
A Mighty Fortress is Our God 

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 

through 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. 

 

Hymn of Promise 

1 In the bulb there is a flower; 

in the seed, an apple tree; 

in cocoons, a hidden promise: 

butterflies will soon be free! 

In the cold and snow of winter 

there’s a spring that waits to be, 

unrevealed until its season, 

something God alone can see. 

2 There’s a song in every silence, 

seeking word and melody; 

there’s a dawn in every darkness, 

bringing hope to you and me. 

From the past will come the future; 

what it holds, a mystery, 

unrevealed until its season, 

something God alone can see. 

3 In our end is our beginning; 

in our time, infinity; 

in our doubt there is believing; 

in our life, eternity. 

In our death, a resurrection; 

at the last, a victory, 

unrevealed until its season, 

something God alone can see. 

 

My Faith Looks Up to Thee 

1 My faith looks up to thee, 

thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Savior divine! 

Now hear me while I pray; 

take all my guilt away; 

O let me from this day 

be wholly thine! 

2 May thy rich grace impart 

strength to my fainting heart, 

my zeal inspire; 

as thou hast died for me, 

O may my love to thee 

pure, warm, and changeless be, 

a living fire! 

3 While life's dark maze I tread 

and griefs around me spread, 

be thou my guide; 

bid darkness turn to day; 

wipe sorrow's tears away; 

nor let me ever stray 

from thee aside. 

4 When ends life's transient dream, 

when death's cold, sullen stream 

shall o'er me roll; 

blest Savior, then, in love, 

fear and distrust remove; 

O bear me safe above, 

a ransomed soul! 

something God alone can see.  


