Forget Not    

Praise the Lord, O my soul, and forget not this nor any other day

The slightest of His benefits so undeservedly lavished your way

Forget not the seas parted, forget not the armies slain

Forget none, no not one, of those things strengthened which in your life He has caused to remain

Forget not that this Jesus stepped gladly from heaven and throne

Not regarding position, though His by right, as His own

To come to the people who would only bruise His heel

Born in Manger, living as pauper, dying in subjection, their redemption to seal

That He opened Heaven’s gates and His heart to our stain

And made Himself vulnerable to sin’s violent disdain

Forget not that He came to the least of these of which you are one, of self sorely unable to please

The least of the debt of your sin, no, not even in part

For that payment all of your righteousness would not even start

To release you from the bondage you so fully deserve

Your rightful place in perdition that you, born in sin, from the womb full reserved

Consider well as you grow weary with the foul blows of unyielding strife

Where else you would turn, and whom else in hand holds your eternal life

Consider well as this Jesus has well considered you, the only Redeemer with which men have to do

Who has pardoned your iniquity and healed all your disease

Who has done it with compassion and accomplished it with such ease

Who has satisfied your years and renewed your strength time and again

Who, slow to anger and full of lovingkindness, blotted out all your sin

For as high as the heavens are above the firmament

So great is His mercy upon the wholly reverent

As far as the East is from the West our transgressions He fully dispatched
From everlasting to everlasting, the curse from us so wholly detached

And do forget not He is Author, Counselor, and King

Who has lifted you from death’s victory and snatched you from death’s sting

Whose throne is now established, who in sovereignty and from antiquity rules

As the blessing of the fearful and the stumbling block of fools

O my soul, as you consider well whom ye shall follow after this and every day

Forget not the slightest of Christ’s benefits, so undeservedly lavished your way 
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