your bliss in our hearis, Loed, dl-h-lt:lﬂ-ﬂl,

2. Loed ol &l eagermess:, Lord of all faith,

WRGHE Sing Rands winh kil al the plans and he ihe,
6 Tre B oo IAbOurs, BNd G US, W pray.

FoUF Sirangth i our fearss, Lord al the foen of the day.

A, Loed of il kindirsess, Lord of ol grace,
Mrmmnmmmwm
Ibe there at cur homing, and give us, we o

your love in our hearis. Lond, nhudhtp

4. Loed ol all gentlorness, Loed of all calm,

Wi voitn B8 CONBMMEnt. whose (Fesence is balm,
e e Bl Cur Sl BN Gve LS, we DAY,

FOUF 00 i our hearts, Loed, o the end of the day.

: The Servani King crsas vemcho /@ rae Kingeay's Dankpo:
Jrvb sy pp—

From heaven you came, helpless babe. entened our world, your glory
wailed, nat 10 be served but o senve, and give your ble tha we mght
e

Him

WWMMHIMM
OF warghip fa e Sarvant King

ﬂmhhwﬂmﬂlmmhﬂqwmmwm:

|His hesdr! wit Somow was lorm. Vel nol my will bul yours. ' He said.

‘Come see His hands and His feat, the scars hat spask of sacrifos,

Thands that flung stars imo space i cruel nalls surenderod.

50 lei us learn how b0 serve and n our ves enthrone Him,



