The Battle’s Warm Blood
My Lord of Hosts, am I to be 

Like David Your servant, come long before me?

Who wished with all his heart and soul 

To build the Temple that was not to be his role?

To fight Your battles, to shed opponents warm blood

In helping You part the seas of sin’s overwhelming flood?
To bring down mighty giants, making them slaves, 

Yet at days end to be found dwelling in caves?
To spend life’s days vanquishing heavenly demon and earthly foe

To venture forth in loincloth where armored warriors dare not go?
To know such blessing, and yet to constantly be

In fear of overthrow from without and within, from treachery’s grasp never free?
Forever fighting the battles, forever waging the wars

But never to dwell on victories hard gained, nor to rest on peaceful shores?
Is this my life, and is this my future?

To always be fighting, but never allowed to nurture

Thoughts of building You a temple at life’s glorious consummation

Rather for me days full of struggle always at the doorstep of such a marvelous summation?
Is there too much spilt blood on my hands, and too much warfare spread over too many lands? 

To build You a temple, to at last look upon my goal

Or is life to be ever scaling elusive fortune’s steep and craggy shoals?

Ever the fighter but never to build, ever to vanquish yet never to guild?
Always running but never to find rest

So close to the answers in this never-ending test?
Lord of Hosts, is it there for me, Your temple to build?

Or has there been by my hand too much blood spilled?
As David before me, let me seek You come what may 

To stand in the congregation of my brethren to say

“His lovingkindnesses are everlasting, Oh, His mercies are so good”

Even as my hands drip with the stains of the battle’s warm blood
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