The Wound

Oh, the exhausting search made and so much blame so readily laid

Upon the power of past wounds
So much power given to its rule over life and health

This power of past wounds
To deter us from directions before us, locked in bondage and in granite cast

This power of the wound, our prison cell as long as our counselors can make it last
To dig it up, look at it, and re-live its subtle rhymes
We dare not go forth in faith until we’ve lived it o’er a thousand times
It lives to deter us from saner pursuits, from future and hope, this monster of the past

So many souls trapped in ignoble roles

From this power so constantly re-cast
But I think this menacing captor, this foe we hold in such dread

Is not to be found in wounds lurking behind me

But rather a glorious one He will bear in my spirit that lies only ahead

To think my Savior, the spotless Lamb, spurned all comfort to take His wound instead

To think that He served me so well in life, but even better as He was made dead

So what for me is the wound I should seek, and the sword that I should take?

Is it to digress back to the past, to battle with mere earthly flesh?

Is it that one past or one before that frees, that I should feign forsake?

Oh, to press on to the wound that casts me down, the price paid of another’s joy

To be broken in the stead of my brother’s victory cry, in my Savior’s just employ

To forever press on to the upward call by heeding conviction’s just prod

To forever see heaven’s glories, in my trials wrought by God
For His lashes secured my salvation, yes, His wound secured my call

Should I not do the same for my brother as I look ahead

Or cling to past wounds that running to his aid would surely stall?
Yes, Jesus’ wound upon me is the one that above all else I’ll cast this day my choice

In service to my brother I must look to the future and pray

“Let the bones which Thou hast broken rejoice”
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