Hidden Treasure

May my hidden treasure be for me, all mine eyes e’er long to see

And that now hidden from my sight, be my passion morning ‘til night

For what would faith be were it easy to find

What kind of god worth seeking could be neatly grasped by mere thought of mind?

What sordid hope would put its trust in that

Which fits into formula, equation, or capturable thought?

How empty to take that life-long quest to a place achieved with no blindness or test?

And for what sort of Pearl would I sell my all, for what gift would I gladly fall?
To self, to glory, to goal and plan

Would I faint give all this for a god who allowed Himself 
To be molded to the image of mere man?

Or is the unattainable, unfathomable, unsearchable God 

Who calls me to perfection when He knows I cannot
Of myself ever dream to but touch His cloak

Or ever of mine own means the slightest sin revoke
To me He says, “I know that the call to My treasure is daunting

But isn’t it only that you fall short of that which is alone worth wanting?

Behold, my child, My Pearl of Great Price
Behold my proud treasure: this Jesus the Christ
He alone is plunder unattainable but yours, 

And He alone the opener of all Heaven’s locked doors

He alone is worthy for you, to sell all you have and give of all you do

He alone is worthy of your own self-denial
And ‘twill be He alone worth your every suffrage and trial

So come and buy from Me this gift refined by fire
Borne of the kilns of My fervent desire

To bring you back from the depths to which you had stumbled
Restored in Him if though sorely humbled

Take this My hidden treasure, find and drink Him in, in the fullest of measure

And though in the flesh He’ll forever be hidden in part

He’ll be the lamp of your life and the joy of your heart”
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