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 Christ-light for you
in the night-time 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 l may have the grace
to let you be my servant too.
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God of glory,
the end of our searching,
help us to lay aside
all that prevents us from seeking your kingdom,
and to give all that we have
to gain the pearl beyond all price,
through our Saviour Jesus Christ.
Amen

A truly humble man is hard to find, yet God
Delights to honour such selfless people.
Booker T. Washington, the renowned black
educator, was an outstanding example of this truth.
Shortly after he took over the presidency of
Tuskegee Institute in Alabama, he was walking in
an exclusive section of town when he was stopped
by a wealthy white woman. Not knowing the famous
Mr. Washington by sight, she asked if he would like
to earn a few dollars by chopping wood for her.
Because he had no pressing business at the
moment, Professor Washington smiled, rolled up
his sleeves, and proceeded to do the humble chore
she had requested. When he was finished, he
carried the logs into the house and stacked them by
the fireplace. A little girl recognized him and later
revealed his identity to the lady.
The next morning the embarrassed woman went
to see Mr. Washington in his office at the Institute
and apologised profusely.
"It's perfectly all right, Madam," he replied.
"Occasionally I enjoy a little manual labour. Besides,
it's always a delight to do something for a friend."
She shook his hand warmly and assured him that his
meek and gracious attitude had endeared him and
his work to her heart.
Not long afterward she showed her admiration by
persuading some wealthy acquaintances to join her
in donating thousands of dollars to the Tuskegee
Institute.

