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5. This stream shall not affright me, 
Although it take me to the grave; 
If Jesus stand beside me. 
I’ll safely ride on Jordan’s wave: 
His word can calm the ocean. 
His lamp can cheer the gloomy vale: 
O may this friend he with me, 
When through the gates of death I sail!

6. Come then thou king of terrors, 
Thy fatal dart may lay me low; 
But soon I’ll reach those regions
Where everlasting pleasures flow: 
O sinners, I must leave you, 
And join that blest immortal band, 
No more to stand beside you, 
Till at the judgment bar we stand.

7. Soon the archangel’s trumpet 
Shall shake the globe from pole to pole, 
And all the wheels of nature 
Shall in a moment cease to roll: 
Then we shall see the Savior, 
With shining ranks of angels come, 
To execute his vengeance, 
And take his ransomed people home.
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