MP560

H. F. Lyte (1793 — 1847)

Praise, my soul, the King of heaven;
to His feet thy tribute bring;
ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,
who like thee His praise should sing?
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise the everlasting King.

Praise Him for His grace and favour

to our fathers, in distress;

praise Him still the same for ever,

slow to chide, and swift to bless.
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise Him! Praise Him!

Glorious in His faithfulness.

Father-like He tends and spares us;
well our feeble frame He knows;
in His hands He gently bears us,
rescues us from all our foes.
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Widely as His mercy flows.

Angels help us to adore Him;
ye behold Him face to face;
sun and moon, bow down before Him;
dwellers all in time and space.
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise Him! Praise Him!
Praise with us the God of grace.
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Light of the world, You stepped
down into darkness,
opened my eyes, let me see
beauty that made this heart adore You,
hope of a life spent with You.

So here | am to worship,

here | am to bow down,

here | am to say that You’re my God:
You’re altogether lovely,

altogether worthy,

altogether wonderful to me.

King of all days, O so highly exalted,
glorious in heaven above;
humbly You came
to the earth You created,
all for love’s sake became poor.

So here | am to worship,

here | am to bow down,

here | am to say that You’re my God:
You're altogether lovely,

altogether worthy,

altogether wonderful to me.

(repeat)

And I'll never know how much it cost
to see my sin upon that cross.

So here | am to worship,

here | am to bow down,

here | am to say that You’re my God:
You’'re altogether lovely,

altogether worthy,

altogether wonderful to me.
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Matt Redman
© 1994 Kingsway’s Thankyou Music
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| will offer up my life

in spirit and truth,

pouring out the oil of love
as my worship to You.

In surrender | must give
my every part;

Lord, receive the sacrifice
of a broken heart.

Jesus, what can | give,

what can | bring

to so faithful a friend,

to so loving a King?

Saviour, what can be said,
What can be sung

as a praise of Your name

for the things You have done?
Oh, my words could not tell,
not even in part,

Of the debt of love that is owed
by this thankful heart.

You deserve my every breath
for You've paid the great cost;
giving up Your life to death,
even death on a cross.

You took all my shame away,
there defeated my sin,

opened up the gates of heaven,
and have beckoned me in.

Jesus, what can | give...
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MP25

J. W. Van de Venter

© Harper Collins Religious/CopyCare Ltd

All to Jesus | surrender,

all to Him [ freely give;

| will ever love and trust Him,
in His presence dalily live.

| surrender all,
| surrender all,
all to Thee, my blessed Saviour,
| surrender all.

All to Jesus | surrender,
humbly at His feet | bow;
worldly pleasures all forsaken,
take me, Jesus, take me now.

| surrender all. ..

All to Jesus | surrender,

make me, Saviour, wholly Thine;
let me feel the Holy Spirit,

truly know that Thou art mine.

| surrender all. ..

All to Jesus | surrender,

Lord, | give myself to Thee;

fill me with Thy love and power,
let Thy blessing fall on me.

| surrender all...
All to Jesus | surrender,
now | feel the sacred flame;
oh, the joy of full salvation!
Glory, glory to His name!

| surrender all. ..
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MP624

Frances Ridley Havergal (1836 — 79)

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 | 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, | pour
at Thy feet its treasure store:
take myself, and | will be
ever, only, all, for Thee.

CCLI 1205078

Page 5 of 6



MP178

J. E. Seddon (1915 - 83)
© Mrs M. Seddon/Jubilate Hymns

Go forth and tell! O Church of God, awake!
God’s saving news to all the nations take:
proclaim Christ Jesus, Saviour, Lord and King,
that all the world His worthy praise may sing.

Go forth and tell! God’s love embrace all;
He will in grace respond to all who call:
how shall they call if they have never heard
the gracious invitation of His word?

Go forth and tell! men still in darkness lie;

in wealth or want, in sin they live and die:
give us, O Lord, concern of heart and mind,
a love like Yours which cares for all mankind.

Go forth and tell! the doors are open wide:

share God’s good gifts — let no one be denied;
live out your life as Christ your Lord shall choose,
Your ransomed powers for His sole glory use.

Go forth and tell! O church of God, arise!

Go in the strength which Christ your Lord supplies;
go till all nations His great name adore

and serve Him, Lord and King for evermore.
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