Streams in the Desert 

Oh this power sublime, this mystery confounding

This spirit within me that is ever and profoundly

Stripping me of all that was challenging and new

That I thought in my life ‘twas all Jesus could do

Ah, the end of the road, the crest of the hill

The greatest of gifts, “Rest, O my soul, be content and be still”

But now, in His care, to see it all fade in rear-view

To be called to new things He is ever and always desiring to do

To count it as rubbish that I may gain Christ

To look back fondly and realize ‘twas but part of the price

To look forward to desert streams there mine for the taking

And grasp with both hands this new plow of His making

To never look back to the man I once was

Losing sight and not seeing His new and glorious cause

O my God and my King, keep mine eyes ever forward

My feet ever plodding, my soul anxiously longing

For that new thing You are wond’rously doing in my soul

Forgetting what lies behind, and pressing on to new roles

Bid me count as loss all I thought I could be

To say in fear and trembling, “Here am I Lord, send me”
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