I Love Thy God of Grace and
Kingdom, Lord God of Glory

I love thy kingdom, Lord, God of grace and God of glory,
the house of Thine abode, On Thy people Thy Your power;
The church our blest Redeemer saved Crown Thine ancient Church's story;
With His own precious blood. Bring its bud to glorious flower.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
I love Thy church, O God; For the facing of this hour,
Her walls before Thee stand, For the facing of this hour.
Dear as the apple of Thine eye,
And graven on Thy hand. Lo! the hosts of evil round us
Scorn Thy Christ, assail Thy ways!
For her my tears shall fall, From the fears that long have bound us
For her my prayers ascend; Free our hearts to faith and praise.
To her my cares and toils be given, = Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
Till toils and cares shall end. For the living of these days,
For the living of these days.
Beyond my highest joy
I prize her heavenly ways, Cure Thy children's warring madness;
Her sweet communion, solemn vows, Bend our pride to Thy control;
Her hymns of love and praise. Shame our wanton, selfish gladness,
Rich in things and poor in soul.
Sure as Thy truth shall last, Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
To Zion shall be given Lest we miss Thy kingdom's goal.

The brightest glories earth can yield,  Lest we miss Thy kingdom's goal.
And brighter bliss of heaven.
Set our feet on lofty places;
Gird our lives that they may be
Armored with all Christ-like graces,
Pledged to set all captives free.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
That we fail not man nor Thee!
That we fail not man nor Thee!

Save use from weak resignation
To the evils we deplore;
Let the gift of Thy salvation
Be our glory evermore.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
Serving Thee whom we adore,
Serving Thee whom we adore.

Take My Life

Take my life, and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee.
Take my moments and my days;
Let them flow in ceaseless praise,
Let them flow in ceaseless praise.

Take my hands, and let them move
At the impulse of Thy love.
Take my feet, and let them be
Swift and beautiful for Thee,
Swift and beautiful for Thee.

Take my voice, and let me sing
Always, only, for my King.
Take my lips, and let them be
Filled with messages from Thee,
Filled with messages from Thee.

Take my silver and my gold;
Not a mite would I withhold;
Take my intellect, and use
Every power as Thou shalt choose,
Every power as Thou shalt choose.

Take my will, and make it Thine;
It shall be no longer mine.
Take my heart, it is Thine own;
It shall be Thy royal throne,

It shall be Thy royal throne.

Take my love, my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its treasure store.
Take myself, and I will be
Ever, only, all for Thee,
Ever, only, all for Thee.



