TAKE AND RECEIVE (Margaret Silf)
She bases this on the prayer of Hannah. “This is the child I prayed for and Yahweh granted me what I asked him. Now I make him over to Yahweh for the whole of his life.” 
I place myself into your hands, Lord.
Take me and receive me. 
Take me for I am yours.
Receive me for I give myself freely to you. 

I place my liberty into your hands. 
It sets me free to love and to serve; It gives me the great gifts of choice and self-determination. But it tempts me into choosing the lesser good, the lesser gods. It leaves me free to choose for myself, instead of for love. It beguiles me into believing only in myself. It allows me to do harm, to destroy. 
Take and receive my liberty under your leadership. It is made over to the Lord. 

I place my memory into your hands. It draws me back to times and places part where I have known your touch upon my life. It leads me through my history to your mystery. But it holds in its power all my “if onlys.” It tangles its brambles around my heart, fixing me in past hurts and harms; causing me to look back and turn to salt, corrosive with resentment. It holds me unforgiven in past wrongs that you have healed. It darkens my hopes with regrets. 
Take and receive my memory under your leadership. It is made over to the Lord. 

I place my understanding into your hands. 
It leads me more deeply into your Truth, but it binds me in the narrow spaces of my own little truths. It gives me insight to help me understand the ways others respond to life. It gives me the words and the structures to express my own responses. But it tempts me into settling for human understanding when you are calling my soul toward the divine. It lures me into the cu -de- sac of pride and self-satisfaction when I want to be satisfied with nothing less than you. 
Take and receive my understanding under your leadership. It is made over to the Lord. 

I place my imagination into your hands. 
It carries me to the heavens, as fireworks burst across the night sky. It leads me into heart knowledge, spanning time and space to make all things present. It kindles the flame of your truth in the darkness of my own mind. But it also feeds my fears. It seduces truth into fantasy and caution into dread. It opens up the gateway to your reality or it traps me in the self-imposed enclosures of my own make-believe. It is made over to the Lord.

I place my power to feel into your hands.

My feelings draw me into the depth and joy of love. They invite my life stream to pour into yours. They open my arms and my heart and unlock my griefs and my longings. They also suck me down the spirals of bitterness and despair and hold me captive to my passing moods. They are a candle, warm with love light or the destructive sweep of a forest fire. Take receive my feelings under your leadership. They are made over to the Lord.

I place my entire will into your hands. Once when time began, it was in harmony with yours. But sin fragmented your creation, and every creature took hold of its own little world and ruled according to its own narrow will. I want it to be otherwise, but my wanting achieves nothing because my will remains stubbornly my own. 
Take and receive my entire will under your leadership
It is made over to the Lord. 
Give me only your love and your grace, for that is all I need.
Then I too shall be made over to the Lord. 




