O Wisdom

O elusive visage, O bright light found and then gone
O heavenly knowledge, you splendid but unknowable song

Once safely in hand, once secured and sure, just as quickly flitten to minds smitten and hearts sorely unpure

Oh to capture this treasure, to lock it firmly in cage
To be summonsed by mere beckoning in youth or old age

But wisdom I think is like lines drawn in the sand

For one deed seen clearly, for another slipped like vapor from our hands

Shifting with time, with wind and with tide
Found for one moment, in another she doth hide
To find her abode one needs merely to see what of this moment is God, and what of it me

For I believe wisdom is not unlike some heavenly stew

Part striving, part resting, part what He does, the other what we must do

He draws His lines in the sand and says, “Child, come up hither”

He bids us to strive to the line, not to tarry or from it wither

But to pass up that line that is wisdom defined and to, in our striving, exceed His behest

Is in our striving to turn will into flesh

To not cease at wisdoms doorpost and know He is Lord

To not trust Him at the line is foolishness wisdom will ill afford

And this I have found is where this elusive lady stands

Where righteous steps of the seeker must become faith left full in Christ’s hands

For to cease struggling prematurely is the sluggards curse
But to be perfected in flesh beyond His calling is Phariseeism or worse

But once found in one quest, like all lines drawn in sand
The waves, wind, and time do not let our lady be planned

The next day brings new questions, and with them new lines

Back to the beginning, “Lord, what is Yours, what is mine?”

Perhaps this is why He bids us to search for her as for hidden treasure

For to find her day by day bids a man to the disciple’s full measure
O elusive visage, O unfathomable test
Help me do my utmost to lean upon your doorposts

Where wisdom calls the end to striving, and finds Christ’s holy rest
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