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What does better in 2021 look like for you?  
 
 
 
 
Resolve this year to ________  ________ . 
 

 
1. ___________: A desired outcome that is beyond your 

current proficiency (Phil 3:10, James 1:2-3, Matt 16: 24-27, 
2 Pet 3:17-18, John 6:55-59) 
 
 
 

 
2. ___________: Getting off the bench, moving forward and 

embracing your vision (Phil 3:12-13, 1 Cor 9:24-27, 1 Tim 
4:8-9, Josh 24:15, Romans 7:21-25, 2 Cor 5:20- 6:2) 
 
 

 
 

3. ___________: Intentional persistence in pursuing your 
vision (Phil 3:14, James 2:18-22. Phil 2:12-13, Gal 3:1-6, 
Rev 2:5, 2 Peter 1:3-11) 
 
 
 
 

Opportunity Challenge: 
 

1. What is your Vision for 2021? 
 

2. Do you have a solid Intention? 
 

3. What are your Means? 
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The Explorer 
  

Rudyard Kipling - Adapted by Carlo Walth (MSA) 
 
"There's no sense in going further -- it's the edge of cultivation,"  
So they said, and I believed it. broke my land and sowed my crop  
Built my barns and strung my fences in the little border station  
Tucked away below the foothills where the trails run out and stop. 
  
Till a voice, speaking through my conscience rang interminable changes In 
one everlasting Whisper day and night repeated "Something hidden. Go 
and find it. Go and look behind the Ranges Something lost behind the 
Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. Go!"  
 
So I went, worn out of patience; never told my nearest neighbors  
Stole away with pack and ponies. left 'em drinking in the town;  
the faith that moves the mountains didn't seem to help my labors  
As I faced the peaks and ranges, winding up and leading down.  
 
Hurried on in hope of water, Circled round for lack of grass;  
I camped above the tree-line. drifted snow and naked boulders   
Felt free air astir to windward. And knew I'd stumbled on the Pass.  
Again the whisper woke to hound me: "There’s Something lost behind the 
Ranges. Over yonder! Go you there!" 
  
Then I knew, beyond my doubting, His Hand was certain over me. I went 
down the other side. Till the snow ran out in flowers, and the flowers 
turned to aloes, and the aloes sprung to thickets and a brimming stream 
ran by;  
 
I remember lighting fires; I remember sitting by them; I remember the 
whisper through the smoke; I remember it was real "Something lost behind 
the Ranges" was the only word it spoke. I remember exultation It was then 
I finally knew it. After many years of dreaming Surely now I had come to it 
 
Rolling grass and open timber, with a hint of hills behind  
There I found me food and water, got my strength and lost my nightmares. 
I had entered on my find. So, I ran my first rough survey. chose my trees 
and blazed the land 
 
Week by week I pried and sampled. week by week my findings grew. By 
God, who sent His Whisper, I had struck the worth of two! But I couldn’t 
have understood it Til I went up to occupy 
 
God took care to hide that country Til He judged me ready to hear 
Then He chose me for His Whisper I have crossed the range to see 
Anybody might have found it…but His Whisper came to Me! 

 

The Explorer 
  

Rudyard Kipling - Adapted by Carlo Walth (MSA) 
 
"There's no sense in going further -- it's the edge of cultivation,"  
So they said, and I believed it. broke my land and sowed my crop  
Built my barns and strung my fences in the little border station  
Tucked away below the foothills where the trails run out and stop. 
  
Till a voice, speaking through my conscience rang interminable changes In 
one everlasting Whisper day and night repeated "Something hidden. Go 
and find it. Go and look behind the Ranges Something lost behind the 
Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. Go!"  
 
So I went, worn out of patience; never told my nearest neighbors  
Stole away with pack and ponies. left 'em drinking in the town;  
the faith that moves the mountains didn't seem to help my labors  
As I faced the peaks and ranges, winding up and leading down.  
 
Hurried on in hope of water, Circled round for lack of grass;  
I camped above the tree-line. drifted snow and naked boulders   
Felt free air astir to windward. And knew I'd stumbled on the Pass.  
Again the whisper woke to hound me: "There’s Something lost behind the 
Ranges. Over yonder! Go you there!" 
  
Then I knew, beyond my doubting, His Hand was certain over me. I went 
down the other side. Till the snow ran out in flowers, and the flowers 
turned to aloes, and the aloes sprung to thickets and a brimming stream 
ran by;  
 
I remember lighting fires; I remember sitting by them; I remember the 
whisper through the smoke; I remember it was real "Something lost behind 
the Ranges" was the only word it spoke. I remember exultation It was then 
I finally knew it. After many years of dreaming Surely now I had come to it 
 
Rolling grass and open timber, with a hint of hills behind  
There I found me food and water, Got my strength and lost my nightmares. 
I had entered on my find. So I ran my first rough survey. chose my trees 
and blazed the land 
 
Week by week I pried and sampled. week by week my findings grew. By 
God, who sent His Whisper, I had struck the worth of two! But I couldn’t 
have understood it Til I went up to occupy 
 
God took care to hide that country Til He judged me ready to hear 
Then He chose me for His Whisper I have crossed the range to see 
Anybody might have found it…but His Whisper came to Me! 

 


