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A mighty fortress is our God


Tune: Ein feste Burg

(As in TIS, no. 103)

1
A mighty fortress is our God,


a trusty shield and weapon,


our faithful helper in all need,


no matter what may happen.


The old evil foe


now means deadly woe;


deep guile and great might


are his dread arms in fight;


on earth he has no equal.

2
With our own might is nothing done;


we'd soon be lost, rejected.


But for us fights the very one,


whom God himself elected.


And who may this be?


Christ Jesus is he.


He is our great Lord,


there is no other God;


and he has won the battle.

3
Though hordes of devils gather here,


all eager to devour us,


we tremble not, we do not fear,


they cannot overpower us.


This world's prince may still


scowl fierce as he will,


he does us no harm,


he's judged, he's overcome;


one little word can fell him.

4
Despite all foes, the Word shall stand


against all their endeavour;


God's gifts and Spirit, close at hand,


shall be with us forever.


Though they cause distress,


take all we possess,


though they hurt and kill,


we are victorious still;


the kingdom's ours forever.
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