
Rise Up O Saints of God! 

Rise up, O saints of God!  

From vain ambitions turn; 

Christ rose triumphant that your hearts  

with nobler zeal might burn. 
 

Speak out, O saints of God!  

Despair engulfs earth’s frame; 

As heirs of God’s baptismal grace, 

The word of hope proclaim. 
 

Rise up, O saints of God!  

The kingdom’s task embrace; 

Redress sin’s cruel consequence; 

Give justice larger place. 
 

Give heed, O saints of God!  

Creation cries in pain; 

Stretch forth your hand of healing now, 

With love the weak sustain. 
 

Commit your hearts to seek 

 The paths which Christ has trod; 

And, quickened by the Spirit’s pow’r, 

Rise up, O saints of God! 

 

 

 

 

Take My Life, That I May Be 

Take my life that I may 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 

Ev’ry pow’r 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.  

 

 

 

 

Lord of All Hopefulness 

Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 

Whose trust, ever childlike no cares could destroy 

Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray, 

Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, at the break of the day. 

 

Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 

Whose strong hands were skilled  

at the plane and the lathe; 

Be there at our labors, and give us, we pray. 

Your strength in our hearts, Lord, at the noon of the day. 

 

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 

Your hands swift to welcome, your arms to embrace; 

Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray, 

Your love in our hearts, Lord, at the eve of the day. 

 

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 

Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm; 

Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray, 

Your peace in our hearts, Lord, at the end of the day. 
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Psalm 27:1-9 
 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; 

    whom shall I fear? 

The Lord is the stronghold of my life; 

    of whom shall I be afraid?  
2 When evildoers assail me 

    to eat up my flesh, 

my adversaries and foes, 

    it is they who stumble and fall.  
3 Though an army encamp against me, 

    my heart shall not fear; 

though war arise against me, 

    yet I will be confident.  
4 One thing have I asked of the Lord, 

    that will I seek after: 

that I may dwell in the house of the Lord 

    all the days of my life, 

to gaze upon the beauty of the Lord 

    and to inquire in his temple.  
5 For he will hide me in his shelter 

    in the day of trouble; 

he will conceal me under the cover of his tent; 

    he will lift me high upon a rock.  
6 And now my head shall be lifted up 

    above my enemies all around me, 

and I will offer in his tent 

    sacrifices with shouts of joy; 

I will sing and make melody to the Lord.  
7 Hear, O Lord, when I cry aloud; 

    be gracious to me and answer me! 
8 You have said, “Seek my face.” 

My heart says to you, 

    “Your face, Lord, do I seek.” 
9 

    Hide not your face from me. 

Turn not your servant away in anger, 

    O you who have been my help. 

Cast me not off; forsake me not, 

    O God of my salvation!  


