
5 I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless; 

Ills have no weight and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 

I triumph still if Thou abide with me! 

 

6 Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes; 

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies. 

Heav’n’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee; 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 
Text: Public domain 

 

461 I Know That My Redeemer Lives (vv.5-8) 

5 He lives to silence all my fears 

He lives to wipe away my tears; 

He lives to calm my troubled heart; 

He lives all blessings to impart. 

 

6 He lives, my kind, wise, heav’nly friend; 

He lives and loves me to the end; 

He lives, and while He lives, I’ll sing; 

He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King. 

 

7 He lives and grants me daily breath; 

He lives, and I shall conquer death; 

He lives my mansion to prepare; 

He lives to bring me safely there. 

 

8 He lives, all glory to His name! 

He lives, my Jesus, still the same; 

Oh, the sweet joy this sentence gives: 

I know that my Redeemer lives! 
Text: Public domain 

461 I Know That My Redeemer Lives (vv.1-4) 

1 I know that my Redeemer lives; 

What comfort this sweet sentence gives! 

He lives, He lives, who once was dead; 

He lives, my ever-living head. 

 

2 He lives triumphant from the grave; 

He lives eternally to save; 

He lives all-glorious in the sky; 

He lives exalted there on high. 

 

3 He lives to bless me with His love; 

He lives to plead for me above; 

He lives my hungry soul to feed; 

He lives to help in time of need. 

 

4 He lives to grant me rich supply; 

He lives to guide me with His eye; 

He lives to comfort me when faint; 

He lives to hear my soul’s complaint. 
Text: Public domain 

 

727 On Eagles’ Wings 

1 You who dwell in the shelter of the Lord, 

Who abide in His shadow for life, 

Say to the Lord: “My refuge, 

My rock in whom I trust!” Refrain 

 

ref And He will raise you up on eagles’ wings, 

Bear you on the breath of dawn, 

Make you to shine like the sun, 

And hold you in the palm of His hand. (cont.) 

 



2 The snare of the fowler will never capture you, 

And famine will bring you no fear; 

Under His wings your refuge, 

His faithfulness your shield. Refrain 

 

3 You need not fear the terror of the night, 

Nor the arrow that flies by day; 

Though thousands fall about you, 

Near you it shall not come. Refrain 

 

4 For to His angels He’s given a command 

To guard you in all of your ways; 

Upon their hands they will bear you up, 

Lest you dash your foot against a stone. Refrain 
Text: © OCP Publications. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110003760 

 

763 When Peace, like a River 

1 When peace, like a river, attendeth my way; 

    When sorrows, like sea billows, roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 

    It is well, it is well with my soul. Refrain 

 

ref It is well (It is well) 

with my soul, (with my soul), 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

2 Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come, 

    Let this blest assurance control, 

That Christ hath regarded my helpless estate 

    And hath shed His own blood for my soul. Refrain 

(cont.) 

 

3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought; 

    My sin, not in part, but the whole, 

Is nailed to His cross, and I bear it no more. 

    Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! Refrain 

 

4 And, Lord, haste the day when our faith shall be sight, 

    The clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 

The trumpet shall sound and the Lord shall descend; 

    Even so it is well with my soul. Refrain 
Text: Public domain 

 

878 Abide with Me 

1 Abide with me, fast falls the eventide. 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide. 

When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

 

2 I need Thy presence ev’ry passing hour; 

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r? 

Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be? 

Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

 

3 Come not in terrors, as the King of kings, 

But kind and good, with healing in Thy wings; 

Tears for all woes, a heart for ev’ry plea. 

Come, Friend of sinners, thus abide with me. 

 

4 Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 

Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 

Change and decay in all around I see; 

O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

(cont.) 


