The Hands that Feed
While I must dine on the words of my Lord

And eat of the revelations He has prepared for me

Is this all to my growth, and is this my sum decree?

To ingest, to chew upon and memorize His command

Is that the fullest of tests, alone the measure of God’s mentoring of man?

Or is there another meal over which to ponder?

Is there more nourishment to capture our wonder?

Is there some learning ‘yond the halls of knowledge that men of His making must heed?

Is this feeding to be from one hand that fills all my need?
Or are my hands also to grasp fork and knife, to taste not just of word but also of life?

Are there not fruits on the vines that, for me, He has planted

Is there not meat on all life’s skewers that, for me, Christ has granted?

Is there not wonder and teaching of great lessons to know

In the rhymes, in the songs, in the mysteries He my way passes?

In both vic’tries sublime and in hopes that He dashes?
And is not a banquet there rich for the tasting

 Both in dancing and in stumbling, in the steps of my taking?

For is not in those steps that I trod

For right or for wrong, also the finger of God?
Drawing perseverance and character, thus sanctifying my soul

Drawing me ever closer through my eating to His goal?
And is it not practice of those words He provides

That sheep from goats and wheat from chaff He divides?

From the house built on sand and the one built on rock

From those destined to perdition and those beckoned to His eternal flock?

 Nay, if I desire the full course of Christ’s banquet this day

I must take and eat all, come what may

And not only dine on the word He so richly commands

But on the demanded practice of love delivered both by His and mine own hands
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