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Prologue

Those gifted with abilities to write prose or songs are oft times asked, “How do you do it?”  Though some may, by technical knowledge or mechanical expertise, have an ability to come up with words or melodies that are pleasant or even popular, those who write in ways that move the soul or stir the spirit in man know that they do not command the notes or the words. They are merely scribes of a message not their own. 

To write such things that profoundly impact those who read or hear the writer must first be impacted, and thus knows there is a Giver of the gift who truly deserves all the credit. It is a gift, and gifts can only be held loosely in humility and are just as easily lost in vanity. Many half-written, unfinished works are strewn ‘round my den, evidence of that which I tried to create of my own vain resources apart from the Giver. They exist as evidence of the foolishness of trying myself to create wisdom. Hopefully, none of them are to be found in these pages. 

True music, true poetry, and true literature spring from a natural desire on the part of the recipient to answer back to the Giver. It is but a response to that already given and not creation by that which was, itself, created. Many of these poems I am not particularly proud of because they reveal the true madness of a soul fighting for sanity, seeking God where He is not always to be found and oft times losing. But that is the stuff of which creativity is made, and it cannot be contained or controlled. It is truth, at least in the eyes of the sojourner in a sinful world before a holy God, and it must be written. Too much of truth is hidden from the church these days by those who ought to be speaking, writing, and singing it that her own madness might be revealed.

It is to my Giver then: the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit of the Christian God that I dedicate this work. It is to my personal trials, sufferings, victories and joys before Him that any good at all in these pages springs. I could dedicate it to none other, because to do so would be to presume it is mine to give. It is only His to return.

Michael Wolff

Streams in the Desert 

Oh this power sublime, this mystery confounding

This spirit within me that is ever and profoundly

Stripping me of all that was challenging and new

That I thought in my life ‘twas all Jesus could do

Ah, the end of the road, the crest of the hill

The greatest of gifts, “Rest, O my soul, be content and be still”

But now, in His care, to see it all fade in rear-view

To be called to new things He is ever and always desiring to do

To count it as rubbish that I may gain Christ

To look back fondly and realize ‘twas but part of the price

To look forward to desert streams there mine for the taking

And grasp with both hands this new plow of His making

To never look back to the man I once was

Losing sight and not seeing His new and glorious cause

O my God and my King, keep mine eyes ever forward

My feet ever plodding, my soul anxiously longing

For that new thing You are wond’rously doing in my soul

Forgetting what lies behind, and pressing on to new roles

Bid me count as loss all I thought I could be

To say in fear and trembling, “Here am I Lord, send me”
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Tears for the Lost

When all is said and done, there is but one question that should haunt my every plan

An inquiry from my God, am I keeping the greatest of commands?

Am I loving Him with all my heart and soul

And in my neighbor’s life fulfilling love’s role?

Bearing his burden and so fulfilling the law of Christ

Bearing fruit that abides in love’s full sight?

And is it Jesus’ life that works transformations in mine?
Or is it my own selfish need for glory, for duty, for fulfillment of self that reigns sublime?
Not a servant of Christ, but a servant of flesh

What is it that drives me to be all my best?

One cannot shed tears from sense of duty, nor weep from satisfaction of self-glory

One cannot experience Paul’s “intense concern” 

If love’s fires, born of death, do not consume

His every thought, his every dream, his every passion brought full to bear

From the love of Christ burning at the heart of his care

And what apart from Christ’s love alive in me are all my filthy rags, my rootless tree

My poisoned streams springing from polluted wells

But fruitless deeds born of empty travails?

That compared with His good works prepared beforehand would pale

Alas, the test always and ever shall be, will my God and my neighbor to continue to see

Mere good deeds born of duty or fruitful labor, born of Christ, living through me?

May it be all my hope, to gain at any price or cost

To deny myself, take up my cross, and shed tears from Christ in me

Not of mine own, but of His heart for the lost
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To the Kingdom

Lord, bid me pledge allegiance, not in part but in whole

To the Kingdom of God on earth

Absolute fealty—absolute loyalty—to the dispatch of sin’s vile curse

To not be entangled in the affairs of men, neither being moved right or left

But to keep mine eyes ever on heaven, ever forward

And to relieve from men’s shoulders, sin’s heft

Woe is me if I do not go forth for heavenly country and King

Woe to me if to His throne one day I fail to bring

Witnesses to His mighty love alive and vibrant in me

That touched His yearning in them

Witnesses to His otherness and power

That caused them to tremble and fear

Where only lukewarmth had been before—nay, nothing for them to revere

Oh to be His servant, of flesh and thoroughly wretched though I be

To live each day died to self, and to know none but Christ in me

With this reminder hung ‘round my neck

Like a Millstone with weight of dense lead

T’were it not for this, utter faithfulness of the blood shed

My flesh would see me fully dead

With humbled steps, to survive the depths of the price He will extract

For His calling is not faint upon me, and His command not inexact

“I will show you how much you must suffer for My Name’s sake”

This fire that separates chaff from wheat

“I can only gain the victory that I seek at the point of your utter defeat”

So bid me pledge allegiance, My Lord

To Your kingdom laid upon this vile turf

For ‘tis my highest calling to carry the banner of Christ

To my brethren here on earth
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The Tongue of Disciples 

Upon reflection, of the desire of my heart would be

To have the tongue of a disciple that all men would see

Faith sustained in the weary with my word

An encouragement or admonishment as from the Spirit of the Living Lord

May He awaken me day by day, to open my ear as to what He has to say

And may that message not stop with me

But find fields white for harvest that captives ‘round about me are set free

May he awaken me morning by morning, new seeds to be sowing

To delight alone in the wake of another’s growing

May my Lord speak unto me, sending me near and afar to see me not turn back

In disobedience to men’s scorns, nor to Satan’s every attack

For the sake of my brethren let me be poured out—shamed and reviled but never broken

My talents, many or few, never buried in the ground like mere tokens

But invested in full measure, that my brothers and I may realize their glorious treasure

In this Jesus whom I serve, in the One who alone deserves

A bond-servant ready to fight the good fight

To with the tongue of disciples to shatter darkness and bring light

May I give my back to those who strike me if it be to end in their good

The right cheek to him who wounds the left, as Christ’s true bond-servant should

Not covering my face from humiliation, nor from spitting

As for one carrying His dying ‘round in my body is only fitting

In all this to not be dismayed or disgraced

To be found in the end with the setting like flint of my face

For who can stand against me, and who can contend?

Today with Christ at my side, and heaven my secured and sure end?

I am helped, I am vindicated, and one day I will gladly view

His glorious plan in but a moment, there to stand refreshed and renewed

For who is my crown and joy upon the day of His coming

If not these, mine own disciples, with me at salvation’s final summons?

There I shall at last sheath my sword, and there I shall at last receive heaven’s reward

When the tongue of disciples reaps for all to see

And my disciples stand firm in His presence alongside me
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New Every Morning 

Though day turns into night, and while all my affronts increase

Though by evening’s tide my sinfulness has ne’er ceased

Though my transgressions be 70 times 70 by the evil day’s end

And I be found without acquaintance, lover, or even friend

Though all my possessions be taken and burned

And all my prayers seem justly and void returned

Though my every plan be dashed as it is barely forming

The lovingkindnesses of My Lord Jesus comes to me new and every morning!

Yes, with every sunrise I see His glory break anew

Past troubles fall like hapless and sorry combatants

Multitudes of worries reduced to paltry, incapable, and impotent few

And as dawn breaks on a brand new day

I am strengthened and renewed as I hear my Shepherd say

“Come to Me all ye who are so heavily weighted

Take My yoke, for it is light, and My love not in the least abated”

Strengthened not by my resolve to go and be all the better

Renewed not by my power to break sin’s foul and stenching fetters

But by my God, whose lovingkindnessess indeed never cease 

And whose compassions never fail

Who has placed His Spirit in me, His own and mighty power to unfurl

To set sail on the wings of a glorious sunrise

Another day freed to, by His grace, press onward toward His prize

Though my faithlessness ebbs and flows, My Lord’s is ever great 

Though Hell’s torments I well deserve, I now share in my Jesus’ fate

When I come to the end of the day, hanging precariously at the end of all my strained rope

This I recall to my mind, therefore I have hope

That my God is not a man that He should be like me

Nor a son of man that He should be so unable to set free

No, He is the One who comes reborn from the ashes of scorning

To bring to me the fruit of His sufferings

Lovingkindnesses, grace, tender mercies, and renewed strength

And all of these so new and every morning 
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Through Clenched Teeth
Though through clenched teeth and embattled spirit, yet must I exalt the Lord

Though I be chastised by evil, and lay upon its horns gored

Though through a rebellious soul full of anger and desire

Yet must I light praise’s lamp and burn praise’s fire

Though He push me to the end of my patience, and make me look into the depths of all fears

Yet must I exalt Him, even as the darkness nears

And though despair call me “friend,” and anxiousness “my lover”

And though the frailties of my flesh take me to defilement I am yet to discover

Through furrowed brow and with feet of clay, yet must I trod to the halls of His praise

And in sin and defeat, in disgust and retreat, I must somehow find a way

To find my voice and here drive in my stake, to never cease to rejoice

To beg Him from my dungeons, and petition Him from my depths

Supplications to the One who eclipses my despairs and surmounts my every test

Oh, what choice has a man, and where else is he to turn

Save to the One who makes his heart dream, and who makes his chest burn?

Though He pierce me deeply, with a thousand or more swords

Though He trample me down with the boots of all His hoards

Yes, where would I place my trust if not in My Lord?

To speculation, philosophy, psychology, or earthly reward?

Though friend and acquaintance may mock me

Though companion and sage may deride

Yet must I exalt My God, and for praise’s cause firmly decide

Through clenched teeth and embittered soul I must praise my God not in part, but in whole

Whatever the path He has chosen for me, I must be thankful for my role

For the joys and defeats, for the victories and for the tears

He must remain the sum of all my hopes and the sum of all my fears

Is His glory my alternative or His praise my option? Nay!

For shouted from mountaintop’s heights or cried out from valley’s depths

‘Tis Jesus alone who deserves my praises this day
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Though He Slay Me

Though God slay me, and lay my faith in dust

Challenge all in me that brought me to Him trust

When all that I thought given He now hastens to take

When all I thought blessing He now says, “Son, forsake”

When the narrow path, once visible and straight

Leads only to barred and padlocked gate

When hope turns to ashes, and my glory before my brethren to spite

And all former mountaintops fade from my sight

Yes, when and not though He take me from His rest

And send me naked and bleeding to another trial, to another test

Will I arise in pride? With my flesh do I then side?

Casting all past lessons behind me

Do I cheaply sell all prior lessons learned for the bowl of Pottage set before me?

And sell my birthright for solace today

Forgetting the greater sufferings of the One who brought me this way?

Nay, for I’d rather be a doorkeeper in His house and eat crumbs falling from His table

Than to dine with the worldly-well and drink with the worldly-able

O my soul, if this is the lot that falls unto you

The die that is cast, the path set before 

Then grasp it with both hands, singing songs while you plow

Never minding the sores on your hands, nor the sweat on your brow

Though it seems not a verily fertile field

‘Tis yours only to sow, water, and weed, but Christ’s alone His fruits to yield

Does the thing molded say to its Potter, “For what purpose hast Thou made me?”

Does the freedman, once the slave, say to his liberator, “Why hast Thou saved me?”

Though He slay me yet must I praise Him

For whatever light is now chasing away my total darkness: be it faint candle or high beam

Light is better than the darkness, be it blinding or be it dim

Yea, though He slay me I shall not complain

For I would trade all this world has to offer, for crumbs given in His name
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Wait

Of all the trials, of all the tortures, of all the fiery darts

Of all spells cast, and of all cannon’s blast into my heart of hearts

Of all the tests He could create, the greatest lain before me, is to hear Him say to me, “Wait”

Oh, the mountains I would climb, the dragons I would slay

The oceans I would swim for King and for glory

The pages I would pen, the story I would write, would only begin to tell the story

To be the hero who rescues the beauty, to fend off false prophet or gathering horde

To in victory stand, on sea or dry land, but my Master says, simply, “Wait”

Oh the plans I could bring, the songs I could sing, for kingdom and bride and child

The message to scribe, the wrongs to be righted, the correction of the evil and short-sighted

Like a Stallion corralled, like a Leviathan caged, and like a runner left standing at the gate

I lay frozen in time, prisoner to this damnable rhyme, as my Master says, once again, “Wait”

Agony of agonies, curse upon curse

I would bear them all gladly, cast them all aside rudely, just for direction to pursue

Oh, the energy I could bring to that sought and special thing

To any goal that He set for me, how sublime!

But to hear once again those words I disdain, to hear Him say again, “’Tis not your time”

How His silence afflicts me beyond measure

How His guidance would be all my treasure

But it’s not His way to test men’s faith at the point of their strength or their power

Rather ‘tis His way to try men’s hearts at the point of their darkest hour

And for me, the most hated enemy of my faith at the ready, is to stand at the gate

Clad in armor with the battle uncertain, full of faith, hope, and peace 

When my Master again says to me, “Wait”
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Your Grace is Sufficient for Me

O messenger of Satan, embedded deeply within my flesh

Keeping me daily from the perfection for which I long

From taking Christ’s yoke upon me, to unearth my sought-after rest

A thousand times, Lord, have I lain it before Your throne

In prayers and with tears, “Oh, take from me this most evil of thorns!”

For it is no small thing that I can swat away, and no temporary ill diverting me briefly from the Way

Nay, this hound of hell that strikes me daily upon my heel

Causing me to stagger, and my faint soul to reel

Is my constant companion, yet the very thing that I hate

This sin working within me, its power to make me what I do not wish so frightfully great

Making me the chief of sinners, the worst of temptation’s whores, selling my body to wrong

Keeps me from faintly approaching perfection, loosing the sandals of the communion for which I long

But my Lord Jesus, who attends to all my cries

Whose ear is not closed that He may not hear

Whose eye is not blind that He may not see

Commands from heaven and, on my behalf, determines alone that which is best for me

And He knows of the pride that upon earth would be unleashed

An evil far greater that would surely upon mankind be released

If that thorn was removed, and were I not daily reminded

Of my fallen-ness, my faithlessness, my brokenness, and hypocrisy 

My foolishness, my selfishness, and my utter and slothful complacency

To His hands, therefore, must I yield my spirit, though He attendeth not to all my plea

Abba Father, and Amen, for Your grace is sufficient for me
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Ordinary Streets 

From youth on I felt full well a fervent, constant call to something glorious, a destiny sublime

I followed something and someone greater towards the place, knowing not the way nor the time

Writing songs of earnest searching, walking the heavens seeking the name

Of this Otherness calling to me, bidding me to glory and to fame

Though I knew Him not, this clouded visage, I felt His presence sure

Though I faint could touch His faded frame, I was locked in His allure

“Glory comes on the horizon!” my soul would cry so full and self-assured

That glory, passion, and revelation were there in future sight 

“When I just find the Caller, the call will come to light!”

Through fingers verily aching to see it come to pass with a heart sore breaking for clear vision, but alas

The call seemed so certain yet the Caller was not, for that glorious journey I so fervently sought

Then the dawn broke full and the sun dawned mightily in my heart
And it cried out, “Now the One is found to you, He will make known at long last your critical part!”

But this Jesus called me from my dreams, for He would not be contained

Unlike all the others, He would not serve as I had wont ordained

He would not bow to my proud lusting but said, “Child, follow Me

‘Tis I Who metes out destinies and who shows men who they are to be”

“But Lord, what of this vision I have held so since my youth, and what of the dream, what of the glory?”

He said, “I will show you My truth

For this is not your kingdom, and your visions rule not here

It is not for you to call the future to what your wish holds dear

The course I’ll I’ve chosen for you is one you are wont to see before I show it, and until then ‘follow Me’

For any man can bear through glory, any man through power

But the man who follows Me bears joyfully the ordinary hour

The man that I would call My friend does not seek visions nor dreams

He hastens not to streets of gold, but thrills in meager means

To follow Me,  My child, does not exist in this, but to follow Me is to walk each day in patience and in peace

For to be My friend it means the end to all such vain retreats

To be My son is to dance joyfully with Me down the ordinary streets

And if you can do this, My child, and find contentment here

Through ordinary days and even trials most severe

Your faithfulness may one day turn to glories such as those you’ve never known

But then the glories taken will be Mine, and not those thought your own

Then you will find where commonplace and extraordinary meet

Your dreams to find fulfillment walking daily in My love, carrying your cross down ordinary streets”
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To Think that He Came (A Christmas reflection)

To think that on this day Messiah arrived on earth

From heav’ns full glories to suffer such a poor man’s birth

Not regarding equality with God a thing to be grasped

From the worship of angels to the scorn of men so mercilessly cast

From a throne amidst seas of pure Jasper

Where He had ruled from eternity’s birth as both Lord and Master

From legions of angels at His every command to a manger’s stall

To this trouble, to this sinful world as mortal man, yet He heard His Father’s call
And were this affront not grievous enough, were this travesty not cruel beyond beliefs
‘Twas only the beginnings of His sacrifice’s coming griefs

For being found in the form of a man

Was only part of the Father’s costly and gruesome plan

To do for men what they could not do

And to enter into the gates of hell they did so richly deserve

This King come not to be revered on earth
But to humbly His rightful servants serve

That they might say, “O death, where is your victory, O death, where is your sting?”

That to the Father with Him they might one day bring

A sacrifice even barely worthy of this deed

Their Savior born ‘midst swine and cattle’s feed

To loose the chains of sin and death
And lead them full to transubstantiation’s final rest

His yoke so easy, His burden so light, guiding them through life’s every test
His life for their death, His promises for their lies

That one day they may come spotless before His Father’s eyes

“Peace on Earth, goodwill towards men”

With these words a King was born

With these words new life had come once again
With these words hope had again arrived

Greater than any of man ever contrived

For in a humble child’s story over the ages by freemen taught

The souls of the saints once dead were now bought

Purchased from torment’s grave, coming on so swift and so sure

For which scientists, politicians, and Shamans offered not the faintest of cures

Yes, to think that Jesus came to us as an infant that day

The King of kings in foul manger to lay

That salvation’s doors might unto men be cast wide

And perfection with sinfulness might come and reside
That the veil guarding the holy of holies might be torn in His death

The flaming sword guarding the way to Eden might be returned once more to its sheath

To think that ‘pon this Christmas morn, so unlike other dawns
And in many ways so seemingly the same

Into our lives ‘midst the chorus of angels and unto poor Shepherds

Jesus so timely laid His glory aside, humbled Himself, stepped down and to men came
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Two Words, One Way

With two words the landscape was changed

And with three syllables the world rearranged

“Follow Me” begat one way 
As all other paths fell impotently out of play

All other gods became deaf, dumb and mute

And all of their wisest men so suddenly ill-astute

All other philosophies, all other schemes

Now seen in their nakedness as such childish dreams

All pretending sources of strength, all reservoirs of power 

Tottered and heaved ‘neath the blows of that hour

That the baptism was consummated, that the Dove did alight

As the darkness fled and redemption’s eyes found their sight

“This My beloved Son, in Whom I am well pleased”

Betrothed vision to the blind and balm to the diseased

As the two words were uttered that birthed this one decree

“I am the way, truth, and life, and none come to the Father but through Me”

Christ’s proclamation that would become the great stumbling block

To fools, to all pride, to all hearts hewn of rock

Henceforth the clarion call to all His children so appointed,

The Chief Cornerstone of the Caller’s so rightly and justly anointed

To go forth to the world shouting “This God is unlike yours and will never be joined

With idols and false gods from the pride of man coined!”

“I AM, you are not, and I’ll share My throne with no other”

Set Him heavens apart from peer, equal, or brother

Yea, these two words and one truth have been so tried yet not shaken

That this Jesus may be never amongst pretenders mistaken

Nay, “Follow Me…I am the life, truth, and way” 

Was as true when ‘twas spoken as it is to this day

That there is but One to look to with salvation in His hand

God the Father, God the Spirit, and Christ Jesus, the God-Son of man
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Forget Not    

Praise the Lord, O my soul, and forget not this nor any other day

The slightest of His benefits so undeservedly lavished your way

Forget not the seas parted, forget not the armies slain

Forget none, no not one, of those things strengthened which in your life He has caused to remain

Forget not that this Jesus stepped gladly from heaven and throne

Not regarding position, though His by right, as His own

To come to the people who would only bruise His heel

Born in Manger, living as pauper, dying in subjection, their redemption to seal

That He opened Heaven’s gates and His heart to our stain

And made Himself vulnerable to sin’s violent disdain

Forget not that He came to the least of these of which you are one, of self sorely unable to please

The least of the debt of your sin, no, not even in part

For that payment all of your righteousness would not even start

To release you from the bondage you so fully deserve

Your rightful place in perdition that you, born in sin, from the womb full reserved

Consider well as you grow weary with the foul blows of unyielding strife

Where else you would turn, and whom else in hand holds your eternal life

Consider well as this Jesus has well considered you, the only Redeemer with which men have to do

Who has pardoned your iniquity and healed all your disease

Who has done it with compassion and accomplished it with such ease

Who has satisfied your years and renewed your strength time and again

Who, slow to anger and full of lovingkindness, blotted out all your sin

For as high as the heavens are above the firmament

So great is His mercy upon the wholly reverent

As far as the East is from the West our transgressions He fully dispatched
From everlasting to everlasting, the curse from us so wholly detached

And do forget not He is Author, Counselor, and King

Who has lifted you from death’s victory and snatched you from death’s sting

Whose throne is now established, who in sovereignty and from antiquity rules

As the blessing of the fearful and the stumbling block of fools

O my soul, as you consider well whom ye shall follow after this and every day

Forget not the slightest of Christ’s benefits, so undeservedly lavished your way 
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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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Who Be My Oppressor?

This darkness has lasted for so long, this tomb of vanquished hopes
This cruel litany of perceived ends to it all teetering precariously, and dangling on the thinnest of ropes

The lines get blurred as possibilities are stirred, and then aborted before their birth

As to who is my oppressor, who has brought about this foul dearth

Of endless clouds to block the sun, endless trials ever enduring once begun

Moving in with my arrival and just as quickly departing when I am gone

Is it You, my Lord, Who sees need for further breaking

Or is it my enemy so intent on stealing and my every dream taking?

If ‘tis You, My God, I must bow and endure

But if be my enemy I must stiffen to stand strong and in faith sure

But if I stiffen and stand when I should be submissive

If I resist Your rebuke when I should be permissive

Or bow to the one that should be mercilessly fought

Thinking the blow be from Your hand when indeed it is not

Either wrong, in my soul, would mean catastrophes wrought
Oh misery of my soul, truth spurned or lie bought!

And of one thing I am assured

It is not always one net into which we are lured

It is sometimes You, it is sometimes the deceiver

But to know which is ever tasking the faith of the believer

If only I could place so easily blame or praise

And identify whether to sheath or unsheathe my sword and to raise

If only I knew who was my oppressor I would know just what to do

I would know when to bow and I would know when to fight 
When to defend ‘gainst the lie, or defer all to Your right

To strip me of everything and put me to grieving

For I brought nothing to earth, and with empty hands will I it be leaving

To know when upon shifting sands that I stood

To not bear the lash of they who call good evil, and evil good

Wisdom to fight or withdraw is in knowing one’s aggressor

So I pray, O Lord, reveal moment by moment who be my oppressor
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Let me Teach a Fear of the Lord

Banners are amongst men raised, and through each one of them You are praised

For some a banner of truth, for some of grace, for some of striving, for some of rest

For some of Your bounty, and for others Your sword

But let the banner I raise be of a fear of You, My Lord

For Your matchless power, for Your judgments sure, for Your righteous anger and jealousies pure

Working our salvation in trembling, laying prostrate let us ever confess
The unimaginable majesty of Your mysterious “otherness”
Your impenetrable self, higher than we as heavens are above earth

A Pearl of such price, we’ll ne’er understand its great worth

Let me exhort my brethren to realize, the foolishness of men in their vain attempt to systematize

Contain, package, wrap, and bow this Goliath who dwarfs their meager might
This Leviathan of incomprehensible might we try to make in our image, and mold in our sight

Cursed apathy keeping the comfortable from stepping out from the boat and into the storm

Away from passion and fervor, forever to be lukewarm

Theirs is a god who has fallen from the height of their dreams

And into meetings on Sundays, comfortable dogmas and tepid themes

What folly, what affront, to try to hold in our hand

He who crafted, who molded, and now sustains the man

Or to trod piously over hallowed ground

The finite presuming it can know where the infinite is to be found

As the dust saying to the Spirit, “Let me breathe life into Thee”

As the student saying to the teacher, “Let me instruct You in how to be”

As with each breast-pounding moment the proud one this way passes

And thousands lay slain by the jawbones of such asses

Let me stand to clearly proclaim 

The impenetrableness of Your person, and absolute reverence for Your Name

Conducting myself in fear while wrapped in this skin

And helping the humble to again begin

To come before You in fear and great trembling, their words cautioned and few

Bowing the knee to begin knowledge, and life to renew

Let this be my banner of praise, before Your judgment seat uttered as my greatest reward

“He believed wholly, loved fully, and taught completely the fear of the Lord”

Michael S. Wolff, © 2004
The Line of Distinction

Lord, help me never to forget in the midst of seeming regret, that there is a line of distinction

A line that separates pretenders from vicars 

And the truthful from those found to be liars—yes, there is a line of distinction

On one side displayed all of my grumblings and fears

On the other all my hopes seemingly so bright and so clear

On one all that perceived lost, to the other they are but part of the cost

Anxiety says “’Tis gone, this plan in which I cast my fate

I have missed the ship’s sailing and for me it’s too late”

My soul looks on in panic and in trembling

At this marvelous chance that for me seems only and ever ending

Depression, lethargy, and malaise come full force to taunt and to ridicule, and to mock my Source

Of faith, hope, and love, My Perfecter divine 
Who stands unshaken on the far distant side of life’s lines
To say, “Ne’er look at those paths that you followed in pride, nor the ends thereof that depress you

But turn your gaze to the path that is left, the narrow one for My faithful few

On My side where those I call friend reside there is never defeat, only faith in My lesson

To be suffered and learned, as from former ways turned

They face all for the prize, and count it but blessing
Can you count all as rubbish that you thought you had gained?

Can you leave at the line all you thought still remained?

To cross over the line and see not with fear, but with glorious expectation

That my blows in patience borne will come together for your edification

On that day when you cast all your doubts to the wind

That I may start calling you faithful servant and friend

Sown in doubt, crossed over in assurance

Sown in what’s been lost and raised in steadfast endurance

Casting behind you all victories gained in the past

Molded in that not seen but that which shall last

Fallen in anger and lifted in sight

Undone by your weakness yet raised up in My might

Casting your perceptions behind you to find Me in your soul’s perfect connection
Crossing over sight’s line, to in My kingdom become a man of distinction”
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Those He calls “Friend”
O Jesus, My Savior and King

The Captain of my soul, new understanding to me bring

And with it a heart that is up to the calling, and feet that trod on through man’s and life’s mocking

For blessed are the feet of those who take Thy good news into the streets and out of the pews

To show y their love that their God is not dead

And reveal by their hearts they are joyously led

For the King of kings and the Lord of lords 

Was never meant to be through man’s witness made whore

No, the Alpha and Omega, the Beginning and the End

Still alone stands as King to those He calls “friend”
They are known by their love, and are marked by compassion

Setting their sights on the poor, “Christ in them, the hope of glory” their cause and their reason

Forsaking themselves and seeking the lost

With death their companion, holding fast to the Cross

Filled by His love and empowered with His might

Buffeting their lusts they’re renewed for the fight

With His compassions so new coming each and every morning

They forget what lies behind for the prize of His adorning

To step into the darkness and bring into it light

Is the sum of their hopes and focus of their sight

At the end of the day they stand to boldly proclaim

“I spent all and lay bloodied for the sake of Thy name”

Lead Thy servants now, Lord, not into temptation

But deliver them out for your church and their nation

Lead us out now, to do as called upon to do

For we shall truly and only live when those placed in our charge stand resolutely in You
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The Hands that Feed

While I must dine on the words of my Lord

And eat of the revelations He has prepared for me

Is this all to my growth, and is this my sum decree?

To ingest, to chew upon and memorize His command

Is that the fullest of tests, alone the measure of God’s mentoring of man?

Or is there another meal over which to ponder?

Is there more nourishment to capture our wonder?

Is there some learning ‘yond the halls of knowledge that men of His making must heed?

Is this feeding to be from one hand that fills all my need?

Or are my hands also to grasp fork and knife, to taste not just of word but also of life?

Are there not fruits on the vines that, for me, He has planted

Is there not meat on all life’s skewers that, for me, Christ has granted?

Is there not wonder and teaching of great lessons to know

In the rhymes, in the songs, in the mysteries He my way passes?

In both vic’tries sublime and in hopes that He dashes?

And is not a banquet there rich for the tasting

 Both in dancing and in stumbling, in the steps of my taking?

For is not in those steps that I trod

For right or for wrong, also the finger of God?

Drawing perseverance and character, thus sanctifying my soul

Drawing me ever closer through my eating to His goal?

And is it not practice of those words He provides

That sheep from goats and wheat from chaff He divides?

From the house built on sand and the one built on rock

From those destined to perdition and those beckoned to His eternal flock?

 Nay, if I desire the full course of Christ’s banquet this day

I must take and eat all, come what may

And not only dine on the word He so richly commands

But on the demanded practice of love delivered both by His and mine own hands
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Where is Your God?

Where now are You, O Lord?

My flesh taunts me for an answer, my soul is cast down within me

“Where now is your God?” the tempter tempts as my heart melts within me

As a wanderer in a parched and dry wasteland

Longing only for the sound of Your command

Remembering the glories of fellowship with my King, A reason sure, hearty praises to sing

But those remembrances now become reasons only for my tears

Separated from joyous past by sufferings evidence o’er the years

Only clouds now these longing eyes to see

Cruel reminders of this present tragedy

Deep calls unto deep at the sound of Your Spirit-wind

Blowing upon all those You call “friend”

But only waves and billows roll over me, as I hear only the taunts of mine enemy

“Where now is your God?” as with a breaking of my bones

Reminding me once again the terrors of feeling so alone

“Command Your graces to me” my spirit cries out in despair

“Command Your song to me, my brokenness to repair!”

A prayer to the God of my life, a plea to bring quickly end to this strife

A prayer to the God of mine and all creation, to once again be the source of all my elation

Hope in God, O my soul, for I shall yet arise to praise Him

Hope in God, and do not lightly raise Him

Though thorns and thistles, and the sweat of your brow

Seem the sum of your lot, ‘tis but a test for you now

To find if the endurance of saints is the brand upon your heart

For be this trial life’s journey, ‘tis but eternity’s start

That when the enemy asks, “Where now is your Lord?” 

Heart, soul, mind, and strength would awaken in one steadfast accord

And cry, “I shall bear the indignation of my God, until my cause He pleads

He will execute my justice, knowing fully all my needs”

Oh, do not rejoice over me though I fall, and at times in darkness plod

For when He brings me out into His light, and His righteousness I see

 Shame will be the clothing of all who cried out, “Where now is your God?”
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The Way of Escape

Oh God, You have promised to me the way of escape that I might be able to endure

The fiery darts that sullen men’s hearts, leaving them desperate for hope of a cure

But where is this light that this endless plight, this desert without oasis might end?

I grow feeble, my steps falter for lack of prophet, and lack of altar upon which my tears to shed

A better man might have strength to soldier on

And a wiser man greater vision to see

That Your hand is lain upon all the pain, but feebler than they far ‘tis me

Remorse overtakes as I feel all Your forsakes like many lashes across my back

I do not know how much farther I go before succumbing to life’s endless attacks
Do they come from Your testing, darknesses scheme’s or the follies of my flesh?

The line gets clouded and my vision fails me as they all together seem to meld and mesh
Are You there? Do You care, as fond memories of Your wondrous works in my life fade in rear view

Oh, where are Your streams in this desert

Those promised and sought something’s new?

For me it seems hopes are only given to be dashed

Cruel glimpses of Your hand offered only to be smashed

Hope only granted to be grasped and then taken

Taunting me, teasing me, fleeting glimpses of hope quickly forsaken

Oh, when will these trials bear the fruit of endurance

The veil torn and Heaven’s bow shine in blessed assurance?

And this cup of overtaking trial be removed from my hand

To be flown on Your winds to some far-distant land?

Where yokes are easy and burdens are light

Where dawn breaks anew and chases away my endless nights

Where I can rest at last to say, “It is finished” 

At last the way of escape, this cursed depression somewhat diminished

I look to the left, then to the right 

For my hero that saves and for my dashing white knight 

But in whom else shall I hope, for there is none else with the power

To raise me from the ashes of these darkest of hours

Save my Jesus, for whom I must count it all joy to crawl, claw, and scrape

Him alone my hope shall be until Your sun rises on the way of escape

Michael S. Wolff, © 2004

The Prophet’s Lot

Of old we are in the Scriptures told, of gifts imparted through God’s grace

To men to serve His bride the church, both to build and to abase

To edify those in Him gathered—from tongues, to administrations, to healings, to helps

Many are the gifts imparted, that all the joints of the body may be knit together

From seasoned disciple to the new walk just started 

But for me the lot cast is none of these, no, for me the road before is beset with doubts and with burnings

With such opposed desires, a path with dangers fraught

I speak of the gift more oft the curse, I speak of the Prophet’s lot

To see through His eyes such troubles, such faults in a bride I know He, too, loves so

To be constantly availed of her travails, yet yearning to encourage and support

To be hounded, yes rejected, by those who as shepherds should know—by Pastors, by Priests, and by change

To want so to fit in, to find peace with the sin, and to not be counted as zealous and strange

To find one I do not offend, just one with whom to blend, just one who would not find me contentious

Just one who would say at the dusk of our day, “I find nothing in this man pretentious”

This is the battle that tears at our souls, to grant comfort we cannot afford

For try as we may, those of my ilk, we cannot escape “Thus sayeth the Lord”

Like Jonah who ran from it, Elijah who bemoaned it,

The Baptist beheaded for it, and the Christ crucified for it, the end has always been the same

While sinners embraced them, the bride only derided, and cast curses upon their names

Watchmen on the walls hopelessly anointed, ceaselessly calling out warning and the judgments appointed

Oh, to quench for a moment the passion of His edicts, content in the deceptions we see

To join with the masses as the evil time passes in proclaiming, “It is well with me”

Nay, “Repent, for the kingdom is at hand,” this cursed chorus of my kindred and I

Brings the mocking, the rejection, and the anger of my lovers—the loneliness I wish here to decry

Woe is me, woe are we, the Prophets of such a zealous creed

Unyielding, unbending, though to compromise would be all our selfish greed

How I envy all evangels taking the good news to the world 

While my brothers and I bring only bad to the church

All the while I desperately seek for some common ground
But alas returning in protest to my precarious perch

How it always comes back to that for which I was begot

The lonesome voice, and the solitary life that is the Prophet’s lot

For me and my kind there can be no peace, for our mission is one of contention

To us the greater suffering would be to see the evil pass without a fight

The Serpent’s plans imposed without our dissention

So in sum this is our lot, though I wish it were not so

How we long to express only love for the bride, but to us the greater good is to see her grow

So we soldier on in the hope that our words will at long last bring Jesus’ laughter

Not to us, the messengers scorned, but to His Bride revealed hereafter
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The Wound

Oh, the exhausting search made and so much blame so readily laid

Upon the power of past wounds
So much power given to its rule over life and health

This power of past wounds
To deter us from directions before us, locked in bondage and in granite cast

This power of the wound, our prison cell as long as our counselors can make it last
To dig it up, look at it, and re-live its subtle rhymes

We dare not go forth in faith until we’ve lived it o’er a thousand times
It lives to deter us from saner pursuits, from future and hope, this monster of the past

So many souls trapped in ignoble roles

From this power so constantly re-cast
But I think this menacing captor, this foe we hold in such dread

Is not to be found in wounds lurking behind me

But rather a glorious one He will bear in my spirit that lies only ahead

To think my Savior, the spotless Lamb, spurned all comfort to take His wound instead

To think that He served me so well in life, but even better as He was made dead

So what for me is the wound I should seek, and the sword that I should take?

Is it to digress back to the past, to battle with mere earthly flesh?

Is it that one past or one before that frees, that I should feign forsake?

Oh, to press on to the wound that casts me down, the price paid of another’s joy

To be broken in the stead of my brother’s victory cry, in my Savior’s just employ

To forever press on to the upward call by heeding conviction’s just prod

To forever see heaven’s glories, in my trials wrought by God
For His lashes secured my salvation, yes, His wound secured my call

Should I not do the same for my brother as I look ahead

Or cling to past wounds that running to his aid would surely stall?
Yes, Jesus’ wound upon me is the one that above all else I’ll cast this day my choice

In service to my brother I must look to the future and pray

“Let the bones which Thou hast broken rejoice”
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The Same Today

Though my faithlessness shows I am loathe to believe it, His power is the same today

Though my endurance shows I am loathe to employ it, His strength is the same today

Though my sin shows I am loathe to receive it, His mercy is the same today

Though I have eyes I do not see, and though ears I do not hear

What this Spirit full of power has in waiting for those who will but draw near

But for my unbelief He would joy in giving me 

The heart of David, the humility of Moses, the wisdom of Solomon, the patience of Job,

The reverence of Levi, the strength of Peter, the perseverance of Paul, and the love of John

But for my flesh He would gladly manifest in me full measure
Love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control as His treasure
But for my short-sightedness He would delight in pouring out upon me

Diligence, moral excellence, knowledge, perseverance, godliness, and brotherly kindness as it is with He
But for my pride He would revel in making me poor in spirit

Sorrowful, gentle, hungered and thirsted for righteousness

Merciful, pure in heart, a peacemaker persecuted for the sake of holiness
Insulted, persecuted, evilly and falsely spoken of

Yet I would remain the salt of the earth, and in the face of persecution I would bring faith, hope and love
But for my lawlessness, but for my laziness, but for my stupidity standing as the fool

But for my selfishness, but for my worldliness, He in I would have full rule

Oh, He would give me all this and more, make me all this and more

Fill me with all this and more, anoint me with all this and more

Therefore, upon stopping to ponder if ‘tis His failing or my own

That I fall so grievously short of those great prophets, all martyrs known and unknown

I find He has not changed, nor His power to transform

To make new creatures of old, or to calm the perfect storm

No, to this question of what holds me and my brethren back from perfection in The Way 
I must say that the blame is all mine, for Christ Jesus is still the same today                             
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Forever on the Horizon

Another day to arise before, another morn’ to stand upon hope’s unending shores

Another dawn full of new day’s sun, of glorious quests awaiting repletely on the horizon

But the years have been full of morn’s such as these

Each day breaking full of promise

They come with the rising, but soon vanish with the breeze 
Are once a filled, but now empty Chalice

Like grasping water between fingers inept, restraining a prodigal refusing to be kept

I would give it all just to see one of those hopes on horizon’s break

Just one of Your paths, O Lord, find root and take
Is this selfishness then, or is it pride? Or is it all just too much to ask?

To want in this fight: called off the bench to engage and to be employed—to be tasked?

I see so many You’re using and so many who say “no” 

When called to the battle and summonsed forth to go

And though I say over and over, “Here am I, Lord, send me”

And I strive with all in me not to dishonor Your decrees

Like the coach whose back’s turned to the hopeful faces

Sitting ‘hind him on the sidelines anxiously watching his paces 

The final game of the season’s clock ticking mercilessly away

And they wanting nothing more than to hear their coach say,

“You there, yes you – your talents are needed

Your gifts are required lest the day be defeated”

To with fresh legs and blood pumping be called into the fight

Venting all warehoused passions to thrust and parry with all of frustration’s pent-up might

Oh, the moment I live for and the visage I covet

To enter the pit and then in victory to rise above it

Or even in defeat to perish bravely for kingdom and King

What release, what joy, what pure life either end would bring!

But to sit on the bench and watch all the others at play
Until in silence I watch it all fade once more away

To hear once again, “Tis not your time yet, my son”

Is to have heart’s desire kept just beyond my grasp

And dangled upon another far away horizon
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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

Michael S. Wolff, © 2004
May I See Eternity

Through all my sins and all of Satan’s temptations, through all of my fears and all lamentations

Through all the trials I must endure to be

Perfect, complete, lacking in nothing if I am to be among men free
Yes, through it all may it be said of me

“He saw through the day into eternity”

For the evil one seeks only to kill and destroy my vision of my heavenly home 

To supplant with worries of the day my sight of unearthly thrones

And with anxieties aplenty over that temporal and closely viewed

Keeps my eyes of faith from moment to moment arising renewed

Keeping me concerned about such a great many things

And from the important part, Jesus, just sitting at Your feet

To make me grumble, to complain, and to say

“I can take no more,” my faith in You to betray

To cloud what should be so abundantly clear

And to cast aside what is eternal for that which is merely here

Evil knows if it can obscure eternal life for a bowl of its Pottage today

It will steal my heritage though I later seek it with tears

My eternal home to bargain away for a paltry few years

If it can just abide fully in my face, to cloud my sight and obscure my view of grace

If I cannot see the forest for the trees, the honey for the swarming bees

The ocean for the crashing waves, anxiety’s victory will be sure

And will have found the fool it so craves

If it can but make me forget

To on the day’s elementary affairs of men my eyes set

If fear’s cry can cause me to from the plow look back

Shrinking from the battle, and succumbed to its attacks

But to set mind and heart above where my Lord Christ is seated

Should be the sum of my desire, more than ever I could have needed

And more than all hopes behind or preceded the spirit at peace, the flesh utterly defeated

Shaping the future of who I am to be

O God, let me see through the clouds of evil, anxiety, and fear that surely will come my way
To catch but a glimpse of eternity this day
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Love Must Hurt

Love is no passive companion with which timid men should flirt

For love, to be true to both self and patron, love must hurt

For the world is full of Prodigals that love cannot control

But love, though singed a thousand times over, cannot abandon the pursuit of their souls

And life is full of those who, for its advances, return only deceit

But love, keeping no score, never asks for its expenses a receipt

Love is patient, driving a mother to her knees o’er her son for sometimes fruitless lifetimes

Love is kind, in life’s unruly seas an ever dangling lifeline

Love is never rude or boastful, never bragging in its gains

For one never flaunts over its sacrifice nor is braggadocios over its pains

And love is not jealous, but rejoices in all good ends

Though she may have done all the sowing

Love will enlist all assistance gladly to see fruit borne in the lives of her friends

And love is not provoked, for how can one offend that which has nothing it owns?

For love is always ‘bout giving, thereby suffering well any of fortunes outrageous blows

When nothing can be taken there is nothing to offend

For love does not require re-payment, love only and ever lends

She takes all accounts of wrongs suffered and turns them into credit

Bears all things, believes all things, even when they’re accounted to her debit

And she perseveres and considers it joy to endure every trial

For love is perfect and complete, she walks the selfless mile

Because nothing it owns but everything gives, while love suffers others are brought to live

And to me this is the most fitting tale of love, the defining glance upon her face

That she keeps nothing for herself and is therefore the bestower of grace

She says, “I rejoice when you stand firm, even though it’s oft’ at my peril life’s lessons you have learned”

She says, “Cut me deeply that I bleed but my affections shall never sway

For I’ll come back to pursue you another day

I take nothing and I give all, ‘bout this there is nothing you can do

You can run from my advances but never stop my fondness for you”

For true love comes from the source that died to set love free

Secured in Christ’s blood cascading down Calv’ry’s tree

And that is why it cannot be deterred by rebuke or by sin, for love to be true is not ours to end or to begin

Love came to dance with betrayal, with suffering’s enduring passions to flirt

For this Jesus, her author and perfecter

Knew that true love could exist only at the price of her own hurt
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‘Tis not me

You ask me why I do anything good, anything at all that is worthy

A song of praise, a word of truth, a morsel of bread prepared for the needy

Is it me? What a jest, what a terrible and tragic deception

T’were it I who alone looked upon all your afflictions

You would feel only heartless rejection

In answer to your needs you would reach to empty hands

In answer to your cries, I would respond with all mine own demands

No, ‘tis not me who has see your distress or heard your cries for relief

‘Tis not me who has wept o’er your pain, or offered in to your grief

But by His Spirit ‘tis the One who attended to my wounds 

When I was dead in my trespass and sin

Who wrote my name full in His book of Life before ever my life did begin

Who left His throne to come to my aid, and by taking my pain saw my just sentence stayed

Who, by His Spirit now lives in me and bids me come to your side

Who will never let me forget my life of regret, and His love that now in me doth abide

It is His hands and not mine that now reach out to you

It is His love and not mine that’s the why of any good that I do

So if your burden is relieved or your hunger satisfied
If your eyes are lifted up and your suffering denied

Remember that cross and that upon it your true Lover, and not I myself died 

If you’ve been touched by goodness at all, or there be anything worthy you see

Remember well it is Jesus who loves you, and whose love commands me
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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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Disconnected

We say we will when we know we won’t, and say, “I do” and then we don’t

Puffed up in who we are and what we think we’ve become, thinking we are rich we beat our own drum

Having forgotten there’s nothing good dwells in us, abandoning Jesus to in ourselves trust

“I will do this, I will not do that” is our modern droning

Having lost sight that our righteousness is only through His merciful loaning

Of His life to us, and that totally undeserved

We pound our own chests, this treach’rous path to which we’ve swerved

“Make no vows, not by heaven nor by earth” cries our Savior

“Let your yes be yes, anything beyond this is of evil

For that way has failed and is fading away
I alone am the Covenant Maker so beware what you say

For I will hold you accountable for every careless word you utter

And bring one day to your remembrance every false word you mutter

When you approach my throne offer not the sacrifice of fools

Let your words be few, speaking no more of what you will do”

“We will praise You, Lord, forever and ever, and for ‘er we will lift up Your name”

‘Till the cock crows three times, and we are made aware of our shame

Why can’t we see every time with our promises we boastfully mention

Every time with our true state we show open contention
And foolishly hope in our power’s retention

We become hypocrites the end of which is our soul’s disconnection

For every time we tell God, “We do,” and then do not

Every time we tell Him, “We will” and then will not

We know in our spirits what liars we are, and in hypocrisy’s web are hopelessly caught

On that great day when all is made new and creation is resurrected

Will there be place for those whose who, appearing righteous, say, “Lord, Lord”

But in truth come disconnected?
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Sweet Irony

Sweet irony of ironies, this labyrinth of the God I serve

That He who brings me into fear, and treads upon my every nerve

Is also He who brings me out to stand on plains so broad

Who, with Hind’s feet, lets me mount the wall—to peer back upon uncertainty turned to vic’try

And there His plan applaud

He leads me into darkness, to battle, proud and secure

Just to strip me of all my signposts, shed of all I held dear 

Now naked, alone, and frightened my flesh cries out for relief

“Lord, take me back to Egypt!” my spirit clinging to faint belief

My soul betrays its fickle heart, darting to and fro

Between the adventure it so craves and the comfort it used to know

No counselors to uphold me and no harbor for my tears

As moments in darkness mount into days, then months, and then years

“For what vanity Thou hast created the sons of men—to eat, drink and be merry, and then tomorrow die

If this be all to life for me then this be my heart’s cry!”

But even from the depth’s darkest pit comes His hand so swift and sure

Reaching in to my prison cell at the very point of my despair

To lift me up, and fan faint embers into flames that burn anew

To say, “My son, I can only use this ash—the little left of you

The strength you thought, the lie you bought, this field of chaff you tilled

‘Twas not my vision but your dream, you wished in Me fulfilled

If you would but follow Me, and count yourself as dead

If you would but count all as loss, and don My yoke instead

If you would let the breaking run it’s course and trust in Me, come what may

You would see the throne awaiting, there at your suffering’s end

Not hearing then in parables, for I would call you friend”

And the great paradox of it all is He has left in my hands

To choose to bow to His sovereignty and to follow His commands

But strive though I may to follow Him this day

To cast aside every entanglement and run the race with fervent abandonment
Sweet irony of ironies I know that dark as the road has been, and severe as has been this drought

That only He who led me in will be He who leads me out   
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Return to Your Rest 

Return to your rest, O my soul, in the midst of your afflictions

Return to your rest from your heart’s woundedness within

Return to your rest even as your faith is sorely shaken

When you are weakened, your hopes dashed on the rocks of your sin

When you say, “All men are liars,” do you not serve only to fan judgment’s fires?
When you join the evil in cursing, is it not only your flesh you are nursing?
Rather my soul, cry out to God, “Lord, renew my strength

And again remind me what is the depth, breadth, and length

Of the love that came in spite of the darkness within me

That, while I was yet sinner, conspired so mercif’ly my soul to free!”

And when Satan arises, curses only to employ

May I see through His scheming to hope, love, and joy

Finding contentment, whatever my lot

Not looking to who I perceive I am, or am not

To singing Your praises in the tents of the forgotten

The least of these so oppressed and coldly down-trodden

For Your sake, O Lord, and for Your name alone

Deal kindly with me, and do for my transgressions ceaselessly atone

Through that yoke that upon me is easy and light

Granting such peace in me when thrown into the bowels of the fight

That I might endure every trial and acquit well every test

That You may say to my soul, “Now return to your rest”
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All Spent for Thee
All for Thy glory, Lord, let me be spent

All for Thy glory, Lord, may I refuse to relent

Though the world my look on in disdain and with ire

Let me ever be true to Thy heart’s beating desire

Though trial may test me and the winds of change be contrary

May I steer into the wind, sails unfurled, and not tarry

Though Satan breathe lies of fear and deception

Let me regard only Thy calling and fear only Thy rejection

And may I fear not to trod where others might faint

But spend all, and lay bruised to be called by Thee, “saint”

And though harsh tidings may come from alpha to end

With face set like flint, let me earn the mantle “Thy friend”

To press on, to endure, and though all be found mocking

Though my world lay in tatters and though my world may be rocking

Let me cast all aside as rubbish, and count all I have loss

That I may gain Christ and bring forward His Cross

For that is the goal, of first importance proclaimed

That those who are lost would be found reborn in His name

 O glorious day when My Savior says unto me, His joy fairly brimming

Well done faithful one, inherit thy reward prepared for you from time’s beginning

So to His glory and not mine let me never relent

To be poured out, lay exhausted, and on His field of battle found spent
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The Battle’s Warm Blood

My Lord of Hosts, am I to be 

Like David Your servant, come long before me?

Who wished with all his heart and soul 

To build the Temple that was not to be his role?

To fight Your battles, to shed opponents warm blood

In helping You part the seas of sin’s overwhelming flood?
To bring down mighty giants, making them slaves, 

Yet at days end to be found dwelling in caves?
To spend life’s days vanquishing heavenly demon and earthly foe

To venture forth in loincloth where armored warriors dare not go?
To know such blessing, and yet to constantly be

In fear of overthrow from without and within, from treachery’s grasp never free?
Forever fighting the battles, forever waging the wars

But never to dwell on victories hard gained, nor to rest on peaceful shores?
Is this my life, and is this my future?

To always be fighting, but never allowed to nurture

Thoughts of building You a temple at life’s glorious consummation

Rather for me days full of struggle always at the doorstep of such a marvelous summation?
Is there too much spilt blood on my hands, and too much warfare spread over too many lands? 

To build You a temple, to at last look upon my goal

Or is life to be ever scaling elusive fortune’s steep and craggy shoals?

Ever the fighter but never to build, ever to vanquish yet never to guild?
Always running but never to find rest

So close to the answers in this never-ending test?
Lord of Hosts, is it there for me, Your temple to build?

Or has there been by my hand too much blood spilled?
As David before me, let me seek You come what may 

To stand in the congregation of my brethren to say

“His lovingkindnesses are everlasting, Oh, His mercies are so good”

Even as my hands drip with the stains of the battle’s warm blood
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The Game

“Tis such a tired analogy, and yet all too true

That there are those content to live life watching those who strive to do

Those who love the game as long as its sufferings are not allowed to touch 

Who want life to never be too little, but fear far greater it ever becoming too much

Who pay money and root for those who will offer their all

The few who say “yes” to the trials and fortunes of glory’s fickle call
Who will cast their bodies and souls in front of onrushing uncertainty

Overcome foes on every side just to know what it is to truly be

Fulfilled, having know by day’s end 

What it is to give their utmost, win or lose, to in the game contend

And though they know torment and the cost of their quests
Though they recognize loss, coming forth injured oft’ times from their tests

Though they know what it is to have loved and then lost

They’ve come to understand ‘tis but part of the cost

Because they’ve also known what it is to overcome

And to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat

To dance upon the embers of their foe’s kingdoms laying vanquished

To shout, “Hallelujah!” as the Bastards retreat

They’ve heard through the battle the cries of their commander

Drawn a line in the sand and dared all comers their ring to enter

And at the end of the battle they’ve been able to say

“We fought with passion, gave our all, and lived fully this day”

And in that to find freedom from a foe far more the damning

That for the watchers the enemy has full in the planning

For to those who know neither the elations of victory, nor the agonies of defeat

There is only life lived posthumously through pontification over someone else’s courageous feats

There is never too much for them, never too little
Only those in the game to commend or belittle

But life, replete with joys that mount upon dizzying heights

And also replete with defeats that tear any hope from our sight

This they will never know as they sit paralyzed between 

The life they crave and the dangers they’ve seen

The comforts they know they will have to surely barter for the gladiator’s fame

To get out of their chairs and into the game

And so after fleeting few moments being by osmosis a part of the team

For a few delicious hours a part of the dream

Having felt life’s battles to which in youth they were lured

Through which, had they answered, they would have matured

Reality now returns as the final gun sounds the end of play

And they go home barely to live out another safe, yet unfulfilled day

When the fateful time comes to account what with their talents they have fielded

Under rocks without return, or a profit for the King been yielded

What excuse will redeem those who stand with empty hands


Having spent life on the sidelines, their passion rotting in the stands?

But the saints of God on that final day

Will come bleeding and broken, but with profit for their Master

With witnesses aplenty, who have seen in them deeds to follow forever thereafter

To hear, “Well done, good and faithful servants

For though some of you knew nothing but the fight, standing against all odds

Standing against evil and for right

Come inherit the Kingdom prepared aforehand for you

The ones I have been rooting for, so faithful and true

Though most of you never knew on earth glory or fame

You brought a profit to Me by setting feet of faith in the game”
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