IN THE COTURSE OF U BAD
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In tie sifenee of (he morning

Ilflg‘l_lx:n vherything is quivt qnd still §
Mefore (he sun brings a nefy datwning
Loavd U sit and ponder pour twill

U think about what happened pesterday

Ov about fohat I did ten pears before

Y think of the ords U Wish. ¥ could say

To the propleuho walk throvtgh my doov

U dveam of the places T ant fo see

And the things U still want to da

¥ Buotu W'm wot all that pou udnt me to be
Ut's said "to thine olon self be frue”

Teach me that hevy day is 8 nehy one
Irefore cach trial and evvor heging
To opety my Heart and It {w the suw
Justead of duelling on sing

T,¢f me vead about the word made flesh
S0 ag afterndon volls in Ul pray

@o Pabe a nely day that's clean and fresh
Mot [etting pesterday stand inw my way

Thew uhen (he night tomes upon me
The day ending wot without fvial
T,ord thank pou fovr letting me WAlk lith thee
11 go to bed nofv eaving a smile
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