The Land of No Excuses
 
There is a place found by everyone who dies, Where all things must end, including their lies. 
One by one they’ll assemble on eternity’s shore,  To hear heaven’s gavel slam final once more. 
 
“Come forward, O man, and give an account,” Says the voice of the One who watched them about.
“Why did you not My kingdom seek first, When you always had time for pleasure and work?”
 
With a list a mile long the sinner spouts forth, One excuse after another to explain his true worth.
“My family and job were always in shambles, I had a slight headache when it was time to assemble.
 
“I feared I’d miss out on some earthly advantage, 
Or meet with a lion which my life it could ravage.
“I tried to seek first your will on other days, 
While doing good deeds in my own convenient ways.
 
“I gave up my cursing and drinking and gambling, 
I even gave a talk once about true godly living.
“So now I petition You as I lay at Your door, 
To see if You‘d judge me for what I did more.”
 
“Thou fool, this night thy soul is required of thee, 
Then whose will those things be that thou placed 	far above Me?
“If it is true that you cared for My kingdom, 
Then why did you not ask Me to guide you in freedom?
 
“You say that you cared for Me in life all along, 
But from My perspective, you said I was wrong.
“I told through preaching, through elders, and warnings, 
To put away your sinful habit of assembly foregoing.
 
“But you wouldn’t listen, take heed or repent, 
You judged and condemned them while on your way went.
“I have no other choice but to weigh the deeds you bring Me, 
For your heart, and your wickedness, and spiritual adultery.
 
“The only judgment I give you is the one that is deserving, 
For all who forsake Me in sloth and self-serving.
“Depart from Me you worker of relentless iniquity,  
I don’t know your name nor the lies that you tell Me.”
 
So marks the end of assembly recluses, 
When sinners give account in the land of no excuses.
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