The Prophet’s Lot

Of old we are in the Scriptures told, of gifts imparted through God’s grace

To men to serve His bride the church, both to build and to abase

To edify those in Him gathered—from tongues, to administrations, to healings, to helps

Many are the gifts imparted, that all the joints of the body may be knit together

From seasoned disciple to the new walk just started 

But for me the lot cast is none of these, no, for me the road before is beset with doubts and with burnings

With such opposed desires, a path with dangers fraught

I speak of the gift more oft the curse, I speak of the Prophet’s lot

To see through His eyes such troubles, such faults in a bride I know He, too, loves so

To be constantly availed of her travails, yet yearning to encourage and support

To be hounded, yes rejected, by those who as shepherds should know—by Pastors, by Priests, and by change

To want so to fit in, to find peace with the sin, and to not be counted as zealous and strange

To find one I do not offend, just one with whom to blend, just one who would not find me contentious

Just one who would say at the dusk of our day, “I find nothing in this man pretentious”

This is the battle that tears at our souls, to grant comfort we cannot afford

For try as we may, those of my ilk, we cannot escape “Thus sayeth the Lord”

Like Jonah who ran from it, Elijah who bemoaned it,

The Baptist beheaded for it, and the Christ crucified for it, the end has always been the same

While sinners embraced them, the bride only derided, and cast curses upon their names

Watchmen on the walls hopelessly anointed, ceaselessly calling out warning and the judgments appointed

Oh, to quench for a moment the passion of His edicts, content in the deceptions we see

To join with the masses as the evil time passes in proclaiming, “It is well with me”

Nay, “Repent, for the kingdom is at hand,” this cursed chorus of my kindred and I

Brings the mocking, the rejection, and the anger of my lovers—the loneliness I wish here to decry

Woe is me, woe are we, the Prophets of such a zealous creed

Unyielding, unbending, though to compromise would be all our selfish greed

How I envy all evangels taking the good news to the world 

While my brothers and I bring only bad to the church

All the while I desperately seek for some common ground
But alas returning in protest to my precarious perch

How it always comes back to that for which I was begot

The lonesome voice, and the solitary life that is the Prophet’s lot

For me and my kind there can be no peace, for our mission is one of contention

To us the greater suffering would be to see the evil pass without a fight

The Serpent’s plans imposed without our dissention

So in sum this is our lot, though I wish it were not so

How we long to express only love for the bride, but to us the greater good is to see her grow

So we soldier on in the hope that our words will at long last bring Jesus’ laughter

Not to us, the messengers scorned, but to His Bride revealed hereafter
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