Jesus, | My Cross Have Taken

Then said Jesus unto his disciples,
If any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross, and follow me. Mt. 16:24
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Per - ish eve - ry fond am - bi - tion, all I've sought or  hoped or  known;
And while Thou shalt smile up - on me, God of wis -dom, Ilove and might,
I have called Thee, “Ab - ba, Fa - ther”; I have set my heart on Thee:
Oh, "tis not in grief to harm me, while Thy love s left to me;
Think what Spir - it dwells with -in thee; what a Fa - ther’'s smile is thine;
Soon shall close thy earth - ly mis - sion, swift shall pass thy pil - grim days;
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Yet how rich s my con-di - tionl God and heav'n are still mine own.
Foes may hate and friends dis - own me, show Thy face and all is bright.
Storms may howl, and clouds may gath - er, all must work for good to me.
Oh, ’twere not in joy to charm me, were that joy un - mixed with Thee.
What a Sav - ior died to win thee, child of heav'n, shouldst thou re - pine?
Hope soon change to glad fru-i - tion, faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
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WORDS: Henry F. Lyte, 1833. MUSIC: “Ellesdie”; attr. to Wolfgang A. Mozart, pub.1831; arr. by Hubert P. Main, 1872. Public Domain.




