
O N E     D A Y     A T      A     T I M E

THE     JOY     OF     THE     LORD

W H E N      Y O U      F E E L      Y O U ‘ R E   F O R S A K E N
AND     NONE     SEEM     TO     CARE ,

DON ‘ T   BURY   YOUR   SOUL   IN   THE   PIT   OF   DESPAIR -
T H O U G H     Y O U ‘ R E    H U R T I N G     F R O M    W O R D S

THAT     HAVE     CUT     LIKE     A     SWORD ,
R E M E M B E R          T H E R E ‘ S          S T R E N G T H

I N      T H E      J O Y      O F      T H E      L O R D .

I F       Y O U R       S O U L       I S        I N        D A R K N E S S
W I T H     N O     H O P E     I N     S I G H T ,

YOUR   FATHER   HAS   PROMISED  A  SONG   IN   THE   NIGHT
A N D      I F      F E A R      W R A P S      I T S E L F 

R O U N D     Y O U R     H E A R T     L I K E     A     C O R D ,
R E M E M B E R         T H E R E ‘ S         S T R E N G T H

I N      T H E      J O Y      O F      T H E      L O R D .

A N D     T H O U G H     Y O U     A R E      L O N G I N G
F O R      F A M I L Y      A N D      F R I E N D ,

AND     YOUR     HEART     THAT     IS     BROKEN
R E F U S E S       T O       M E N D -

Y O U ‘ L L       H A V E       I N       T H A T       “ D A Y “
A N        E T E R N A L        R E W A R D ,

I F      Y O U ‘ L L      T A K E      F O R      Y O U R
S T R E N G T H   THE   JOY   OF   THE   LORD .
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