Of Joy and Lament: An Introduction


As God had led me on a sojourn through what has seemed an interminable pruning process—a desert exodus of seeking His oft times hidden face that at this writing is entering its sixth year—I have been drawn to the Psalms as an Oasis of refreshment that has allowed me to endure when, on several occasions, I have wanted to turn my back and return to my “Egypt.” I go to the Psalms daily, praying them as I pour out both complaint and praise to God (see my devotional, “The Ancient Prayer”), because I find in them men of high integrity and steadfast faith, who knew both suffering that paralyzes the soul of man, and joys that make the spirit of man soar with the wings of Eagles. In them I have found flawed and anxious sinners like myself coming boldly before the throne of a God cloaked in mystery and terrible power, and yet eminently knowable and approachable. I have found in them a God both to be feared and embraced; a God both friend and judge. 

It is through this journey that I realized the Psalms are not just words of Scripture, nor songs, nor ever prayers; they are also poetic. They have inspired me to put to paper some poems expressing the vastness and seeming hopelessness of the desert, the realities of pursuing a God vastly different from the one I see America embracing, and the joys of those precious moments when the Heavens do part and He reveals Himself in the midst of my struggles. It is to both the laments and the joys of trying to penetrate the otherness of this God I serve that these poems are dedicated.

I hope that they will challenge you to passionately and diligently pursue this same God, comfort you as He brings about the fall that must surely come if you  are to be raised again in His image, and strengthen you as His mission in your life of abiding and bearing fruit in His love is revealed and fulfilled. You will not find this God in the happy halls of costless grace we have come to embrace in the church in America; no, you will only find Him in the desert exoduses that will bring you to the brink of destruction, but also a purpose and passion that will make you one He calls, “friend.” But if you will just endure the trials, and seek Him in the darkness, I am convinced that for you—as well as for me—the day will dawn, and the morning star will arise in your heart as you are made perfect and complete; lacking in nothing.
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