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A Mighty Fortress Is Our God
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1 A might - y for - tress is our God, a sword and shield vic -
2 No strength of ours can match his might! We would be lost, re -
3 Thoughhordes of dev-ils fill the land all threat-’ning to de -
4 God’s Word for - ev - er shall a - bide, no thanks to foes, who
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to - rious; he breaks the cruel op - pres - sor’s rod and
ject - ed. But now a cham-pion comes to  fight, whom
vour us, we trem - ble not, un - moved we stand; they
fear it; for God him - self fights by our side with
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wins sal - va - tion glo - rious. The old sa - tan - ic foe
God him-self e - lect - ed. You ask who this may be?
can - not O - ver - pow’r  us. Let this world’s ty - rant rage;
weap-ons of the Spir - it. Were they to take our house,
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has sworn to work us woe! With craft and dread - ful might
The Lord of hosts is he! Christ Je - sus, might - y Lord,
in bat - tle we’ll en- gage! His might is doomed to fail;
goods, hon - or, child, or spouse, though life be wrenched a - way,
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Text: Martin Luther, 1483-15486; tr. Lutheran Book of Worship

Music: Martin Luther, 1483-1546

Text © 1978 Lutheran Book of Worship, admin. Augsburg Fortress
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A Mighty Fortress Is Our God
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A mighty fortress is our God,

a bulwark never failing;

our helper frees us from the flood
of mortal ills prevailing.

For still our ancient foe,

forsworn to work us woe,

with guile and dreadful might

is armed to wage the fight:

on earth there is no equal.

If we in our own strength confide,
our striving turns to losing;

the righteous one fights by our side,
the one of God’s own choosing.
You ask who this may be:

Christ Jesus, it is he,

the Lord of hosts by name.

No other God we claim!

None else can win the battle.

Text: Martin Luther, 1483-1546; tr. Frederick H. Hedge, 1805-1890, alt.
Text © 2006 Augsburg Fortress ’
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he arms him - self to fight. On earth he has no e - qual
God’son - ly Son, a-dored. He holds the field vic-to - rious.
God’s judg-ment must pre - vail! One lit - tle word sub - dues him.
they can - not win the day. The king-dom’s ours for -ev - er!
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Though all the world with devils fill
and threaten to devour us,

we tremble not, we trust God’s will:
they cannot overpow’r us.

Though Satan rant and rage,

in fiercest war engage,

this tyrant’s doomed to fail;

God’s judgment must prevail!

One little word shall triumph.

God’s Word shall stand above the pow’rs,
shall end all their thanksgiving.

The Spirit and the gifts are ours,

for God with us is living.

Let goods and kindred go,

this mortal life also;

though all of these be gone,

they yet have nothing won.

The kingdom’s ours forever!
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now let the dew of heav'n de-scend and righ-teous fruits a - bound.
but give it root in ev-’ry

heart to bring forth fruits of love.
but let it yield a hun-dred-fold the fruits

of peace and joy.
that all whose souls the truth re - ceive its

sav - ing pow’r may know.
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Lord, Keep Us Steadfast in Your Word 517
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1 Lord, keep wus stead-fast in

B

your word, curb those who

2 Lord Je - sus Christ, your pow’r make known, for you are

3 0 Com - fort - er of price - less worth, send peace and
-
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would wrest the king-dom from your Son
de - fend your ho - ly church, that we
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by de - ceit or sword
Lord of lords a - lone;

u - ni -ty on earth; sup - port us in our fi - nal strife
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and ~ bring to naught  all he has done.
may sing your praise e - ter - mnal - 1y
and lead us out of death to life.
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Text: Martin Luther, 1483-1546; tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1827-1878, alt. : ERHALT UNS, HERR
Music: J. Klug, Geistliche Lieder, 1543
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COMMUNITY IN CHRIST
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The Church’s One Foundation
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1 The church’s one foun - da - tion is Je - sus Christ, her Lord;.
2 E - lect from ev-'ry na - tion, yet one o’er all the earth,
3 Though with a scorn-ful won - der this world sees her op-pressed,
4 Through toil and trib - u - la - tion and tu - mult of her war,
5 Yet she on earth has u - nion with God, the Three in One,
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she is his new cre - a - tion by wa - ter and the word.
her <char-ter of sal - va - tion one Lord, one faith, one birth:
by schisms..rent a - sund - er, by her - e - sies dis-tressed,
she waits the con-sum - ma - tion of peace for - ev - er - more;
and mys - tic sweet com - mu - nion with those whose rest is won.
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From heav’n he came and sought her to be his ho - ly bride;
one ho - ly name she bless - es, par - takes one ho - ly  food,
yet saints their watch are keep - ing; their cry goes up: “How long?”
till with the vi- sion glo - rious her long-ing eyes are blest,
Oh, bless - ed heav'n-ly cho - rus! Lord, save wus by your grace,
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with his own blood he bought her, and for her life he died.
and to one hope she press - es with ev-’ry grace en - dued.
and soon the night of weep - ing shall be the morn of song.
and the great church vic - to - rious shall be the church at rest.
that we, like saints be - fore us, may see you face to face.
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Text: Samuel J. Stone, 1839-1900

Music: Samuel S. Wesley, 1810-1876

AURELIA
7676D



