Philip P. Bliss, 1838-1876

It iswell with my soul

Ville du Havre
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When peace, like ariver, attendeth my way,
When sorrows like sea billowsroll;
Whatever my lot, Thou hastaught meto say,
Itiswdll, it iswell, with my soul.

Refrain
Itiswell, with my soul,

Itiswell, with my soul,
Itiswell, it iswell, with my soul.

Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come,

L et thisblest assurance control,
That Christ hasregarded my helpless estate,
And hath shed Hisown blood for my soul.

Refrain
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My sin, oh, the bliss of this gloriousthought!
My sin, not in part but the whole,

Isnailed to thecross, and | bear it nomore,
PraisethelLord, praisetheLord, O my soul!

Refrain

And Lord, hastethe day when my faith shall be sight,
Thecloudsberolled back asa scroll;

The trump shall resound, and the L ord shall descend,
Even so, it iswell with my soul.

Refrain

Horatio G. Spafford
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