Tears for the Lost

When all is said and done, there is but one question that should haunt my every plan
An inquiry from my God, am I keeping the greatest of commands?

Am I loving Him with all my heart and soul

And in my neighbor’s life fulfilling love’s role?

Bearing his burden and so fulfilling the law of Christ

Bearing fruit that abides in love’s full sight?

And is it Jesus’ life that works transformations in mine?
Or is it my own selfish need for glory, for duty, for fulfillment of self that reigns sublime?
Not a servant of Christ, but a servant of flesh
What is it that drives me to be all my best?

One cannot shed tears from sense of duty, nor weep from satisfaction of self-glory

One cannot experience Paul’s “intense concern” 
If love’s fires, born of death, do not consume

His every thought, his every dream, his every passion brought full to bear

From the love of Christ burning at the heart of his care

And what apart from Christ’s love alive in me are all my filthy rags, my rootless tree

My poisoned streams springing from polluted wells

But fruitless deeds born of empty travails?

That compared with His good works prepared beforehand would pale

Alas, the test always and ever shall be, will my God and my neighbor to continue to see

Mere good deeds born of duty or fruitful labor, born of Christ, living through me?
May it be all my hope, to gain at any price or cost

To deny myself, take up my cross, and shed tears from Christ in me

Not of mine own, but of His heart for the lost
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