
A Mighty Fortress Is Our God  
 
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 pow'r are great 
And armed with cruel hate 
On earth is not his equal 
 
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 
 
And tho' this world with devils filled 
Should threaten to undo us 
We will not fear for God hath willed 
His truth to triumph thru 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 
 
That word above all earthly pow'rs 
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 
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O Church Arise 
 
O church arise and put your armour on 
Hear the call of Christ our Captain 
For now the weak can say that they are strong 
In the strength that God has given 
With shield of faith and belt of truth 
We'll stand against the devil's lies 
An army bold whose battle cry is Love 
Reaching out to those in darkness 
 
Our call to war to love the captive soul 
But to rage against the captor 
And with the sword that makes the wounded 
whole 
We will fight with faith and valour 
When faced with trials on every side 
We know the outcome is secure 
And Christ will have the prize for which He died 
An inheritance of nations 
 
Come see the cross where love and mercy meet 
As the Son of God is stricken 
Then see His foes lie crushed beneath His feet 
For the Conqueror has risen 
And as the stone is rolled away 
And Christ emerges from the grave 
This victory march continues till the day 
Every eye and heart shall see Him 
 
So Spirit come put strength in every stride 
Give grace for every hurdle 
That we may run with faith to win the prize 
Of a servant good and faithful 
As saints of old still line the way 
Retelling triumphs of His grace 
We hear their calls and hunger for the day 
When with Christ we stand in glory 
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For All the Saints  
 
For all the saints who from their labors rest, 
who thee by faith before the world confessed, 
thy name, O Jesus, be forever blest. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
Thou wast their rock, their fortress,  
and their might; 
thou, Lord, their captain in the well-fought fight; 
thou, in the darkness drear, their one true light. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
O may thy soldiers, faithful, true, and bold, 
fight as the saints who nobly fought of old, 
and win with them the victor's crown of gold. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
The golden evening brightens in the west; 
soon, soon to faithful warriors come their rest; 
sweet is the calm of paradise the blest. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
But lo! there breaks a yet more glorious day; 
the saints triumphant rise in bright array; 
the King of glory passes on his way. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
From earth's wide bounds,  
from ocean's farthest coast, 
through gates of pearl streams  
in the countless host, 
singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
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