




Christ, Your Words of Love Confound Us 
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Words by Carolyn Winfrey Gillette 
Used with permission 
  
Christ, your words of love confound us, 
even as we give you praise, 
for the lessons that you teach us 
seem so far from this world's ways. 
How can we love those who hate us? 
How can we love enemies? 
What of people who abuse us? 
How can we love even these? 
  
Make us mindful: love is action, 
not a feeling that uplifts. 
In each daily situation, 
love's the greatest of all gifts. 
It's the wiser, stronger person 
who will break the chain of hate. 
Love can usher in redemption; 
love can make a people great. 
  
Faced with those who seek to hurt us, 
make us confident and free: 
you don't call us to be helpless 
but to stand with dignity. 
Lord, when others are demanding, 
may we know they matter more 
than our money or possessions. 
May we share, not keeping score. 
  
If we love just those who love us, 
where's the giving? Where's the grace? 
Even sinners try to do this; 
they have friends that they embrace. 
May we do, Lord, unto others 
as we'd have them also do. 
You have shown us: Love is action. 
May we love, and make things new. 

  
  




