Return to Your Rest 

Return to your rest, O my soul, in the midst of your afflictions

Return to your rest from your heart’s woundedness within

Return to your rest even as your faith is sorely shaken

When you are weakened, your hopes dashed on the rocks of your sin

When you say, “All men are liars,” do you not serve only to fan judgment’s fires?
When you join the evil in cursing, is it not only your flesh you are nursing?
Rather my soul, cry out to God, “Lord, renew my strength

And again remind me what is the depth, breadth, and length

Of the love that came in spite of the darkness within me

That, while I was yet sinner, conspired so mercif’ly my soul to free!”

And when Satan arises, curses only to employ

May I see through His scheming to hope, love, and joy

Finding contentment, whatever my lot

Not looking to who I perceive I am, or am not

To singing Your praises in the tents of the forgotten

The least of these so oppressed and coldly down-trodden

For Your sake, O Lord, and for Your name alone

Deal kindly with me, and do for my transgressions ceaselessly atone

Through that yoke that upon me is easy and light

Granting such peace in me when thrown into the bowels of the fight

That I might endure every trial and acquit well every test

That You may say to my soul, “Now return to your rest”
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