TAKE MY LIFE, AND LET IT BE
Whether, then, you eat or drink or whatever you do, do all to the glory of God.
1 Corinthians 10:31

Therefore I urge you, brethren, by the mercies of God,

to present your bodies a living and holy sacrifice, acceptable to God,

which is your spiritual service of worship.
Romans 12:1


1     Take my life, and let it be

Consecrated, Lord, to Thee;

Take my moments and my days,

Let them flow in ceaseless praise.

2     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.

3     Take my voice, and let me sing

Always, only, for my King;

Take my lips, and let them be

Filled with messages from Thee.

4     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.

5     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.

6     Take my love, my Lord, I pour

At Thy feet its treasure store;

Take myself and I will be

Ever, only, all for Thee!
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Words by Frances Ridley Havergal, February, 1874. 
Music by Henri Cesar Malan, 1823
               (several different melodies available, one by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart)
Daughter of a hym​nist, Frances was a bright but short-lived can​dle in Eng​lish hym​no​dy (1836-1879, died of peritonitis. When told of her imminent demise, she exclaimed, O, it is too good to be true!). She was read​ing by age four, and be​gan writ​ing verse at age se​ven. She learned La​tin, Greek and He​brew, and mem​o​rized the Psalms, the book of Isai​ah, and most of the New Test​a​ment. 

I went for a little visit of five days to Areley House. There were ten per​sons in the house, some un​con​vert​ed and long prayed for, some con​vert​ed, but not re​joic​ing Christians. He gave me the pra​yer, “Lord, give me all in this house!” And He just did. Before I left the house every one had got a bless​ing. The last night of my vis​it af​ter I had re​tired, the gov​ern​ess asked me to go to the two daugh​ters. They were cry​ing, etc; then and there both of them trust​ed and re​joiced; it was near​ly mid​night. I was too hap​py to sleep, and passed most of the night in praise and renewal of my own con​se​cra​tion; and these little coup​lets formed them​selves, and chimed in my heart one af​ter ano​ther till they fin​ished with “Ever, On​ly, ALL for Thee!”
A few years later she wrote a friend, "The Lord has shown me another little step, and, of course, I have taken it with extreme delight. 'Take my silver and my gold' now means shipping off all my ornaments to the church Missionary House, including a jewel cabinet that is really fit for a countess, where all will be accepted and disposed of for me ... Nearly fifty articles are being packed up. I don't think I ever packed a box with such pleasure."

Cesar Malan, composer of the most popular tune to accompany these lyrics, was an ordained pastor of the State Reformed Church in Switzerland. Later he was dismissed from this church for his strong preaching against its formalism and spiritual apathy, and he became a fervent leader in his country for the evangelical faith. 

