
25 of Nancy’s Favorite Hymns 
Nancy DeMoss Wolgemuth 

Next	
  to	
  reading	
  the	
  Bible,	
  singing—to	
  and	
  about	
  the	
  Lord—has	
  probably	
  been	
  the	
  activity	
  
that	
  has	
  produced	
  the	
  greatest	
  encouragement	
  in	
  my	
  Christian	
  walk.	
  	
  

Many	
  of	
  the	
  choruses	
  that	
  we	
  sing	
  today	
  are	
  meaningful	
  expressions	
  of	
  love	
  and	
  devotion	
  to	
  
the	
  Lord.	
  But	
  if	
  we	
  limit	
  our	
  diet	
  to	
  those	
  choruses,	
  I	
  believe	
  we	
  are	
  missing	
  out	
  on	
  a	
  
precious	
  treasure	
  God	
  has	
  given	
  to	
  the	
  church.	
  	
  

Many	
  of	
  the	
  hymns	
  and	
  spiritual	
  songs	
  written	
  throughout	
  the	
  history	
  of	
  the	
  church	
  are	
  rich	
  
in	
  theology;	
  they	
  communicate	
  God’s	
  nature	
  and	
  redemptive	
  plan	
  with	
  a	
  depth	
  that	
  is	
  not	
  
commonly	
  found	
  in	
  the	
  most	
  popular	
  choruses	
  and	
  songs	
  of	
  our	
  day.	
  

It	
  may	
  take	
  more	
  thought	
  and	
  effort	
  to	
  sing	
  “A	
  Mighty	
  Fortress	
  Is	
  Our	
  God”	
  or	
  “Jesus,	
  the	
  
Very	
  Thought	
  of	
  Thee”	
  than	
  to	
  sing	
  some	
  of	
  our	
  contemporary	
  choruses,	
  but	
  the	
  long-­‐term	
  
payoff	
  of	
  disciplining	
  our	
  minds	
  to	
  think	
  (and	
  sing)	
  great	
  thoughts	
  about	
  God	
  is	
  well	
  worth	
  
the	
  effort!	
  I	
  encourage	
  you	
  to	
  familiarize	
  yourself	
  with	
  these	
  “classic	
  hymns,”	
  and	
  use	
  them	
  
to	
  praise	
  our	
  Most	
  Awesome	
  God.	
  	
  

~Nancy	
  DeMoss	
  Wolgemuth	
  	
  

The God of Abraham Praise             There is a Fountain Filled with Blood  
When	
  Morning	
  Gilds	
  the	
  Skies	
   	
   Beneath	
  the	
  Cross	
  of	
  Jesus	
   	
   	
  
How Firm a Foundation   Man of Sorrows What a Name  
Like	
  a	
  River	
  Glorious	
   	
   	
   	
   Jesus,	
  What	
  a	
  Friend	
  for	
  Sinners	
  
Be Thou My Vision    And Can it be That I Should Gain  
Jesus, I am Resting, Resting    Join All the Glorious Names 
O	
  for	
  a	
  Heart	
  to	
  Praise	
  My	
  God	
   	
  	
   Majestic	
  Sweetness	
  Sits	
  Enthroned	
  
O Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go   Jesus the Very Thought of Thee  
Jesus Lover of My Soul    Rock of Ages 
O the Deep, Deep Love of Jesus  Take My Life and Let It Be 
How Sweet the Name of Jesus Sounds  Be Still My Soul                                  
A Charge to Keep I Have                         May the Mind of Christ My Savior  
Praise the Savior Ye Who Know Him   
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The God of Abraham Praise

The	
  God	
  of	
  Abraham	
  praise,	
  Who	
  reigns	
  enthroned	
  above;	
  
Ancient	
  of	
  everlasting	
  days,	
  and	
  God	
  of	
  Love;	
  
Jehovah,	
  great	
  I	
  AM!	
  by	
  earth	
  and	
  Heav’n	
  confessed;	
  
I	
  bow	
  and	
  bless	
  the	
  sacred	
  Name	
  forever	
  blessed.	
  

The God of Abraham praise, at Whose supreme command 
From earth I rise—and seek the joys at His right hand; 
I all on earth forsake, its wisdom, fame, and power; 
And Him my only Portion make, my Shield and Tower. 

He by Himself has sworn; I on His oath depend, 
I shall, on eagle wings upborne, to Heav’n ascend. 
I shall behold Hiss face; I shall His power adore, 
And sing the wonders of His grace forevermore. 

The whole triumphant host give thanks to God on high; 
“Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,” they ever cry. 
Hail, Abraham’s God, and mine! (I join the heav’nly lays,) 
All might and majesty are Thine, and endless praise. 

Thomas Olivers 

When Morning Gilds the Skies

When morning gilds the skies my heart awaking cries: 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 
Alike at work and prayer, to Jesus I repair: 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 

Does sadness fill my mind? A solace here I find, 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 
Or fades my earthly bliss? My comfort still is this, 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 

The night becomes as day when from the heart we say: 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 
The powers of darkness fear when this sweet chant they hear: 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 
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In heaven’s eternal bliss the loveliest strain is this, 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 
Let earth, and sea and sky from depth to height reply, 
May Jesus Christ be praised! 

Be	
  this,	
  while	
  life	
  is	
  mine,	
  my	
  canticle	
  divine:	
  
May	
  Jesus	
  Christ	
  be	
  praised!	
  
Sing	
  this	
  eternal	
  song	
  through	
  all	
  the	
  ages	
  long:	
  
May	
  Jesus	
  Christ	
  be	
  praised!	
  

How Firm a Foundation

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, 
You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled? 

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. 

When through fiery trials thy pathways shall lie, 
My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply; 
The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design 
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 

The soul that on Jesus has leaned 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. 

John	
  Rippon	
  

Like a River Glorious

Like a river glorious, is God’s perfect peace, 
Over all victorious, in its bright increase; 
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Perfect, yet it floweth, fuller every day, 
Perfect, yet it groweth, deeper all the way. 

Stayed upon Jehovah, hearts are fully blest 
Finding, as He promised, perfect peace and rest. 

Hidden in the hollow of His blessed hand, 
Never foe can follow, never traitor stand; 
Not a surge of worry, not a shade of care, 
Not a blast of hurry touch the spirit there. 

Every joy or trial falleth from above, 
Traced upon our dial by the Sun of Love; 
We may trust Him fully all for us to do. 
They who trust Him wholly find Him wholly true. 

Frances Havergal 

Be Thou My Vision

Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my heart; 
Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art 
Thou my best Thought, by day or by night, 
Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light. 

Be Thou my Wisdom, and Thou my true Word; 
I ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord; 
Thou my great Father, I Thy true son; 
Thou in me dwelling, and I with Thee one. 

Be	
  Thou	
  my	
  battle	
  Shield,	
  Sword	
  for	
  the	
  Yight;	
  
Be	
  Thou	
  my	
  Dignity,	
  Thou	
  my	
  Delight;	
  
Thou	
  my	
  soul’s	
  Shelter,	
  Thou	
  my	
  high	
  Tower:	
  
Raise	
  Thou	
  me	
  heavenward,	
  O	
  Power	
  of	
  my	
  power.	
  

Riches I heed not, nor man’s empty praise, 
Thou mine Inheritance, now and always: 
Thou and Thou only, first in my heart, 
High King of heaven, my Treasure Thou art. 
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High King of heaven, my victory won, 
May I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heaven’s Sun! 
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 
Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all. 

Attributed	
  to	
  Dallan	
  Forgaill,	
  8th	
  Century	
  

Praise the Savior, Ye Who Know Him

Praise the Savior, ye who know Him! 
Who can tell how much we owe Him? 
Gladly let us render to Him 
All we are and have. 

Jesus is the Name that charms us, 
He for conflict fits and arms us; 
Nothing moves and nothing harms us 
While we trust in Him. 

Trust in Him, ye saints, forever, 
He is faithful, changing never; 
Neither force nor guile can sever 
Those He loves from Him. 

Keep us, Lord, O keep us cleaving 
To Thyself, and still believing, 
Till the hour of our receiving 
Promised joys with Thee. 

Then we shall be where we would be, 
Then we shall be what we should be, 
Things that are not now, nor could be, 
Soon shall be our own. 

Thomas Kelly 
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Jesus I Am Resting, Resting

Jesus,	
  I	
  am	
  resting,	
  resting,	
  
In	
  the	
  joy	
  of	
  what	
  Thou	
  art;	
  
I	
  am	
  Yinding	
  out	
  the	
  greatness	
  
Of	
  Thy	
  loving	
  heart.	
  
Thou	
  hast	
  bid	
  me	
  gaze	
  upon	
  Thee,	
  
And	
  Thy	
  beauty	
  Yills	
  my	
  soul,	
  
For	
  by	
  Thy	
  transforming	
  power,	
  
Thou	
  hast	
  made	
  me	
  whole.	
  

O, how great Thy loving kindness, 
Vaster, broader than the sea! 
O, how marvelous Thy goodness, 
Lavished all on me! 
Yes, I rest in Thee, Belovèd, 

Know what wealth of grace is Thine, 
Know Thy certainty of promise, 
And have made it mine. 

Jean Pigott 

O for a Heart to Praise My God

O	
  for	
  a	
  heart	
  to	
  praise	
  my	
  God,	
  
A	
  heart	
  from	
  sin	
  set	
  free,	
  
A	
  heart	
  that	
  always	
  feels	
  Thy	
  blood	
  
So	
  freely	
  shed	
  for	
  me.	
  

A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 
My great Redeemer’s throne, 
Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone. 

A heart in every thought renewed 
And full of love divine, 
Perfect and right and pure and good, 
A copy, Lord, of Thine. 
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Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart; 
Come quickly from above; 
Write Thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, best name of Love. 

Charles	
  Wesley	
  

O Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go

O Love that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in thee; 
I give thee back the life I owe, 
That in thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 

O light that followest all my way, 
I yield my flickering torch to thee; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in thy sunshine’s blaze its day 
May brighter, fairer be. 

O Joy that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to thee; 
I trace the rainbow through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain, 
That morn shall tearless be. 

O Cross that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from thee; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 
And from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 

George	
  Matheson	
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Jesus Lover of My Soul

Jesus, lover of my soul, let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, while the tempest still is high. 
Hide me, O my Savior, hide, till the storm of life is past; 
Safe into the haven guide; O receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none, hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, all my help from Thee I bring; 
Cover my defenseless head with the shadow of Thy wing. 

Wilt	
  Thou	
  not	
  regard	
  my	
  call?	
  Wilt	
  Thou	
  not	
  accept	
  my	
  prayer?	
  
Lo!	
  I	
  sink,	
  I	
  faint,	
  I	
  fall—Lo!	
  on	
  Thee	
  I	
  cast	
  my	
  care;	
  
Reach	
  me	
  out	
  Thy	
  gracious	
  hand!	
  While	
  I	
  of	
  Thy	
  strength	
  receive,	
  
Hoping	
  against	
  hope	
  I	
  stand,	
  dying,	
  and	
  behold,	
  I	
  live.	
  

Thou, O Christ, art all I want, more than all in Thee I find; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, heal the sick, and lead the blind. 
Just and holy is Thy Name, I am all unrighteousness; 
False and full of sin I am; Thou art full of truth and grace. 

Plenteous grace with Thee is found, grace to cover all my sin; 
Let the healing streams abound; make and keep me pure within. 
Thou of life the fountain art, freely let me take of Thee; 
Spring Thou up within my heart; rise to all eternity. 

Charles	
  Wesley	
  

O the Deep, Deep Love of Jesus

O the deep, deep love of Jesus, vast, unmeasured, boundless, free! 
Rolling as a mighty ocean in its fullness over me! 
Underneath me, all around me, is the current of Thy love 
Leading onward, leading homeward to Thy glorious rest above! 
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O the deep, deep love of Jesus, spread His praise from shore to shore! 
How He loveth, ever loveth, changeth never, nevermore! 
How He watches o’er His loved ones, died to call them all His own; 
How for them He intercedeth, watcheth o’er them from the throne! 

O the deep, deep love of Jesus, love of every love the best! 
’Tis an ocean full of blessing, ’tis a haven giving rest! 
O the deep, deep love of Jesus, ’tis a heaven of heavens to me; 
And it lifts me up to glory, for it lifts me up to Thee! 

Samuel	
  T.	
  Francis	
  

Rock of Ages

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy wounded side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure; 
Save from wrath and make me pure. 

Not the labor of my hands 
Can fulfill Thy law’s demands; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to the cross I cling; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress; 
Helpless look to Thee for grace; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly; 
Wash me, Savior, or I die. 
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While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When mine eyes shall close in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 

Augustus	
  Toplady	
  

There Is a Fountain Filled with Blood

There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Emmanuel’s veins; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day; 
And there have I, though vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power 
Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 

E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave, 
Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
I’ll sing Thy power to save. 

William Cowper 
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Beneath the Cross of Jesus

Beneath the cross of Jesus I fain would take my stand, 
The shadow of a mighty rock within a weary land; 
A home within the wilderness, a rest upon the way, 
From the burning of the noontide heat, and the burden of the day. 

O safe and happy shelter, O refuge tried and sweet, 
O trysting place where Heaven’s love and Heaven’s justice meet! 
As to the holy patriarch that wondrous dream was given, 
So seems my Savior’s cross to me, a ladder up to heaven. 

Upon that cross of Jesus mine eye at times can see 
The very dying form of One Who suffered there for me; 
And from my stricken heart with tears two wonders I confess; 
The wonders of redeeming love and my unworthiness. 

I take, O cross, thy shadow for my abiding place; 
I ask no other sunshine than the sunshine of His face; 
Content to let the world go by to know no gain or loss, 
My sinful self my only shame, my glory all the cross. 

Elizabeth C. Clephane 

Man of Sorrows What a Name

Man of Sorrows! what a name 
For the Son of God, Who came 
Ruined sinners to reclaim. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Bearing shame and scoffing rude, 
In my place condemned He stood; 
Sealed my pardon with His blood. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Guilty, vile, and helpless we; 
Spotless Lamb of God was He; 
“Full atonement!” can it be? 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 
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Lifted up was He to die; 
“It is finished!” was His cry; 
Now in heav’n exalted high. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

When He comes, our glorious King, 
All His ransomed home to bring, 
Then anew His song we’ll sing: 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Philip	
  P.	
  Bliss	
  

Jesus What a Friend for Sinners

Jesus! what a Friend for sinners! 
Jesus! Lover of my soul; 
Friends may fail me, foes assail me, 
He, my Savior, makes me whole. 

Hallelujah! what a Savior! 
Hallelujah! what a Friend! 
Saving, helping, keeping, loving, 
He is with me to the end. 

Jesus! what a Strength in weakness! 
Let me hide myself in Him. 
Tempted, tried, and sometimes failing, 
He, my Strength, my victory wins. 

Jesus! what a Help in sorrow! 
While the billows over me roll, 
Even when my heart is breaking, 
He, my Comfort, helps my soul. 

Jesus! what a Guide and Keeper! 
While the tempest still is high, 
Storms about me, night overtakes me, 
He, my Pilot, hears my cry. 
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Jesus! I do now receive Him, 
More than all in Him I find. 
He hath granted me forgiveness, 
I am His, and He is mine. 

J.	
  Wilbur	
  Chapman	
  

And Can It Be That I Should Gain

And can it be that I should gain 
An interest in the Savior’s blood? 
Died He for me, who caused His pain— 
For me, who Him to death pursued? 

Amazing love! How can it be, 
That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 

’Tis mystery all: th’Immortal dies: 
Who can explore His strange design? 
In vain the firstborn seraph tries 
To sound the depths of love divine. 

’Tis mercy all! Let earth adore, 
Let angel minds inquire no more. 

He left His Father’s throne above 
So free, so infinite His grace— 
Emptied Himself of all but love, 
And bled for Adam’s helpless race: 

’Tis mercy all, immense and free, 
For O my God, it found out me! 

Long my imprisoned spirit lay, 
Fast bound in sin and nature’s night; 
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray— 
I woke, the dungeon flamed with light; 
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My chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, went forth, and followed Thee. 

No condemnation now I dread; 
Jesus, and all in Him, is mine; 
Alive in Him, my living Head, 
And clothed in righteousness divine, 

Bold I approach th’eternal throne, 
And claim the crown, through Christ my own. 

Charles Wesley 

Join All the Glorious Names

Join all the glorious names 
Of wisdom, love, and power, 
That ever mortals knew, 
That angels ever bore: 
All are too mean to speak His worth, 
To poor to set my Savior forth. 

Jesus, my great High Priest, 
Offered His blood, and died; 
My guilty conscience seeks 
No sacrifice beside: 
His powerful blood did once atone, 
And now it pleads before the throne. 

Great Prophet of my God, 
My tongue would bless Thy Name, 
By Thee the joyful news 
Of our salvation came, 
The joyful news of sin forgiv’n 
Of hell subdued, and peace with heav’n. 

Thou art my Counselor, 
My Pattern, and my Guide, 
And Thou my Shepherd art; 
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O, keep me near Thy side: 
Nor let my feet e’er turn astray 
To wander in the crooked way. 

My Savior and my Lord, 
My Conqu’ror and my King, 
Thy scepter and Thy sword, 
Thy reigning grace, I sing: 
Thine is the pow’r; behold I sit 
In willing bonds beneath Thy feet. 

Isaac	
  Watts	
  

Majestic Sweetness Sits Enthroned

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 
Upon the Savior’s brow; 
His head with radiant glories crowned, 
His lips with grace o’erflow, 

No mortal can with Him compare 
Among the sons of men; 
Fairer is He than all the fair 
Who fill the heav’nly train, 

He saw me plunged in deep distress 
And flew to my relief; 
For me He bore the shameful cross 
And carried all my grief, 

To Him I owe my life and breath 
And all the joys I have; 
He makes me triumph over death 
And saves me from the grave, 

Since from His bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine, 
Had I a thousand hearts to give, 
Lord, they should all be Thine. 

Samuel	
  Stennett	
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Jesus the Very Thought of Thee

Jesus, the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills the breast; 
But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 

Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest Name, 
O Savior of mankind! 

O hope of every contrite heart, 
O joy of all the meek, 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art! 
How good to those who seek! 

But what to those who find? 
Ah, this Nor tongue nor pen can show; 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but His loved ones know. 

Jesus, our only joy be Thou, 
As Thou our prize will be; 
Jesus be Thou our glory now, 
And through eternity. 

Bernard	
  of	
  Clairvaux	
  

How Sweet the Name of Jesus Sounds

How sweet the Name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 
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It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast; 
’Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 

Dear Name, the Rock on which I build, 
My Shield and Hiding Place, 
My never failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace! 

Jesus! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 
O Prophet, Priest and King, 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought; 
But when I see Thee as Thou art, 
I’ll praise Thee as I ought. 

Till then I would Thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath, 
And may the music of Thy Name 
Refresh my soul in death! 

John Newton 

Take My Life and Let It Be

Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee. 
Take my moments and my days; 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise. 

Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of Thy love. 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for Thee. 
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Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only, for my King. 
Take my lips, and let them be 
Filled	
  with	
  messages	
  from	
  Thee.	
  

Take my silver and my gold; 
Not a mite would I withhold. 
Take my intellect, and use 
Every power as Thou shalt choose. 

Take my will, and make it Thine; 
It shall be no longer mine. 
Take my heart, it is Thine own; 
It shall be Thy royal throne. 

Take my love, my Lord, I pour 
At Thy feet its treasure store. 
Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all for Thee. 

Frances	
  R.	
  Havergal	
  

May the Mind of Christ My Savior

May	
  the	
  mind	
  of	
  Christ,	
  my	
  Savior,	
  
Live	
  in	
  me	
  from	
  day	
  to	
  day,	
  
By	
  His	
  love	
  and	
  power	
  controlling	
  
All	
  I	
  do	
  and	
  say.	
  

May the Word of God dwell richly 
In my heart from hour to hour, 
So that all may see I triumph 
Only through His power. 

May the peace of God my Father 
Rule my life in everything, 
That I may be calm to comfort 
Sick	
  and	
  sorrowing.	
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May the love of Jesus fill me 
As the waters fill the sea; 
Him exalting, self abasing, 
This is victory. 

May I run the race before me, 
Strong and brave to face the foe, 
Looking only unto Jesus 
As I onward go. 

May His beauty rest upon me, 
As I seek the lost to win, 
And may they forget the channel, 
Seeing only Him. 

Kate	
  B.	
  Wilkinson	
  

Be Still My Soul

Be	
  still,	
  my	
  soul:	
  the	
  Lord	
  is	
  on	
  thy	
  side.	
  
Bear	
  patiently	
  the	
  cross	
  of	
  grief	
  or	
  pain.	
  
Leave	
  to	
  thy	
  God	
  to	
  order	
  and	
  provide;	
  
In	
  every	
  change,	
  He	
  faithful	
  will	
  remain.	
  

Be still, my soul: thy best, thy heavenly Friend 
Through thorny ways leads to a joyful end. 

Be still, my soul: thy God doth undertake 
To guide the future, as He has the past. 
Thy hope, thy confidence let nothing shake; 
All now mysterious shall be bright at last. 

Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know 
His voice Who ruled them while He dwelt below. 
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Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart, 
And all is darkened in the vale of tears, 
Then shalt thou better know His love, His heart, 
Who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy fears. 

Be still, my soul: thy Jesus can repay 
From His own fullness all He takes away. 

Be still, my soul: the hour is hastening on 
When we shall be forever with the Lord. 
When disappointment, grief and fear are gone, 
Sorrow forgot, love’s purest joys restored. 

Be still, my soul: when change and tears are past 
All safe and blessèd we shall meet at last. 

Katharina von Schlegel 

A Charge to Keep I Have

A	
  charge	
  to	
  keep	
  I	
  have,	
  
A	
  God	
  to	
  glorify,	
  
A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky. 

To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfill: 
O may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master’s will! 

Arm me with jealous care, 
As in Thy sight to live; 
And O Thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give! 

Help me to watch and pray, 
And on Thyself rely, 
And let me ne’er my trust betray, 
But press to realms on high. 

Charles Wesley
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