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Come	and	Find	the	Quiet	Center	
	
1	Come	and	find	the	quiet	center	
In	the	crowded	life	we	lead,	
Find	the	room	for	hope	to	enter,	
Find	the	frame	where	we	are	freed:	
Clear	the	chaos	and	the	clutter,	
Clear	our	eyes,	that	we	can	see	
All	the	things	that	really	matter,	
Be	at	peace,	and	simply	be.	
	
2	Silence	is	a	friend	who	claims	us,	
Cools	the	heat	and	slows	the	pace,	
God	it	is	who	speaks	and	names	us,	
Knows	our	being,	touches	base,	
Making	space	within	our	thinking,	
Lifting	shades	to	show	the	sun,	
Raising	courage	when	we're	shrinking,	
Finding	scope	for	faith	begun.	
	
3	In	the	Spirit	let	us	travel,	
Open	to	each	other's	pain,	
Let	our	loves	and	fears	unravel,	
Celebrate	the	space	we	gain;	
There's	a	place	for	deepest	dreaming,	
There's	a	time	for	heart	to	care,	
In	the	Spirit's	lively	scheming	
There	is	always	room	to	spare!	
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Not	So	in	Haste	My	Heart	
	

1	Not	so	in	haste	my	heart!	
Have	faith	in	God,	and	wait;	
Although	He	linger	long,	
He	never	comes	too	late.	

2	He	never	cometh	late;	
He	knoweth	what	is	best;	
Vex	not	thyself	in	vain;	
Until	He	cometh,	rest.	

3	Until	He	cometh,	rest,	
Nor	grudge	the	hours	that	roll;	
The	feet	that	wait	for	God	
Are	soonest	at	the	goal.	

4	Are	soonest	at	the	goal	
That	is	not	gained	with	speed;	
Then	hold	thee	still,	my	heart,	
For	I	shall	wait	His	lead.	
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The	Hymn	of	Promise	
	

1	In	the	bulb	there	is	a	flower;	
in	the	seed,	an	apple	tree;	
in	cocoons,	a	hidden	promise:	
butterflies	will	soon	be	free!	
In	the	cold	and	snow	of	winter	
there’s	a	spring	that	waits	to	be,	
unrevealed	until	its	season,	
something	God	alone	can	see.	

2	There’s	a	song	in	ev’ry	silence,	
seeking	word	and	melody.	
There’s	a	dawn	in	ev’ry	darkness,	
bringing	hope	to	you	and	me.	
From	the	past	will	come	the	future;	
what	it	holds,	a	mystery,	
unrevealed	until	its	season,	
something	God	alone	can	see.	

3	In	our	end	is	our	beginning;	
in	our	time,	infinity;	
in	our	doubt	there	is	believing;	
in	our	life,	eternity.	
In	our	death,	a	resurrection;	
at	the	last,	a	victory,	
unrevealed	until	its	season,	
something	God	alone	can	see.	

	


