The Tongue of Disciples 

Upon reflection, of the desire of my heart would be

To have the tongue of a disciple that all men would see

Faith sustained in the weary with my word

An encouragement or admonishment as from the Spirit of the Living Lord

May He awaken me day by day, to open my ear as to what He has to say

And may that message not stop with me

But find fields white for harvest that captives ‘round about me are set free

May he awaken me morning by morning, new seeds to be sowing

To delight alone in the wake of another’s growing

May my Lord speak unto me, sending me near and afar to see me not turn back

In disobedience to men’s scorns, nor to Satan’s every attack

For the sake of my brethren let me be poured out—shamed and reviled but never broken

My talents, many or few, never buried in the ground like mere tokens

But invested in full measure, that my brothers and I may realize their glorious treasure

In this Jesus whom I serve, in the One who alone deserves

A bond-servant ready to fight the good fight

To with the tongue of disciples to shatter darkness and bring light

May I give my back to those who strike me if it be to end in their good

The right cheek to him who wounds the left, as Christ’s true bond-servant should

Not covering my face from humiliation, nor from spitting

As for one carrying His dying ‘round in my body is only fitting

In all this to not be dismayed or disgraced

To be found in the end with the setting like flint of my face

For who can stand against me, and who can contend?

Today with Christ at my side, and heaven my secured and sure end?

I am helped, I am vindicated, and one day I will gladly view

His glorious plan in but a moment, there to stand refreshed and renewed

For who is my crown and joy upon the day of His coming

If not these, mine own disciples, with me at salvation’s final summons?

There I shall at last sheath my sword, and there I shall at last receive heaven’s reward

When the tongue of disciples reaps for all to see

And my disciples stand firm in His presence alongside me
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