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Dear Lord and Father of Mankind
Text: John Greenleaf Whittier, 1872 

Tune: Edward Miller’s Rockingham, 1790 
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Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 
forgive our foolish ways! 
Re-clothe us in our rightful mind, 
in purer lives thy service find, 
in deeper reverence, praise; 
in deeper reverence, praise. 

In simple trust like theirs who heard, 
beside the Syrian sea, 
the gracious calling of the Lord, 
let us, like them, without a word, 
rise up and follow thee; 
rise up and follow thee. 

O Sabbath rest by Galilee! 
O calm of hills above, 
where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
the silence of eternity 
interpreted by love! 
interpreted by love!  

Drop thy still dews of quietness, 
till all our strivings cease; 
take from our souls the strain and stress, 
and let our ordered lives confess 
the beauty of thy peace; 
the beauty of thy peace. 

Breathe through the heats of our desire 
thy coolness and thy balm; 
let sense be dumb, let flesh retire; 
speak through the earthquake, wind, and fire, 
O still, small voice of calm; 
O still, small voice of calm.



Forty Days and Forty Nights
Text: George Hunt Smyttan, 1856 

Tune: Martin Herbst’s Heinlein, 1676 
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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, Savior, hear our call! 
Victor in the wilderness, 
grant we may not faint or fall! 

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 we thee we may appear 
at the eternal Eastertide.



From Depths of Woe I Cry to Thee
Text: Martin Luther, 1524 

Tune: Martin Luther’s Aus Tiefer Not 
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From deepest woe I cry to thee; 
Lord, hear me, I implore thee! 
Bend down thy gracious ear to me; 
I lay my sins before thee. 
If thou rememberest every sin, 
if nought but just reward we win, 
could we abide thy presence 

And though it tarry through the night  
And till the morning waken,  
My heart shall never doubt His might  
Nor count itself forsaken.  
O Isreal, trust in God your Lord.  
Born of the Spirit and the Word,  
Now wait for His appearing. 

Thou grantest pardon through thy love; 
thy grace alone availeth. 
Our works could ne'er guild remove; 
yea, e'en the best life faileth. 
For none may boast themselves of aught, 
but must confess thy grace that wrought 
whate'er in them is worthy. 

Though great our sins, yet greater still  
Is God's abundant favor;  
His hand of mercy never will  
Abandon us, nor waver.  
Our shepherd good and true is He,  
Who will at last His Israel free  
From all their sin and sorrow.

And thus my hope is in the Lord, 
and not in my own merit; 
I rest upon his faithful word 
to them of contrite spirit. 
That he is merciful and just, 
here is my comfort and my trust; 
his help I wait with patience. 



In the Cross of Christ I Glory
Text: John Bowring, 1825 

Tune: Ithamar Conkey’s Rathbun,  1851 
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In the cross of Christ I glory, 
towering o'er the wrecks of time; 
all the light of sacred story 
gathers round its head sublime. 

When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
never shall the cross forsake me: 
lo, it glows with peace and joy. 

When the sun of bliss is beaming 
light and love upon my way, 
from the cross the radiance streaming 
adds new luster to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
by the cross are sanctified; 
peace is there that knows no measure, 
joys that through all time abide. 

In the cross of Christ I glory, 
towering o'er the wrecks of time; 
all the light of sacred story 
gathers round its head sublime. 



Lord Who Throughout These Forty Days
Text: Claudia Frances Hernaman, 1873 

Tune: St. Flavian 
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Lord, who throughout these forty days  
for us did fast and pray,  
teach us with you to mourn our sins 
 and close by you to stay.  

As you with Satan did contend, 
and did the victory win,  
O give us strength in you to fight, 
in you to conquer sin.  

As you did hunger and did thirst, 
so teach us, gracious Lord,  
to die to self, and so to live  
by your most holy Word.  

And through these days of penitence,  
and through your Passiontide, 
forevermore, in life and death,  
O Lord, with us a bide.  

Abide with us, that through this life 
of doubts and hope and pain, 
an Easter of unending joy 
we may at last attain!  



O Sacred Head Sore Wounded
Text: “Salve Caput Cruentatum”, St. Bernard of Clairvaux 

Tune: Hans Leo Hassler’s Passion Chorale, 1656 
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O sacred head, sore wounded, 
defiled and put to scorn; 
O kingly head surrounded 
with mocking crown of thorn: 
What sorrow mars thy grandeur? 
Can death thy bloom deflower? 
O countenance whose splendor  
the hosts of heaven adore! 

In thy most bitter passion 
my heart to share doth cry, 
with thee for my salvation 
upon the cross to die. 
Ah, keep my heart thus moved 
to stand thy cross beneath, 
to mourn thee, well-beloved, 
yet thank thee for thy death. 

Thy beauty, long-desirèd, 
hath vanished from our sight; 
thy power is all expirèd, 
and quenched the light of light. 
Ah me! for whom thou diest, 
hide not so far thy grace: 
show me, O Love most highest,  
the brightness of thy face. 

My days are few, O fail not, 
with thine immortal power, 
to hold me that I quail not 
in death's most fearful hour; 
that I may fight befriended, 
and see in my last strife 
to me thine arms extended 
upon the cross of life.

I pray thee, Jesus, own me, 
me, Shepherd good, for thine; 
who to thy fold hast won me, 
and fed with truth divine. 
Me guilty, me refuse not, 
incline thy face to me, 
this comfort that I lose not, 
on earth to comfort thee. 



O Saving Victim Opening Wide
Text: “Verbum Supernum”, St. Thomas Aquinas, 1264 

Tune: St. Philips, old Catholic chant 
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O saving Victim, open wide 
the gate of heaven to man below; 
our foes press on from every side; 
thine aid supply; thy strength bestow. 

All praise and thanks to thee ascend 
for evermore, blest One in Three; 
O grant us life that shall not end 
in our true native land with thee. 



Oft in Danger Oft in Woe 
Text: Henry Kirke White, 1806 

Tune: Henry J. Gauntlett’s University College 

BarefootAbbey.com

Oft in danger, oft in woe, 
onward, Christian, onward go: 
bear the toil, maintain the strife, 
strengthened with the Bread of Life. 

Onward Christians, onward go, 
join the war and face the foe; 
will ye flee in danger's hour? 
Know ye not your Captain's power? 

Let not sorrow dim your eye, 
soon shall every tear be dry; 
let not fears your course impede, 
great your strength, if great your need. 
  

Let your drooping hearts be glad: 
march in heavenly armor clad: 
fight, nor think the battle long, 
victory soon shall be your song. 

Onward then in battle move, 
more than conquerors ye shall prove; 
though opposed by many a foe, 
Christian soldiers, onward go. 



The Glory of These Forty Days 
Text: Pope St. Gregory the Great, c. 500  

Tune: Joseph Klug’s Erhalt Uns Herr 
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The glory of these forty days 
we celebrate with songs of praise; 
for Christ, through whom all things were made, 
himself has fasted and has prayed. 

Alone and fasting Moses saw 
the loving God who gave the law; 
and to Elijah, fasting, came  
the steeds and chariots of flame. 

So Daniel trained his mystic sight, 
delivered from the lions' might; 
and John, the Bridegroom's friend, became 
the herald of Messiah's name. 
 
Then grant us, Lord, like them to be 
full oft in fast and prayer with thee; 
our spirits strengthen with thy grace, 
and give us joy to see thy face. 

O Father, Son, and Spirit blest, 
to thee be every prayer addressed, 
who art in three-fold Name adored,  
from age to age, the only Lord. 



When I Survey the Wondrous Cross
Text: Isaac Watts, 1707 

Tune: Edward Miller’s Rockingham, 1790 
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When I survey the wondrous cross 
where the young Prince of Glory died, 
my richest gain I count but loss, 
and pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
save in the cross of Christ, my God: 
all the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
sorrow and love flow mingled down! 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
or thorns compose so rich a crown? 
 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
that were an offering far too small; 
love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life, my all. 


