The Way of Escape

Oh God, You have promised to me the way of escape that I might be able to endure

The fiery darts that sullen men’s hearts, leaving them desperate for hope of a cure

But where is this light that this endless plight, this desert without oasis might end?

I grow feeble, my steps falter for lack of prophet, and lack of altar upon which my tears to shed

A better man might have strength to soldier on

And a wiser man greater vision to see

That Your hand is lain upon all the pain, but feebler than they far ‘tis me

Remorse overtakes as I feel all Your forsakes like many lashes across my back

I do not know how much farther I go before succumbing to life’s endless attacks
Do they come from Your testing, darknesses scheme’s or the follies of my flesh?

The line gets clouded and my vision fails me as they all together seem to meld and mesh
Are You there? Do You care, as fond memories of Your wondrous works in my life fade in rear view

Oh, where are Your streams in this desert

Those promised and sought something’s new?

For me it seems hopes are only given to be dashed

Cruel glimpses of Your hand offered only to be smashed

Hope only granted to be grasped and then taken

Taunting me, teasing me, fleeting glimpses of hope quickly forsaken

Oh, when will these trials bear the fruit of endurance

The veil torn and Heaven’s bow shine in blessed assurance?

And this cup of overtaking trial be removed from my hand

To be flown on Your winds to some far-distant land?

Where yokes are easy and burdens are light

Where dawn breaks anew and chases away my endless nights

Where I can rest at last to say, “It is finished” 

At last the way of escape, this cursed depression somewhat diminished

I look to the left, then to the right 

For my hero that saves and for my dashing white knight 

But in whom else shall I hope, for there is none else with the power

To raise me from the ashes of these darkest of hours

Save my Jesus, for whom I must count it all joy to crawl, claw, and scrape

Him alone my hope shall be until Your sun rises on the way of escape
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