
Sunday Next 

Before Lent  
 

 

 Lord Jesus, once you spoke to men 

upon the mountain, in the plain; 

O help us listen now, as then, 

and wonder at your words again. 

 

We all have secret fears to face, 

our minds and motives to amend; 

we seek your truth, we need your grace, 

our living Lord and present Friend. 

 

The Gospel speaks; and we receive 

your light, your love, your own command. 

O help us live what we believe 

in daily work of heart and hand. 

 

 

Seek ye first the kingdom of God, 

and His righteousness, 

and all these things shall be added unto you. 

Allelu, alleluia. 

 

Man shall not live by bread alone, 

but by every word 

that proceeds from the mouth of God. 

Allelu, alleluia. 

 

Ask and it shall be given unto you, 

seek and ye shall find; 

knock and the door shall be opened up to you. 

Allelu, alleluia. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Jesus Christ is waiting, 

 waiting in the streets; 

 no one is his neighbour,  

 all alone he eats.  

 Listen, Lord Jesus,  

 I am lonely too.  

 Make me, friend or stranger,  

 fit to wait on you.  

 

 Jesus Christ is raging,  

 raging in the streets,   

 where injustice spirals  

 and real hope retreats.  

 Listen, Lord Jesus  

 I am angry too.  

 In the Kingdom's causes   

 let me rage with you. 

 

 Jesus Christ is healing,  

 healing in the streets;  

 curing those who suffer, 

 touching those he greets.  

 Listen, Lord Jesus, 

 I have pity too.  

 Let my care be active,  

 healing, just like you.  

 

 Jesus Christ is dancing,  

 dancing in the streets,  

 where each sign of hatred  

 he, with love, defeats.  

 Listen, Lord Jesus    

 I should triumph too.  

 Where good conquers evil 

 let me dance with you.  

 

 Jesus Christ is calling, 

 calling in the streets, 

 'Who will join my journey?  

 I will guide their feet.' 

 Listen, Lord Jesus,  

 let my fears be few.  

 Walk one step before me;  

 I will follow you.  



I heard the voice of Jesus say: 

'Come unto me and rest; 

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast.' 

I came to Jesus as I was, 

Weary and worn and sad, 

I found in him a resting-place, 

And he has made me glad. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say: 

'Behold, I freely give 

The living water; thirsty one, 

Stoop down and drink and live.' 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream; 

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in him. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say: 

'I am this dark world's Light; 

Look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright.' 

I looked to Jesus, and I found 

In him my star, my sun; 

And in that light of life I'll walk, 

Till travelling days are done. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We sing the praise of him who died, 

of him who died upon the cross; 

the sinner's hope let men deride, 

for this we count the world but loss. 

 

Inscribed upon the cross we see 

in shining letters, 'God is love;' 

he bears our sins upon the tree; 

he brings us mercy from above. 

 

The Cross! it takes our guilt away: 

it holds the fainting spirit up; 

it cheers with hope the gloomy day, 

and sweetens every bitter cup. 

 

 

It makes the coward spirit brave, 

and nerves the feeble arm for fight; 

it takes its terror from the grave, 

and gilds the bed of death with light: 

 

The balm of life, the cure of woe, 

the measure and the pledge of love, 

the sinner's refuge here below, 

the angels' theme in heaven above. 

 

 

 


