O, My Soul

O, my soul, I wonder this day which way your wandering and mischievous eyes will turn

Will the tempt’s of my flesh catch your fancy, or for a quickened spirit will you yearn?

Such a fickle companion, such a wandering-eyed lover

A ship with many sails, tossing to and fro

With the tides, and life’s wholly uncertain gales

Who and what will you turn to? and will you choose to bless the Lord?

Will, from your heart, come peace, hope, and love, or sword?

Oh to teather your thoughts, bring them captive to my Lord

To keep them from tossing from complacent, to divine, to abhorred

How can you exist looking this way, then that

Abandoning blessing for curse at mere drop of the hat?

Can you not see that the spirit is willing

Communed with the Master’s will against all that is killing?

And have you not heard that the flesh is a traitor

Who comes dressed in sheep’s clothing, but in truth is your hater?

Praise the Lord, O my soul, and forsake nature’s calling

Turn your eyes from self and the bags she is hauling

For self, for the flesh, seeks only to persuade you

To passions ill-founded that will only dissuade you

From the glories He has waiting if you would but inerrantly turn

To faith, hope, and love, from lusts making you burn

For if with sin’s tempt’s you will’fly conspire

You’ll be forever consigned to the Tempters eternal fires

But if with the Spirit your thoughts will agree

This day you’ll know truth, and truth shall indeed set you free

So stand to declare this day whom ye shall choose

Do not muzzle the Ox, nor righteousness’ calling refuse

Choose goodness, holiness, purity, and light

That on the ‘morrow ye may be renewed again to fight this good fight
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