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11. Mother of Wisdom

Words and Music by
Vocal solo and Choir Donald Walters
=50
o) o | P— |
e e s o — i i i ——
o \ \ o \ ]
R s == = ===
Organ P ) )
9 2 :$
DA S /|
| [
\
8 —
/ | f e ® ® : i 7 — — : ; — I I
e LTt e o
) o — ‘ — o ° ) o
8 k. o 0o I
€): e —
e 2 O~——+
|24
A P " | pmeamm—— | F—
. " I ] \ ! \ \ \ ! I
Voice b & e e . o ———— —
o | | | .~
. Moth - er of wis - dom, mer - cy and grace, grant us  Thy vi - sion,
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bs grant us  Thy peace. Our love re - ceive, though blind - ly we pray;
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Our love re - ceive, though blind-ly we pray; si- lent-ly guide our thoughts when we stray.
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Our love re - ceive, though blind-ly we pray; si- lent-ly guide our thoughts when we stray.
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Our love re - ceive, though blind-ly we pray; si- lent-ly guide our thoughts when we stray.
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Our love re - ceive, though blind-ly we pray; si- lent-ly guide our thoughts when we stray.
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How ma-ny years, so proud of our wis - dom, turn- ing from God, we’ve  wan- dered a - lone!
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How ma-ny years, so proud of our wis - dom, turn- ing from God, we’ve  wan- dered a - lone!
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How ma-ny years, so proud of our wis - dom, turn- ing from God, we’ve  wan- dered a - lone!
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So ma-ny years— we’ve Dboast-ed but mad-ness! Now our souls call — Thee: make us Thy own.
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So ma-ny years we’ve Dboast-ed but mad-ness! Now our souls call Thee: make us Thy own.
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So ma-ny years— we’ve boast-ed but mad-ness! Now our souls call__ Thee: make us Thy own
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So ma-ny years we’ve boast-ed but mad-ness! Now our souls call Thee: make us Thy own.
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