New Every Morning 

Though day turns into night, and while all my affronts increase

Though by evening’s tide my sinfulness has ne’er ceased

Though my transgressions be 70 times 70 by the evil day’s end

And I be found without acquaintance, lover, or even friend

Though all my possessions be taken and burned

And all my prayers seem justly and void returned

Though my every plan be dashed as it is barely forming

The lovingkindnesses of My Lord Jesus comes to me new and every morning!

Yes, with every sunrise I see His glory break anew

Past troubles fall like hapless and sorry combatants

Multitudes of worries reduced to paltry, incapable, and impotent few

And as dawn breaks on a brand new day

I am strengthened and renewed as I hear my Shepherd say

“Come to Me all ye who are so heavily weighted

Take My yoke, for it is light, and My love not in the least abated”

Strengthened not by my resolve to go and be all the better

Renewed not by my power to break sin’s foul and stenching fetters

But by my God, whose lovingkindnessess indeed never cease 

And whose compassions never fail

Who has placed His Spirit in me, His own and mighty power to unfurl

To set sail on the wings of a glorious sunrise

Another day freed to, by His grace, press onward toward His prize

Though my faithlessness ebbs and flows, My Lord’s is ever great 

Though Hell’s torments I well deserve, I now share in my Jesus’ fate

When I come to the end of the day, hanging precariously at the end of all my strained rope

This I recall to my mind, therefore I have hope

That my God is not a man that He should be like me

Nor a son of man that He should be so unable to set free

No, He is the One who comes reborn from the ashes of scorning

To bring to me the fruit of His sufferings

Lovingkindnesses, grace, tender mercies, and renewed strength

And all of these so new and every morning 
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