Wait

Of all the trials, of all the tortures, of all the fiery darts

Of all spells cast, and of all cannon’s blast into my heart of hearts

Of all the tests He could create, the greatest lain before me, is to hear Him say to me, “Wait”

Oh, the mountains I would climb, the dragons I would slay

The oceans I would swim for King and for glory

The pages I would pen, the story I would write, would only begin to tell the story

To be the hero who rescues the beauty, to fend off false prophet or gathering horde

To in victory stand, on sea or dry land, but my Master says, simply, “Wait”

Oh the plans I could bring, the songs I could sing, for kingdom and bride and child

The message to scribe, the wrongs to be righted, the correction of the evil and short-sighted

Like a Stallion corralled, like a Leviathan caged, and like a runner left standing at the gate

I lay frozen in time, prisoner to this damnable rhyme, as my Master says, once again, “Wait”

Agony of agonies, curse upon curse

I would bear them all gladly, cast them all aside rudely, just for direction to pursue

Oh, the energy I could bring to that sought and special thing

To any goal that He set for me, how sublime!

But to hear once again those words I disdain, to hear Him say again, “’Tis not your time”

How His silence afflicts me beyond measure

How His guidance would be all my treasure

But it’s not His way to test men’s faith at the point of their strength or their power

Rather ‘tis His way to try men’s hearts at the point of their darkest hour

And for me, the most hated enemy of my faith at the ready, is to stand at the gate

Clad in armor with the battle uncertain, full of faith, hope, and peace 

When my Master again says to me, “Wait”

Michael S. Wolff, © 2004

