My job is to drink

His job is to transform

No need to overly think

But long for Him to conform

My job is to eat

His job is to supply

This will truly make me complete

And I will long to draw nigh

My job is to call

His job is to dispense

For I’ve been ransomed from the Fall

And to live for Him now makes sense

My job is on Him to wait

His job is to build His Body

And I must be filled before it is too late

To answer the call of my Savior so surely

