Who Be My Oppressor?

This darkness has lasted for so long, this tomb of vanquished hopes
This cruel litany of perceived ends to it all teetering precariously, and dangling on the thinnest of ropes

The lines get blurred as possibilities are stirred, and then aborted before their birth

As to who is my oppressor, who has brought about this foul dearth

Of endless clouds to block the sun, endless trials ever enduring once begun

Moving in with my arrival and just as quickly departing when I am gone

Is it You, my Lord, Who sees need for further breaking

Or is it my enemy so intent on stealing and my every dream taking?

If ‘tis You, My God, I must bow and endure

But if be my enemy I must stiffen to stand strong and in faith sure

But if I stiffen and stand when I should be submissive

If I resist Your rebuke when I should be permissive

Or bow to the one that should be mercilessly fought

Thinking the blow be from Your hand when indeed it is not

Either wrong, in my soul, would mean catastrophes wrought
Oh misery of my soul, truth spurned or lie bought!

And of one thing I am assured

It is not always one net into which we are lured

It is sometimes You, it is sometimes the deceiver

But to know which is ever tasking the faith of the believer

If only I could place so easily blame or praise

And identify whether to sheath or unsheathe my sword and to raise

If only I knew who was my oppressor I would know just what to do

I would know when to bow and I would know when to fight 
When to defend ‘gainst the lie, or defer all to Your right

To strip me of everything and put me to grieving

For I brought nothing to earth, and with empty hands will I it be leaving

To know when upon shifting sands that I stood

To not bear the lash of they who call good evil, and evil good

Wisdom to fight or withdraw is in knowing one’s aggressor

So I pray, O Lord, reveal moment by moment who be my oppressor
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