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458  is  tfje  King  of  Sot>o. 

CHORUS  SONG. 

Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley.  B.  d-  Ackley. 

1.  Je  -  sus  my  Sav-ior,  the  Son  of  God,  Seek-ing  the  sinner  He  came,  (He came,) 
2.  Think  of  the  grandeur  of  His  do-main,  Myr-i-ad  worlds,  what  are  they!  (are they!) 

Bro-ken  in  heart  for  a  wand’ring  world,  Covered  with  sin  and  shame,  . with  Bin  and  shame. 

Stars  of  the  heav’ns  with  bright  glowing  flame,  Soon  they’ll  all  pass  a- way . 

Mer-  cy  He  bro’t  to  the  cap-tive  soul,  Hope  for  the  vil-est  of  men, 
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is  tfye  King  of  £op<>. 
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He  is  the  King  of  my  life,  What  a  won-der-ful  joy is mine!  .  . 
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.  Sent  from  the  Fa-ther  a  -  hove,  .  .  . 
ie,  the  Fa-ther  a- bove, 
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To  Him  for-ev  -  er  my  soul  w ill  chng.  He 
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is  1 ;he  King  of  Love . 
the  King  of  Love. 
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459  Cake  IHy  €ife,  anb  iet  3t  3e. 
F.  R.  Havergal.  Wm,  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Take  my  life,  and  let 
2.  Take  my  feet,  and  let  tl 
3.  Take  my  sil  -  ver  and  i 
4.  Take  my  will,  and  make 

it  be  Con  -  se -crat-ed,  Lord,  to  Thee; 
item  be  Swift  and  beau-  ti  -  fnl  for  Thee; 

ny  gold,  Not  a  mite  would  I  with  -  hold; 
it  Thine,  It  shall  be  no  Ion  -  ger  mine; 
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Cho.— Lord,  I  give  n 
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iy  life to  Thee,  Thine  for-ev  -  e 

i r-more  to  be; 
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Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move  At  the  im-pi 
Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing  Al-ways,  on  -  1 
Take  my  mo-ments  and  my  days,  Let  them  flow  : 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own,  It  shall  be  T 
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flse  of  Thy  love, 

ly,  for  my  King, 
in  cease-less  praise, 

hy  r^  -  al  throne. 

Lord,  I  give  my  life  to  Thee,  Thine  for-ev  -  er-i 


