
Dear Christians One and All Rejoice

Martin Luther

Arrangement Copyright © 2003 by Paul Marxhausen All Rights Reserved
 Noncommercial copies for worship permitted under the Free Praise License 

To me He said: "Stay
The Son o beyed- His
But God had seen my
My own good works all
Dear Chris tians,- one and

Tune: NUN FREUT EUCH
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close to me, I am your rock and cas tle.- Your ran som- I My self- will be; for
Fa ther's- will Was born of vir gin- mo ther- and God's good plea sure- to ful fill- He
wret ched- state be fore- the world's foun da- tion- and mind ful- of His mer cies- great He
came to naught no grace or mer it- gain ing- free will a gainst- God's judge ment- fought dead
all, re joice- with ex ul- ta- tion- spring ing- and with u ni- ted- hear and voice and
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you I strive and wres tle.- For I am yours, and you are mine, and
came to be my bro ther- His ro yal- pow'r dis guised- He bore A
planned for my sal va- tion- He turned to me a fa ther's- heart; He
to all good re main- ing- my fears in creased- till sheer de spair- left
ho ly- rap ture- sing ing- pro claim- the won ders- God has done How
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where I am you may re main- The foe shall not di vide- us."
ser vant's- form, like mine, He wore To lead the de vil- cap tive-
did not choose the eas y- part But gave his dear est- trea sure-
on ly- death to be my share the pangs of hell I suf fered-
His right arm the vic t'ry- won What price our ran som- cost Him!
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