MP501

J. E. Bode (1816 — 74)

1 O Jesus, | have promised
to serve Thee to the end;
be Thou for ever near me,
my Master and my friend.
| shall not fear the battle
if Thou art by my side,
nor wander from the pathway
if Thou wilt be my Guide.

2 O let me feel Thee near me;
the world is ever near;
| see the sights that dazzle,
the tempting sounds | hear;
my foes are ever near me,
around me and within;
but, Jesus, draw Thou nearer,
and shield my soul from sin.

3 O let me hear Thee speaking
in accents clear and still,
above the storms of passion,
the murmurs of self-will;

O speak to reassure me,

to hasten or control;

O speak, and make me listen,
Thou guardian of my soul.

4 O Jesus, Thou hast promised,
to all who follow Thee,
that where Thou art in glory
there shall Thy servant be;
and, Jesus, | have promised
to serve Thee to the end;
O give me grace to follow
my Master and my friend.

5 O let me see Thy footmarks,
and in them plant mine own;
my hope to follow duly
is in Thy strength alone;

O guide me, call me, draw me,
uphold me to the end;

and then in heaven receive me,
my Saviour and my friend!
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© Timothy Dudley-Smith

Lord of the church,

we pray for our renewing:
Christ over all, our undivided aim;
Fire of the Spirit, burn for our enduing,
wind of the Spirit, fan the living flame!
We turn to Christ amid our fear and failing,
the will that lacks the courage to be free,
the weary labours, all but unavailing,
to bring us nearer what a church should be.

Lord of the church, we see a Father’s blessing,
a true repentance and a faith restored,

a swift obedience and a new possessing,

filled with the Holy Spirit of the Lord!

We turn to Christ from all our restless striving,
unnumbered voices with a single prayer —

the living water for our souls’ reviving,

in Christ to live, and love and serve and care.

Lord of the church, we long for our uniting,

true to one calling, by one vision stirred;

one cross proclaiming and one creed reciting,
one in the truth of Jesus and His word!

So lead us on; till toil and trouble ended,

one church triumphant one new song shall sing,
to praise His glory, risen and ascended,

Christ over all, the everlasting King!
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Noel & Tricia Richards

MP828 © 1994 Kingsway’s Thankyou Music

1 Filled with compassion
for all creation,
Jesus came into a world that was lost.
There was but one way
that He could save us,
only through suffering death on a cross.

God, You are waiting,

Your heart is breaking

for all the people who live on the earth.
Stir us to action,

filled with Your passion

for all the people who live on the earth.
(Repeat)

2 Great is Your passion for all the people
living and dying without knowing You.
Having no Saviour, they’re lost forever,
if we don’t speak out

and lead them to You.

God, You are...
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1 Brother, sister, let me serve you;
let me be as Christ to you;
pray that | may have the grace to
let you be my servant too.

2 We are pilgrims on a journey,
and companions on the road;
we are here to help each other
walk the mile and bear the load.

3 | will hold the Christlight for you
in the nighttime of your fear,
| will hold my hand out to you,
speak the peace you long to hear.

4 | willl weep when you are weeping;
when you laugh I'll laugh with you;
| will share your joy and sorrow,
till we've seen this journey through.

5 When we sing to God in heaven,
we shall find such harmony,
born of all we've known together
of Christ's love and agony.

6 Brother, sister, let me serve you;
let me be as Christ to you;
pray that may have the grace to
let you be my servant too.
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Graham Kendrick
© 1993 Make Way Music

Beauty for brokenness,
hope for despair,

Lord, in Your suffering world
this is our prayer:

Bread for the children,
justice, joy, peace;

sunrise to sunset,

Your kingdom increase!

Shelter for fragile lives,
cures for their ills,

work for the craftsman,
trade for their skills;

land for the dispossessed,
rights for the weak,

voices to plead the cause
of those who can’t speak.

God of the poor,

friend of the wealk,

give us compassion we pray:
melt our cold hearts,

let tears fall like rain;

come, change our love

from a spark to a flame.

Refuge from cruel wars,
havens from fear,
cities for sanctuary,
freedoms to share;
Peace to the killing-fields,
scorched earth to green,
Christ for the bitterness,
His cross for the pain.
God of the poor...

Rest for the ravaged earth,

oceans and streams

plundered and poisoned—

our future, our dreams.

Lord, end our madness,

carelessness, greed;

make us content with

the things that we need.
God of the poor...

Lighten our darkness,

breathe on this flame

until Your justice

burns brightly again;

until the nations

learn of Your ways,

seek Your salvation

and bring You their praise.
God of the poor...
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