
There is a hope: Stuart Townend 

 

There is a hope that burns within my heart 

that gives me strength for ev'ry passing day. 

A glimpse of glory now revealed in meagre part 

yet drives all doubt away. 

I stand in Christ with sins forgiv'n 

and Christ in me the hope of heav'n; 

my highest calling and my deepest joy 

to make his will my home. 

 

There is a hope that lifts my weary head 

a consolation strong against despair 

that when the world has plunged me in its deepest pit  

I find the Saviour there. 

Through present suff'rings, future's fear 

he whispers courage in my ear, 

for I am safe in everlasting arms 

and they will lead me home. 

 

There is a hope that stands the test of time 

that lifts my eyes beyond the beck’ning grave 

to see the matchless beauty of a day divine 

when I behold His face. 

When suff'rings cease and sorrows die 

and ev'ry longing satisfied 

then joy unspeakable will flood my soul 

for I am truly home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do the next right thing: 

 

I've seen dark before, but not like this 

This is cold, this is empty, this is numb 

The life I knew is over, the lights are out 

Hello, darkness, I'm ready to succumb 

I follow you around, I always have 

But you've gone to a place I cannot find 

This grief has a gravity, it pulls me down 

But a tiny voice whispers in my mind you are lost, hope is gone 

But you must go on and do the next right thing 

 

Can there be a day beyond this night? 

I don't know anymore what is true 

I can't find my direction, I'm all alone 

The only star that guided me was you 

How to rise from the floor? 

But it's not you I'm rising for jJust do the next right thing 

Take a step, step again it is all that I can to do the next right thing 

I won't look too far ahead it's too much for me to take 

 

But break it down to this next breath, this next step 

This next choice is one that I can make 

So I'll walk through this night 

Stumbling blindly toward the light 

And do the next right thing 

And, with it done, what comes then? 

When it's clear that everything will never be the same again 

Then I'll make the choice to hear that voice 

And do the next right thing 
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The Darkling Thrush: Thomas Hardy 

I leant upon a coppice gate 

When Frost was spectre-grey, 

And Winter’s dregs made desolate 

The weakeningeye of day. 

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky 

Like strings of broken lyres, 

And all mankind that haunted nigh 

Had sought their household fires. 
 

The land’s sharp features seemed to be 

The Century’s corpse outleant, 

His crypt the cloudy canopy, 

The wind his death-lament. 

The ancient pulse of germ and birth 

Was shrunken hard and dry, 

And every spirit upon earth 

Seemed fervourless as I. 
 

At once a voice arose among 

The bleak twigs overhead 

In a full-hearted evensong 

Of joy illimited; 

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small, 

In blast-beruffled plume, 

Had chosen thus to fling his soul 

Upon the growing gloom. 
 

So little cause for carolings 

Of such ecstatic sound 

Was written on terrestrial things 

Afar or nigh around, 

That I could think there trembled through 

His happy good-night air 

Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew 

And I was unaware. 

Hope is the thing with feathers: Emily Dickinson  

Hope is the thing with feathers - 

That perches in the soul - 

And sings the tune without the words -   

And never stops - at all -   
 

And sweetest - in the gale - is heard -         

And sore must be the storm - 

That could abash the little bird   

That kept so many warm –  
 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -   

And on the strangest sea -          

Yet – never - in extremity,   

It asked a crumb - of me. 
 

All for Jesus--all for Jesus, 

this our song shall ever be; 

for we have no hope, nor Saviour, 

if we have not hope in thee. 
 

All for Jesus--thou wilt give us 

strength to serve thee, hour by hour, 

none can move us from thy presence, 

while we trust thy love and power. 
 

All for Jesus--thou hast loved us; 

all for Jesus--thou hast died; 

all for Jesus--thou art with us; 

all for Jesus crucified. 

 

All for Jesus--all for Jesus-- 

this the Church's song must be; 

till, at last, we all are gathered 

one in love and one in thee. 

W. J. Sparrow-Simpson 


