All Spent for Thee
All for Thy glory, Lord, let me be spent

All for Thy glory, Lord, may I refuse to relent

Though the world my look on in disdain and with ire

Let me ever be true to Thy heart’s beating desire

Though trial may test me and the winds of change be contrary

May I steer into the wind, sails unfurled, and not tarry

Though Satan breathe lies of fear and deception

Let me regard only Thy calling and fear only Thy rejection

And may I fear not to trod where others might faint

But spend all, and lay bruised to be called by Thee, “saint”

And though harsh tidings may come from alpha to end
With face set like flint, let me earn the mantle “Thy friend”

To press on, to endure, and though all be found mocking

Though my world lay in tatters and though my world may be rocking

Let me cast all aside as rubbish, and count all I have loss

That I may gain Christ and bring forward His Cross

For that is the goal, of first importance proclaimed

That those who are lost would be found reborn in His name

 O glorious day when My Savior says unto me, His joy fairly brimming

Well done faithful one, inherit thy reward prepared for you from time’s beginning

So to His glory and not mine let me never relent

To be poured out, lay exhausted, and on His field of battle found spent
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