Hope On My Horizon

Time slipped away on that worn-out wooden bench when | squared off with my bold adventure

My scuffed tan suitcase stared back from grey cement and asked me what’s round the corner?

With my heart racing and confidence crumbling

I'll take a chance instead of wondering

| see hope | see hope | see hope | see hope on my horizon

Scratched out a half-baked plan on a wrinkled serviette cos | won’t waste my life away

“You won’t make it” might scream inside my head but I'll do my best just to find a way

I'll scale this ladder one rung at a time

Cos views get better only as you climb

| see hope | see hope | see hope | see hope on my horizon

I might crash and burn but | can stumble from the wreck

When nothing’s ventured then that’s just what I'll get

| see hope | see hope | see hope | see hope on my horizon
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