Through Clenched Teeth
Though through clenched teeth and embattled spirit, yet must I exalt the Lord
Though I be chastised by evil, and lay upon its horns gored

Though through a rebellious soul full of anger and desire

Yet must I light praise’s lamp and burn praise’s fire

Though He push me to the end of my patience, and make me look into the depths of all fears

Yet must I exalt Him, even as the darkness nears

And though despair call me “friend,” and anxiousness “my lover”

And though the frailties of my flesh take me to defilement I am yet to discover

Through furrowed brow and with feet of clay, yet must I trod to the halls of His praise
And in sin and defeat, in disgust and retreat, I must somehow find a way

To find my voice and here drive in my stake, to never cease to rejoice

To beg Him from my dungeons, and petition Him from my depths

Supplications to the One who eclipses my despairs and surmounts my every test

Oh, what choice has a man, and where else is he to turn

Save to the One who makes his heart dream, and who makes his chest burn?

Though He pierce me deeply, with a thousand or more swords

Though He trample me down with the boots of all His hoards

Yes, where would I place my trust if not in My Lord?

To speculation, philosophy, psychology, or earthly reward?

Though friend and acquaintance may mock me

Though companion and sage may deride

Yet must I exalt My God, and for praise’s cause firmly decide

Through clenched teeth and embittered soul I must praise my God not in part, but in whole

Whatever the path He has chosen for me, I must be thankful for my role

For the joys and defeats, for the victories and for the tears

He must remain the sum of all my hopes and the sum of all my fears

Is His glory my alternative or His praise my option? Nay!
For shouted from mountaintop’s heights or cried out from valley’s depths

‘Tis Jesus alone who deserves my praises this day
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