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#197 
Forty days and forty nights 

Thou wast fasting in the wild; 
Forty days and forty nights 

Tempted, and yet undefiled. 
 

Should not we thy sorrow share 

And from worldly joys abstain, 
Fasting with unceasing prayer, 

Strong with thee to suffer pain? 
 

Then if Satan on us press, 
Jesus, Saviour, hear our call! 

Victor in the wilderness, 
Grant we may not faint nor fail! 

 

So shall we have peace divine: 
Holier gladness ours shall be; 

Round us, too, shall angels shine, 
Such as ministered to thee. 

 

Keep, O keep us, Savior dear, 
Ever constant by thy side; 

That with thee we may appear 

At the eternal Eastertide. 
 

 
 
 
 

#635 
Brother, sister, let me serve you; 

let me be as Christ to you; 



pray that I may have the grace to 
let you be my servant too. 

 

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. 

 

I will hold the Christlight for you 
in the nighttime of your fear; 

I will hold my hand out to you, 
speak the peace you long to hear. 

 

I will weep when you are weeping; 
when you laugh I'll laugh with you; 

I will share your joy and sorrow, 
till we've seen this journey through. 

 

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. 
 

Brother, sister, let me serve you; 
let me be as Christ to you; 

pray that I may have the grace to 
let you be my servant too. 

 

 
 
 

#830 – Doxology 
Praise God from whom all blessings flow; 

praise him all creatures here below; 
praise him above, ye heavenly host; 



praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 
 
 
 

#202 
We lay our broken world 

in sorrow at your feet, 
haunted by hunger, war and fear, 

oppressed by power and hate. 
 

Here human life seems less 
than profit, might and pride, 
though to unite us all in you, 
you lived and loved and died. 

  

We bring our broken towns, 
our neighbours hurt and bruised; 

you show us how old pain and wounds 
for new life can be used. 

 

We bring our broken loves, 
friends parted, families torn; 

then in your life and death we see 
that love must be reborn. 

 

We bring our broken selves, 
confused and closed and tired; 

then through your gift of healing grace 
new purpose is inspired. 

 
O Spirit, on us breathe 

with life and strength anew; 
find in us love, and hope, and trust, 

and lift us up to you. 
 



 


