
The “I” Song 
By Ben Townsend 
 
Chorus: I am in the middle of HIs Will; I am in the middle of DelIght, 
I am in the middle of happIness, ‘Cause I am in the middle of ChrIst’s; 
Once I was in captIvity when I was in the middle of sIn. 
Now I’m in the middle of a bIg smIle, ‘Cause I’m in the middle of HIm. 
 
Most people have I problems, When they’re caught in the middle of a lIe; 
In the middle of guIlt and wearIness, They’re blInd and unsatIsfied. 
But once I left that multItude, I desIred in HIm to abIde. 
In the middle of a fIt, I’m excIted, By faIth I belIeve He’s alIve. 
 
Chorus: 
 
Now I can sing HIs praIses, And unfaIling be HIs brIde, 
I raIse my voIce in rejoIcing, I am no longer chIef of prIde, 
As a chIld I am joInt heIrs with Jesus, Who was blood staIned and crucIfied; 
Now I can brIng revIval, I daIly receIveth HIs guIde. 
 
Chorus: 
 
The uprIght He’s quIck to delIver, From the stIng of dyIng, besIdes, 
If your destItute and chaIned with grIef, If you’re exIle, defIled, or grIpe; 
Just arIse quIck, unIte with the great I Am, WhIch will wIn and satIsfy, 
You won’t faInt, so be spirItual and patIent, With skIll strIfes are quIte set asIde. 
 
Chorus: 
 
The deceItful, spoIled, entIced and defIled, DId not RId the clImb of crImb. 
The arrIval of the prIce of HIs sacrIfice, FulfIlled the ancIent desIgns. 
By rededIcation, obedIence, and godlIness, My condItion ‘tIs contInual saInt, 
With abilIties and insIght, I’m confIdent, TidIngs stIll saIth I’ll reIgn. 
 
Chorus: 
 
ApproxImately buIlt impossIbility, InspIring selfIshly, 
ExIst, I thInk, actIons critIcize, BaptIstic stupIdity, 
DeceIving commIttee experIences, InstItute socIety swIng; 
FacilItates contInued blemIshed marrIages, AnticIpated diffIcult thIng. 


