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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