Redeemed Beneath the Clay

When the last breath leaves the body
and the long night folds its wings,
we do not vanish into silence
nor the dark that sorrow brings.

For the earth that takes our resting bones
is gentle in its way,
and the stars lean close to whisper
that we’re more than mortal clay.

Though storms may break our fragile forms
and grief may have its say,
the spirit holds unbroken 
when all else falls away.

For even in the deepest dusk,
where shadows press and weigh,
a stubborn light keeps burning
that no darkness can betray.

I’ve heard it in the winter wind,
in trees that bend and sway 
the voices of the fallen ones
who walked beside me in their day.

Their silent whisper begin to fade,
yet never truly die.
they drift into the endless sea
and settle in the sky.

And when my time is drawing near,
when I, too, slip from  breath,
I’ll join them in the boundless hush
beyond the reach of death.
For death may claim the body,
but the soul can’t contain.
we rise again in wind and wave,
in starlight after rain.

And though the world keeps turning,
and names are worn away,
the truth remains unshaken —
death holds no final sway.

For all who fall shall rise once more,
in spirit, wild and free,
and find their rest in earth and sky,
in starlight and in sea.

And when the shadows gather close
and fear begins to sway,
I lean upon the promise made
by Him who walked the way.

For Christ has trod the darkest path
where mortal footsteps stray,
and by His wounds, He opened wide
the gates no death can stay.

He bore the weight we could not lift,
the debt we could not pay.
He broke the chains of dust and bone
and rolled the stone away.

So even when the night is deep
and all seems lost to gray,
His love stands like a lantern bright
to guide the soul astray.

And when at last my march is done,
my strength and breath give way,
I’ll trust the grace that carried me
through every weary day.

For Christ has paved the road ahead,
and in His arms, I’ll lay 
a soldier home, at peace at last,
redeemed beneath the clay.

