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Allen Pruitt

“The days are surely coming,
says the Lord.”

The days are surely coming.

Oh Lord.
Sounds like what my momma used to say

to my brother and me,
when we had stirred up enough trouble

that she was done dealing with us.

“You wait till your daddy gets home.”
He’ll deal with you then.

The day is surely coming.

It sounds like trouble.
“The days are surely coming,

says the Lord.”
It sounds like the worst sort of trouble:

that day is gonna come,
just as sure as the turning of the earth.

That day of vengeance;
that day of reckoning;
that day we’ve all be fearing and hoping against.

It sounds like we’re in for it.
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And I guess maybe we are.

“The days are surely coming,
says the Lord,

when I will make a new covenant
with the house of Israel and the house of Judah.

It won’t be written on stone;
it won’t be something they can break with their hands:
they won’t be able to break my heart.

But this is what I will do:
I will put my law within them,
I will write it on their hearts.”

If something is written on your heart,
you can’t read it,

it’s too close.

You can’t read it,
but you don’t even have to.

It’s so close,
it’s just part of who you are.

Whatever God is doing,
it’s like the air you breath;
it’s like cool water on a hot day;
it’s like the rest you take

when you are worn out from living.

The days are surely coming.
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The days are surely coming
when we will hear these words,

written on our hearts,

“I will be your God,
and you shall be my people.”

That is what God is doing.
That’s the promise,

the only promise we need.

Not 1000 laws
or endless books on religious practice.

We are not moving toward piety,
solemnly bowing our heads.

God is moving toward us,
wielding a sword

sharp enough to divide soul from spirit.

God is moving toward us,
writing in our hearts

what we have hoped to hear all along,

“I will be your God;
you will be my people.”

The days are surely coming.
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It’ll come to pass
that we will stop living fearfully;

we will know that there is enough.

The day will dawn
when we’ll stop worrying what we don’t have

and we’ll be thankful for what we do.

Sooner,
but probably later,

we’ll know, like Job,
not all the answers
to all the questions

that never mattered much anyhow,
but just that one thing

that matters most:
God is with us,
and we won’t ever be left alone.

The days are surely coming.

You get wind of it,
every now and again.

It grabs you when you least expect it.
A hint of that truth

about God getting real close,
about death being no match for life.
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You get reminded of it
when you see that Rose of Sharon with little green leaves,

when you thought that winter had killed it off.

When first respect
and then love

start to creep back in
between you and yours.

When hopelessness and resignation,
for no good reason

turn toward peace and waiting.

When you start being patient with yourself
and remember

that you’re never going to get it all figured out.

However it happens,
there’ll come a day

when you know that God is close by you
and that he wasn’t ever all that far away.

The days are surely coming.
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In between times,
while we’re still impatient and unkind;
before you get converted the next time around;
while we wait on God,

stamping our feet
and pitching a fit,

try to look and see,
wonder aloud to your heart

at what might be written there,

a message
too unlikely to believe,

and it says something like this:
“I will be your God;

and you will be my people.”

The days are surely coming.


