Transit of Wonder
by Shawn Jacobson

While reading Zenna’s people stories
I heard the God of light-year strides
condescend to speak in some divine tongue
reaching into my innermost being
where runs the code that steers my soul
touching all with joy and radiant wonder.
Then my soul mounted like an eagle,
in commune with the one who forged the stars.
Soaring with the presence I strove higher
finding the light in shining love.  My spirit vaulted
to greater heights still.  And for a while…

But now with soaring done and spirit fled
I stand alone deserted by the one.
Trudging I hold joy’s jagged shards
and in darkness I searching for the path,
that leads back to light, to joy,
and brilliant wonder lost.
Why should I seek strange gods,
this alien El Shaddai,
when safer normal gods are neigh?
And do I find life’s author in this weird quest,
or merely comely imposters with winsome lies?
I walk with hope my only beacon.

Troubled as I am
I strive just to be human
and struggle with that.

