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URGENT REQUEST 
 

 
Oh! If I only could 
do some little good 
for the Church, for its mission field - 
If I could gain some yield 
of souls — not for reward 
but for eternity 
and lovingly 
serve you, my Savior Lord! 
 
If I could only spread 
the true light with steadfast trust! 
O Lord! You must 
have cast a spark 
of love into my heart 
or some small flame, 
for when I think of unbelievers, 
I feel deep pain! 
 
Oh, how . . . yes, how 
they would serve God already now 
if God's word 
were only preached 
to them. (And once, having heard 
and so been fed) - 
how the faith would blossom and spread 
until it reached 
earth's extremities 
there . . . there beyond its furthermost seas! 
 
But be still, 
little one, - just pray 
as you know you ought; 
God will guide you along the way. 
Yes, pray and give yourself, until 
God illumines your thought 
and shows you his will. 
 



Sacrifice much - 
quietly . . . 
little things, such 
as they are, always hiddenly 
for the dear God. 
In spirit, accompany 
some priest or missionary 
as, day by day, 
they go their blessed way. 
 
Good Savior mine, 
breathe, oh breathe 
forth your divine 
Spirit upon your priests. Sheathe 
them round with fortitude; 
protect them in your solicitude. 
 
O life, fleeting and short . . . 
do you deserve our love 
that we should court 
you as we do? Better far 
to consecrate you and all we are 
to God alone, 
as faith teaches: We are His own! 
 
Yes! - Could I but devote 
my life and my all to promote 
the work of Jesus our Savior. 
Could I but labor 
to spread faith's light 
and lovingly capture 
souls, - I would live from delight 
and die of rapture! 
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