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There's a woman standing on the corner where the traffic is loudest.

She's not selling anything. She's not begging. She's shouting; and she won't stop, no matter how
many people walk past her like she isn't there. This is how Proverbs pictures Wisdom: not tucked
away in a library, not waiting behind a lectern for someone to come find her. She's out in the
noise. At the intersections. By the city gates where the crowds push through. She raises her voice
in the very places designed to drown her out.

That's the first thing worth sitting with. We tend to imagine wisdom as something quiet; a still,
small whisper you have to get away from the world to hear. But this passage says something
almost the opposite. Wisdom is loud. She's public. She's not hiding from anyone, and she's not
hard to find. If people are missing her, it isn't because she's silent. It's because they've gotten good
at tuning her out.

Think about the last time you walked past something you already knew you should stop for.
Maybe it was a conversation you kept avoiding. Maybe it was a decision you'd already made in
your gut but hadn't admitted out loud. Wisdom rarely surprises us with brand-new information.
Most of the time, she's just saying (louder and louder) what we already half-know and don't
want to face. That's what makes her voice so easy to walk past. It's not unfamiliar. It's
inconvenient.

So she asks a question that cuts right through the noise: How long will you love being simple?
Not "how long will you be simple," how long will you love it. That's a different question entirely.
Simplicity, in this old sense, isn't stupidity. It's a kind of willful shallowness; the choice to stay
unbothered, uninformed, uninvolved, because depth costs something and shallow water is easier
to stand in. And the passage says people don't just fall into that state by accident. They come to
love it. It gets comfortable. It starts to feel like home.

There's a matching question aimed at the scoffers: how long will you delight in scoffing? Scoffing
is different from simplicity. It's not passive; it's active resistance dressed up as cleverness. The
scoffer has heard wisdom's voice plenty of times. He's just decided the smartest move is to have
an answer for everything before it even lands. Cynicism can feel like strength. It isn't. It's armor
built so early and so thick that nothing gets through anymore; not even the things that could save
you.

And then comes the turn, and it's a tender one: If you turn at my reproof, | will pour out my
spirit to you. This is not a locked door. Wisdom isn't standing on that corner to shame the
people walking by; she's there because she wants them to stop. The invitation is still open.
There's no requirement to have it all figured out first, no demand for a clean track record. Just:
turn. That's it. Turn toward the voice instead of away from it, and something is poured out, not
measured out; poured, like there's more than enough. This is what makes wisdom different from
mere information. Information you acquire. Wisdom is given, generously, to anyone willing to
change direction.

But the passage doesn't stop on that gentle note, and it shouldn't. It moves into something harder
to read: a picture of what happens when the voice keeps getting ignored. | called and you



refused. | stretched out my hand and no one paid attention. There's real ache in those lines. Not
the ache of a rule being broken, but the ache of being repeatedly overlooked by someone you
love. And then the warning sharpens further: a day comes when calamity arrives, and the very
voice that used to plead now can only watch.

That should unsettle us a little, and it's supposed to. Not because Wisdom takes pleasure in
anyone's downfall (that's not the heart of it) but because the passage is honest about
consequence. Ignored warnings don't stay ignored forever without cost. A person who spends
years walking past the same voice, refusing every invitation to turn, eventually reaches a point
where turning gets harder, not easier. The street corner doesn't move. But the crowd that could
have stopped there keeps getting smaller, and you find yourself in the swift current of the
rebellious mob.

Here's what | keep coming back to, though: the whole scene starts with a woman refusing to give
up on people who keep walking past her. She could pick a quieter spot. She could speak once
and let it go. Instead, she goes to the noisiest places, the busiest gates, the corners where she's
most likely to be ignored; and she keeps showing up anyway. That's not the behavior of
someone indifferent to us. That's the behavior of someone who loves us enough to keep
interrupting our routines.

So maybe the real question this passage leaves us with isn't about Wisdom at all. It's about us;
about which sounds we've trained ourselves to filter out because they cost us something to hear.
Somewhere in the noise of your own week, there's probably a voice you already recognize.
Maybe it's been saying the same thing for a while now. Maybe you've gotten good at walking
past it, telling yourself you'll deal with it later, that it's not that urgent, that you know your own
life better than some voice on a corner.

But she's still standing there. Still shouting into the traffic. Still willing to pour out more than
you'd expect, the moment you're willing to turn and listen. The door hasn't shut. The only
question is whether you'll finally stop walking past it.



