies at the op'ning day. 
 
7 Our God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come: 
O be our guard while troubles last, 
and our eternal home. 
 
 
 

It Is Well With My Soul 
 

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!” 
 

It is well with my soul! 
It is well, it is well with my soul! 

 
Though 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. 
 
My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought— 
  My sin, not in part, but the whole, 
Is nailed to His Cross, and I bear it no more; 
  Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 
 
For me, be it Christ, be it Christ hence to live; 
  If dark hours about me shall roll, 
No pang shall be mine, for in death as in life 
  Thou wilt whisper Thy peace to my soul. 
 


