Though He Slay Me

Though God slay me, and lay my faith in dust

Challenge all in me that brought me to Him trust

When all that I thought given He now hastens to take

When all I thought blessing He now says, “Son, forsake”

When the narrow path, once visible and straight

Leads only to barred and padlocked gate

When hope turns to ashes, and my glory before my brethren to spite

And all former mountaintops fade from my sight

Yes, when and not though He take me from His rest

And send me naked and bleeding to another trial, to another test

Will I arise in pride? With my flesh do I then side?

Casting all past lessons behind me

Do I cheaply sell all prior lessons learned for the bowl of Pottage set before me?

And sell my birthright for solace today

Forgetting the greater sufferings of the One who brought me this way?

Nay, for I’d rather be a doorkeeper in His house and eat crumbs falling from His table

Than to dine with the worldly-well and drink with the worldly-able

O my soul, if this is the lot that falls unto you

The die that is cast, the path set before 

Then grasp it with both hands, singing songs while you plow

Never minding the sores on your hands, nor the sweat on your brow

Though it seems not a verily fertile field

‘Tis yours only to sow, water, and weed, but Christ’s alone His fruits to yield

Does the thing molded say to its Potter, “For what purpose hast Thou made me?”

Does the freedman, once the slave, say to his liberator, “Why hast Thou saved me?”

Though He slay me yet must I praise Him

For whatever light is now chasing away my total darkness: be it faint candle or high beam

Light is better than the darkness, be it blinding or be it dim

Yea, though He slay me I shall not complain

For I would trade all this world has to offer, for crumbs given in His name
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