When Death Takes Our Breath
When final breath escapes the trembling frame,
and night folds in its long, unwearied wings,
we do not fade into a voiceless hush,
nor yield to sorrow’s dark and heavy sting.

For earth that gathers up our resting bones
is gentle in the way it takes us in,
and stars lean close to whisper through the dusk
that we are more than dust or mortal skin.

Though storms may break the bodies we inhabit,
and grief may speak its harsh and bitter word,
the spirit stands unbroken through it all,
a truth too deep to falter when it’s heard.

For even in the deepest dusk of fear,
where shadows press like burdens on the chest,
a stubborn flame keeps burning in the dark,
a light no night can smother or arrest.

I’ve heard it in the winter’s restless wind,
in trees that bow yet never break away—
the voices of the ones who walked with me,
whose footsteps shaped the man I am today.

Their whispers soften, fading into air,
yet never slip to silence or to void;
they drift into the vastness of the deep,
and settle in the heavens undestroyed.

And when my time draws near its final hour,
when breath grows thin and sight begins to dim,
I’ll join them in the boundless hush beyond,
where death no longer holds its phantom whim.

For death may claim the body for a time,
but cannot cage the soul it seeks to bind;
we rise again in wind and silver rain,
in starlight that outlives the passing mind.

And though the world keeps turning without pause,
and names grow faint like carvings worn by years,
the truth endures, unshaken by decay—
that death holds no dominion over tears.

For all who fall shall rise in spirit free,
released from every sorrow, weight, or chain;
they find their rest in earth and open sky,
in starlit seas beyond the reach of pain.

And when the shadows gather close at last,
and fear would sway the courage in my chest,
I lean upon the promise once declared
by Him who walked the path of death and rest.
