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.
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