
261 – Who Trusts in God, a Strong Abode 
  
1. Who trusts in God, a strong abode 
In heav’n and earth possesses; 
Who looks in love to Christ above, 
No fear his heart oppresses. 
In Thee alone, dear Lord, we own 
Sweet hope and consolation, 
Our Shield from foes, our Balm for woes, 
Our great and sure Salvation. 
  
2. Though Satan’s wrath beset our path 
And worldly scorn assail us, 
While Thou art near, we will not fear; 
Thy strength shall never fail us. 
Thy rod and staff shall keep us safe 
And guide our steps forever; 
Nor shades of death nor hell beneath 
Our souls from Thee shall sever. 
  
3. In all the strife of mortal life 
Our feet shall stand securely; 
Temptation’s hour shall lose its pow’r, 
For Thou shalt guard us surely. 
O God, renew with heav’nly dew 
Our body, soul, and spirit 
Until we stand at Thy right hand 
Through Jesus’ saving merit. 
  
259 – The Kingdom Satan Founded 
  
1. The kingdom Satan founded 
Shall now be overthrown, 
For Christ its fall hath sounded, 
And through His pow’r alone 
Shall Satan meet his doom, 
And be for aye confounded; 
He from the souls he wounded 
Shall flee in fear and gloom. 
  
 
 
 
 

2. Though he would bind forever 
Our lips with bands of hell, 
Yet Christ, sent to deliver, 
Can loose those bands full well, 
That e’en the dumb may raise 
His voice with joy and pleasure 
And sing in sweetest measure 
To God his thanks and praise. 
  
3. O Jesus! My distresses 
To Thee are known full well, 
Thou seest how Satan presses 
My soul’s weak citadel; 
His aim is to control 
My members and my senses, 
With sin and with offenses 
He steals into my soul. 
  
4. Anon my tongue he bindeth 
That God it shall not praise; 
Anon my eyes he blindeth 
To hide the light of grace; 
Now he my ears doth close 
To hinder me from hearing 
The Gospel’s sound so cheering 
And soothing in my woes. 
  
5. To God I raise my crying 
Before the mercy-seat, 
And on His Word relying 
I grace of Him entreat, 
That He for Jesus’ sake 
Would cleanse my soul and spirit 
Through Jesus’ blood and merit, 
And Satan’s power break. 
  
6. God, let not love of sinning 
Thy fear drive from my breast, 
Lest Satan, triumph winning, 
Be of my heart possessed; 
O let Thy chast’ning rod 
Each day give me direction, 
To seek Thy sure protection 
And tell Thy grace abroad. 



 7. My heart must Thou have solely, 
My Savior and my God! 
Come, Jesus, take it wholly, 
And make it Thine abode! 
Mold it to Thy control, 
That I, Thy Word receiving, 
May find, in Thee believing, 
Salvation for my soul. 
  
 
 
246 – God’s Own Child, I Gladly Say It 
  
1. God’s own child, I gladly say it: 
I am baptized into Christ! 
He, because I could not pay it, 
Gave my full redemption price. 
Do I need earth’s treasures many? 
I have one worth more than any 
That brought me salvation free 
Lasting to eternity! 
  
2. Sin’s disturb my soul no longer; 
I am baptized into Christ. 
I have comfort even stronger: 
Jesus’ cleansing sacrifice. 
Should a guilty conscience seize me 
Since my Baptism did release me 
In a dear forgiving flood, 
Sprinkling me with Jesus’ blood? 
  
3. Satan, hear this proclamation: 
I am baptized into Christ. 
Drop your ugly accusation, 
I am not so soon enticed. 
Now that to the font I’ve travelled, 
All your might has come unravelled, 
And, against your tyranny, 
God my Lord unites with me! 
  
 
 
 
 

4. Death, you cannot end my gladness; 
I am baptized into Christ! 
When I die, I leave all sadness 
To inherit Paradise! 
Though I lie in dust and ashes 
Faith’s assurance brightly flashes: 
Baptism has the strength divine 
To make life immortal mine. 
  
5. There is nothing worth comparing 
To this lifelong comfort sure! 
Open-eyed my grave is staring; 
Even there I’ll sleep secure. 
Though my flesh awaits its raising, 
Still my soul continues praising: 
I am baptized into Christ; 
I’m a child of Paradise! 
 
  
260 – Now Let Triumphant Faith Dispel 
  
1. Now let triumphant faith dispel 
Our fears of guilt and woe! 
If God be for us—God the Lord— 
Who dares to be our foe? 
  
2.  He who His only Son gave up 
To death, that we might live, 
Shall He not all things freely grant 
His boundless love can give? 
  
3. Who now His people shall accuse? 
For God has justified! 
Who now His people shall condemn? 
The Lamb of God has died! 
  
4.  And He who died has ris’n again 
Triumphant from the grave; 
At God’s right hand for us He pleads, 
Eternally to save. 
  
 


