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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