HOPE, ASSURANCE

O God, Our Help in Ages Past

F— - i i T ] ] !
G me=cs S B e
thy sal - va - tion, en - ter ev - ’ry trem - bling heart.
its be - gin - ning, set our hearts at Ib - er - ty.
with - out ceas - ing, glo - ry in thy per - fect love.
crowns be - fore thee, lost in won - der, love, and praise!
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1 O God, our help in a - ges past, our hope for years to come,
2 Un - der the shad-ow of your throne your saints have dwelt se - cure;
3 Be - fore the hills in or - der stood or earth re-ceived its frame,
4 A thou-sand a - ges in your sight are like an eve - ning gone,
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our shel-ter from the storm-y blast, and our e - ter - nal  home:
suf - fi-cient is your arm a - lone, and our de-fense is sure.
from ev - er - last - ing you are God, to end - less years the  same.
short as the watch that ends the night be - fore the ris-ing sun.
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5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 6

bears all our years away;

they fly

forgotten, as a dream

dies at the op’ning day.

Text: Isaac Watts,

16741748, alt.

Music: William Croft, 1678-1727
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O God, our help in ages past,

our hope for years to come,
still be our guard while troubles last
and our eternal home.
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TRUST, GUIDANCE
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When Peace like a River
It Is Well with My Soul

1 When peace like a riv - er at - tend - eth my way, when
2 Though Sa - tan should buf - fet, though tri - als should come, let
3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this glo - ri-ous thought; my
4 Lord, has - ten the day when our faith shall be sight, the
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sor - rows like sea bil-lows roll, what-ev - er my lot, thou hast
this blest as - sur-ance con - trol, that Christ hath re - gard - ed my
sin, not in part, but the whole, is nailed to his cross and I
clouds be rolled back as a scroll, the trum - pet shall sound and the
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taught me to say, it is well, it is well with my soul.
help - less es - tate, and hath shed his own blood for my soul.
bear it no more. Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!
Lord shall de -scend; e - ven so it is well with my soul
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It is  well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.
It is well with my soul,
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Text: Horatio G. Spafford, 1828-1888

Music: Philip P. Bliss, 1838-1876

VILLE DU HAVRE
118 119 and refrain



