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I used to know the wilderness only as pain;
A land without food, a land without water.

But you rained down manna 
And even water flows in your desert.  

I used to think the wilderness was total isolation— 
But the Israelites had each other, 
And you had the stars in the sky. 

So then I thought the wilderness must be time wasted— 
Forty years of circles. 
Forty years of wondering. 
But then I realized, each step is a step, 
And maybe there’s growth in that. 

So then I concluded that the wilderness must be lonely spaces— 
The woman and her well, 
The blind man and his gate, 
Martha and her kitchen,
Peter and his fire.  
But then you showed up in each of those places, 
To each of those faces. 

So now I wonder—  
What if the wilderness is the birthplace of creation? 
What if the wilderness is where call begins? 
What if the wilderness is where joy is birthed? 
What if, between the dirt and the sky
And that wide orange horizon, 
The wilderness is where we find you?
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