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All	hail	the	power	of	Jesus’	name!	
Let	angels	prostrate	fall;	
Bring	forth	the	royal	diadem,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all.	
	
Crown	Him,	ye	martyrs	of	your	God,	
Who	from	His	altar	call;	
Extol	Him	in	whose	path	ye	trod,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all.	
	
Ye	seed	of	Israel’s	chosen	race,	
Ye	ransomed	of	the	fall,	
Hail	Him	who	saves	you	by	His	grace,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all.	
	
Sinners,	whose	love	can	ne’er	forget	
The	wormwood	and	the	gall,	
Go	spread	your	trophies	at	His	feet,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all.	
	
Let	every	kindred,	every	tribe	
On	this	terrestrial	ball,	
To	Him	all	majesty	ascribe,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all.	
	
O	that,	with	yonder	sacred	throng,	
We	at	His	feet	may	fall,	
Join	in	the	everlasting	song,	
And	crown	Him	Lord	of	all!	
	

	
Dear	Lord	and	Father	of	mankind,	
Forgive	our	foolish	ways;	
Reclothe	us	in	our	rightful	mind;	
In	purer	lives	Thy	service	find,	
In	deeper	reverence,	praise,	
In	deeper	reverence,	praise.	
	
In	simple	trust	like	theirs	who	heard,	
Beside	the	Syrian	sea,	
The	gracious	calling	of	the	Lord,	
Let	us,	like	them,	without	a	word	
Rise	up	and	follow	Thee,	
Rise	up	and	follow	Thee.	
	
O	Sabbath	rest	by	Galilee!	
O	calm	of	hills	above,	
Where	Jesus	knelt	to	share	with	Thee	
The	silence	of	eternity,	
Interpreted	by	love,	
Interpreted	by	love.	
	
	
	

With	that	deep	hush	subduing	all	
Our	words	and	works	that	drown	
The	tender	whisper	of	Thy	call,	
As	noiseless	let	Thy	blessing	fall	
As	fell	Thy	manna	down,	
As	fell	Thy	manna	down.	
	
Drop	Thy	still	dews	of	quietness,	
Till	all	our	strivings	cease;	
Take	from	our	souls	the	strain	and	stress,	
And	let	our	ordered	lives	confess	
The	beauty	of	Thy	peace,	
The	beauty	of	Thy	peace.	
	
Breathe	through	the	heats	of	our	desire	
Thy	coolness	and	Thy	balm;	
Let	sense	be	dumb,	let	flesh	retire;	
Speak	through	the	earthquake,	wind	and	fire,	
O	still	small	voice	of	calm,	
O	still	small	voice	of	calm!	
	
	
Take	my	life,	and	let	it	be		
Consecrated,	Lord,	to	Thee;	
Take	my	moments	and	my	days,	
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.	
	
Take	my	voice,	and	let	me	sing	
Always,	only,	for	my	King;	
Take	my	lips,	and	let	them	be	
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.	
	
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.	
	
Take	my	love;	my	Lord,	I	pour	
At	Thy	feet	its	treasure	store:	
Take	myself,	and	I	will	be	
Ever,	only,	all	for	Thee.	
	


