Like Joshua and Caleb of old

We can take the land and be bold

For to the Lord does the battle belong

When we are weak then we are strong

Our enemies will all flee

When we shout Christ our victory

If we keep our eyes on Christ the King

We’ll gain the ground when of Christ we sing

Strongholds we will break down

When in spirit we are found

Of the tribe of Judah He is the Lion

And He calls us to march to Zion

When we enter the gates of that City so holy

We’ll at last behold our King so meek and lowly

And the sight of such unrivaled glory

Will be the consummation of His story

