BRIGHT STRANGER

    Strange was my Love to me. For when He came

    I did not know Him. And He seemed to me

    To be but an intruder on my peace.

    I did not see the gifts He brought, nor hear

    His soft appeal. I tried to shut Him out

    With locks and keys that merely fell away

    Before His coming. I could not escape

    The gentleness with which He looked at me.

    I asked Him in unwillingly, and turned

    Away from Him. But He held out His hand

    And asked me to remember Him. In me

    An ancient Name began to stir and break

    Across my mind in gold. The light embraced

    Me deep in silence till He spoke the Word,

    And then at last I recognized my Lord.
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