
 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.


1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
does its successive journeys run; 
his kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
till moons shall wax and wane no more.


2 To him shall endless prayer be made, 
and praises throng to crown his head; 
his name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
with every morning sacrifice.


3 People and realms of every tongue 
dwell on his love with sweetest song, 

and infant voices shall proclaim 
their early blessings on his name.


4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns: 
the prisoners leap to loose their chains; 
the weary find eternal rest, 
and all who suffer want are blest.


5 Let every creature rise and bring 
honors peculiar to our King; 
angels descend with songs again, 
and earth repeat the loud Amen!


1 Arise, your light is come!

The Spriit's call obey;

Show forth the glory of your God,

Which shines on you today.


2 Arise, your light is come!

Fling wide the prison door;

Proclaim the captives' liberty,

Good tidings to the poor.


3 Arise, your light is come!

All you in sorrow born,

Build up the broken-hearted ones

And comfort those who mourn.


4 Arise, your light is come!

The mountains burst in song!

Rise up like eagles on the wing;

God's power will make us strong.


