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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