The Line of Distinction

Lord, help me never to forget in the midst of seeming regret, that there is a line of distinction

A line that separates pretenders from vicars 

And the truthful from those found to be liars—yes, there is a line of distinction

On one side displayed all of my grumblings and fears
On the other all my hopes seemingly so bright and so clear
On one all that perceived lost, to the other they are but part of the cost

Anxiety says “’Tis gone, this plan in which I cast my fate

I have missed the ship’s sailing and for me it’s too late”

My soul looks on in panic and in trembling

At this marvelous chance that for me seems only and ever ending

Depression, lethargy, and malaise come full force to taunt and to ridicule, and to mock my Source

Of faith, hope, and love, My Perfecter divine 
Who stands unshaken on the far distant side of life’s lines
To say, “Ne’er look at those paths that you followed in pride, nor the ends thereof that depress you

But turn your gaze to the path that is left, the narrow one for My faithful few

On My side where those I call friend reside there is never defeat, only faith in My lesson

To be suffered and learned, as from former ways turned
They face all for the prize, and count it but blessing
Can you count all as rubbish that you thought you had gained?

Can you leave at the line all you thought still remained?

To cross over the line and see not with fear, but with glorious expectation
That my blows in patience borne will come together for your edification
On that day when you cast all your doubts to the wind

That I may start calling you faithful servant and friend

Sown in doubt, crossed over in assurance

Sown in what’s been lost and raised in steadfast endurance

Casting behind you all victories gained in the past

Molded in that not seen but that which shall last

Fallen in anger and lifted in sight

Undone by your weakness yet raised up in My might

Casting your perceptions behind you to find Me in your soul’s perfect connection
Crossing over sight’s line, to in My kingdom become a man of distinction”
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