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GIVE THANKS

Poems by Marian Conn



At the Start of the Day

I met with the Lord at the start of the day
“Why so little faith?”, his voice seemed to say

 
“Did I not save you and pardon your sin,

make you an heir, and the child of a King?”
“When you were dead, did I make you alive?”
“When you were lost, was I not your guide?”
“Didn't I clothe you in goodness and love?”

“Shower you with mercy and grace from above”
“Bind up your wounds, and help you to stand”
“Give you a peace the world can't understand”

“Child you must know and believe that your Lord”
“Will always provide, you must trust in my word”
“My spirit will lead you, your Lord cannot fail”

“No harm can befall you, no evil prevail”
“I will not forsake you, on that promise rest”

“Go on now, with courage, and know you are blessed”
 

I met with the Lord at the close of the day
To simply say, “thank you, for showing the way”

To cast out my fears, help my heart to believe
And every good thing from Jesus receive



Holy Spirit, dearest Friend, 
Breath of Life to me

Comforter in times of sadness, 
Gift of Love so full and free

 
Walk beside me on life's road, 
my guide through every phase

When Clouds appear and storms arise
My Rock, my hiding place

 
Teach me, Holy Spirit then, 

to emulate The Saviour
Mould and shape and let there be

A change in my behaviour
 

That I might be a sanctuary 
where You alone would dwell

Flow through me and let me be 
a deep and living well

 
Where thirsty souls may come 

and drink from that life-giving spring
To the blind and poor in spirit, 

your revelation bring
 

That they might see you as a friend 
and see you as you are

Helper, Teacher, Comforter, Guide, 
the source of strength and power

 
Holy Spirit strive with us 

until our journey’s end
When we will see you face to face, 
and dwell as a friend with friend

 
 

The Gift



We will gather round the Heavenly Throne, 
our songs of praise ascending
And there will be the Trinity, 

and life that has no ending



The Missing Piece
Alone and in need of some comfort, 
I was searching for something to do

I reached into a cupboard and pulled out a box, 
covered with dust and mildew

 
I smiled as I looked at a jigsaw, 

a prize from my Sunday School days
When with childhood faith and innocence, 

the Saviour with joy I would praise
 

The picture was that of a parable, 
and there in the midst I could see

Jesus surrounded by children, 
saying “Bid them to come unto me.”

 
With joy I spilled out the contents, 

I felt like a child once again
Memories of time spent with Jesus 

soon blotted out all of my pain
 

The pieces soon fitted together, 
the picture began to take form

But one piece of the puzzle was missing, 
the one which the Saviour adorned

 
 



Oh, How I longed just to see Him, 
to make all the picture complete

Without Him it couldn’t be finished, 
and I wept as I knelt by my seat

I prayed to Him, just as I childhood, 
a simple prayer humble and meek
Help me, dear Father, I ask you, 

to find me the piece that I seek

Then a feeling of Joy overtook me, 
His wonderful face I did see

The piece which once had been missing, 
the Father returned it to me

I thank Him for all of His mercy, 
the bondage of sin he released

For thanks, to my Father, through Jesus, 
now I’ve found the missing piece



I dreamed I was walking alone on a hill, 
in the distance a stranger I spied

As he drew closer, he leaned on his staff 
I thought he looked weary and tired

 
“Tell me”, I asked Him “For what do you search, 

on the lonely hills barren and wild?”
He looked at me with tender eyes 

and said, “For you, my child”.
 

“The ninety and nine are safe in the fold, 
but one lamb has wandered away

I have come to seek that which is lost, 
and bring it back home to stay

 
For out in the wilderness, wild beasts do roam, 

to search for their lost helpless prey
The shepherd is longing to bring the lamb home, 

why then do you wander away?”
 

“Look at my hands, the wounds that I bore, 
I died to make you my own

I have called you by name, do not fear, 
you are mine, with me you are never alone”

 
 

The Return



When I awoke, there were tears in my eyes, 
it was then I made Jesus my choice

I returned to the fold with the shepherd, 
and the ninety and nine did rejoice

 
Are you lost and in need of shepherd? 

Do not wait till you’re far from the fold
But return to the saviour who loves you, 

your hand he is waiting to hold
 

You’ll no longer continue to wander, 
For God will supply all your need

With a love that’s eternal and boundless, 
The Good Shepherd will bless you indeed



No Room
On that very first Christmas, all those long years ago

There were no church bells ringing, 
there was no frost or snow

 
There were no Christmas presents and no Christmas tree

No fairy lights twinkling for all there to see
 

There were no carol singers at the stable that night,
No relatives gathered to sing Silent Night

 
There was no table laden with good things to eat,

No tinsel and holly to make it complete
 

There were just two young people, a girl and a boy
With ox, ass and cattle to share in their joy

 
A heavenly choir of angels did sing,

Proclaiming the birth of a Saviour and King
 

A star shone above them, three wise men to guide,
Bringing their gifts which they laid at His side

 
So simple and humble that first Christmas morn,
As a weak, helpless baby, our Saviour was born

 
 
 



No room at the inn for the Saviour back then,
No room in the hearts of women and men

 
Is there room in our hearts this Christmas for Him?

The Light of the world, sent to save us from sin
 

We don't need the trappings of this world of ours,
To celebrate Christmas, just glad thankful hearts

 
Jesus is all that we need to receive, 

a gift everlasting to those who believe.
 

So, for real joy this Christmas, don't leave Christ outside 
Just welcome Him in with your arms open wide

 
Someday soon He's returning and then He'll make room,

At a wedding feast fit for a bride and her Groom



The Gift of Love
It seems such a short time since Christmas 

When we celebrated Christ's birth
When we journeyed back to Bethlehem 

To welcome the Saviour to earth
 

Now as Easter is almost upon us 
In our hearts we go back again 

To walk the lonely Calvary Road 
Where first our salvation was gained

 
What do we feel as we travel there?

Guilt and shame, pain and anguish or sorrow?
As we feel the burden of all our sin 

Weigh us down with no hope for tomorrow
 

As we climb that dark Golgotha hill 
The weight is too heavy to carry 
We feel like giving up the walk 

And in hopelessness to tarry
 

But the longing in our empty hearts 
Is constantly the driving force

Which takes us upwards to that place 
To see a man upon a cross

 
 



Who is this man now lifted up 
bleeding, dying, suffering so?

Carrying the weight of sin
Is He the Christ, we ache to know?

 
At once His eyes meet ours and then, 
That look melts all our doubts away 

Yes, THIS IS HE THE SON OF GOD
A ransom for our debts to pay

 
He speaks "Forgive them Father" 
For they know not what they do. 
And with those words we know 

The debts been paid for me and you
 

Our burden suddenly is shed, 
No longer is there any pain

"It is finished", we hear Him cry
His sacrifice has brought us gain

 
So, as we think upon that scene 

Where Jesus won the victory
Let's give Him thanks from grateful hearts

Because He died, we now are free
 

We'll never know in this short life
Just what it cost to save us 

But when we see Him face to face 
We'll know just what He gave us



Eternal life, our sins forgiven, 
a home with Him above

But the greatest gift God gave us, 
Was His Son, THE GIFT OF LOVE


