O Laodicea

O Laodicea, sister not unlike us

O deluded and fatted calf, falsely full in prosperity’s trust—thinking you are rich, in need of nothing

Perhaps wealthy and at rest from enemies seen, but far from free of the Tempter’s cunnings

Masters of all you survey, the world knocking upon your doors

But you do not even see to your pride as you boast, and become the worst of all whores

To your convenience, to your gold, and to your comforts you have bowed

And given over passion’s light to prosperity’s opaque cloud

You’ve become that which you think you are not—asleep, yes trapped, in Satan’s well-conceived plot

And have a name that you are alive, when in Christ’s eyes you are dead

Your power and wealth having lifted up your head

As all of your predecessors before you, and all of your progeny to come

In helpless bondage to your own success, as from your first love you steadfastly digress

Into the malaise of lukewarmth, and the calming seas of delusion

You cause your Savior only sickening revulsion

Knowing not hot, knowing not cold

You have become a legend unto yourselves, yet fools in Christ’s eyes to behold

And have we here not become your own sons?

The shame of our nakedness lurking barely ‘neath the surface

Of our finely hewn sticks, and brightly colored stones?

Believing, as did you, that unbridled freedoms and prosperity

That has brought us such notoriety would truly set us, in Jesus’ eyes, free?

Oh, that we were hot or cold—oh, that we would but for a moment cease

To mirror you, our sister, that our transgression might be released

To buy from Christ spirits refined by fire, there to repent and turn from all of fame’s selfish desire

To know again the fear of the Lord, and to seek again suffering’s great reward

To stop thinking we are that which we are not

And begin anew with that which alone is worthily sought

O Laodicea, we are not unlike you

Stumbling blindly to judgment while thinking we are of the chosen few

When will we awaken, hear the voice of Jesus who at the gate is verily quaking

With white garments, eye salve, and gold refined by fire

There awaits Our First Love, with enduring passions oh so new for the taking
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