Disconnected

We say we will when we know we won’t, and say, “I do” and then we don’t

Puffed up in who we are and what we think we’ve become, thinking we are rich we beat our own drum

Having forgotten there’s nothing good dwells in us, abandoning Jesus to in ourselves trust

“I will do this, I will not do that” is our modern droning

Having lost sight that our righteousness is only through His merciful loaning

Of His life to us, and that totally undeserved

We pound our own chests, this treach’rous path to which we’ve swerved

“Make no vows, not by heaven nor by earth” cries our Savior

“Let your yes be yes, anything beyond this is of evil

For that way has failed and is fading away
I alone am the Covenant Maker so beware what you say

For I will hold you accountable for every careless word you utter

And bring one day to your remembrance every false word you mutter

When you approach my throne offer not the sacrifice of fools

Let your words be few, speaking no more of what you will do”

“We will praise You, Lord, forever and ever, and for ‘er we will lift up Your name”

‘Till the cock crows three times, and we are made aware of our shame

Why can’t we see every time with our promises we boastfully mention

Every time with our true state we show open contention
And foolishly hope in our power’s retention

We become hypocrites the end of which is our soul’s disconnection
For every time we tell God, “We do,” and then do not

Every time we tell Him, “We will” and then will not

We know in our spirits what liars we are, and in hypocrisy’s web are hopelessly caught

On that great day when all is made new and creation is resurrected

Will there be place for those whose who, appearing righteous, say, “Lord, Lord”

But in truth come disconnected?
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