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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