THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY

( J = Ca. 168)
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2. God! thou art my rock of strength,
and my home is in thine arms,

thou wilt send me help at length,
and I feel no wild alarms.

Sin nor Death can pierce the shield
thy defence has o'er me thrown,

up to thee myself I yielq,
and my sorrows are thine own.

3. Thou my shelter from the blast,
thou my strong defence art ever;
though my sorrows thicken fast,
yet I know thou leav'st me never;
when my foe puts forth his might,
and would tread me in the dust,
to this rock I take my flight,
and I conquer him through trust.

4. When my trials tarry long,
unto thee I look and wait,

knowing none, though keen and strong,
canh my faith in thee abate.

And this faith I long have nursed,
comes alone, O God, from thee;

thou my heart didst open first,
thou didst set this hope in me.

5. Christians! cast on him your load,
to your tower of refuge fly;
know he is the Living God,
ever to his creatures nigh.
Seek his ever-open door
in your hours of utmost need;
all your hearts before him pour,
he will send you help with speed.

6. But hast thou some darling plan,
cleaving to the things of earth?
Leanest thou for aid on man?
Thou wilt find him nothing worth.
Rather trust the One alone
whose is endless power and love,
and the help he gives his own,
thou in very deed shalt prove.

7. Yea, on thee, my God, I rest,
letting life float calmly on,

for I know the last is best,
when the crown of joy is won.

In thy might all things I bear,
in thy love find bitters sweet,

and with all my grief and care
sit in patience at thy feet.

3. O my soul, why art thou vexed?
Let things go as e'en they will;
though to thee they seemed perplexed,
yet his order they fulfill.
Here he is thy strength and guard,
power to harm thee here has none;
yonder will he each reward
for the works he here has done.

9. Let thy mercy's wings be spread
0 er me, keep me close to thee,

in the peace thy love doth sheq,
let me dwell eternally.

Be my All; in all I do
let me only seek thy will,

where the heart to thee is true,
all is peaceful, calm and still.

Words: August Hermann Francke. Translation: Catherine Winkworth. Music: Johannes Thomas Riiegg.
Copyright © 2016 Johannes Thomas Riiegg. Source: www.christmysong.com/1626/





