
“Out of the Ashes”
Introduction

Suffering rarely gives notice. It arrives like a storm—quiet or violent—and leaves behind a 
landscape you hardly recognize. Grief, loss, betrayal, illness, the collapse of something you 
held dear… each can reduce life to ashes.

This poem was born in that sacred aftermath.
It speaks to the heart that has lost its way, the soul too tired to try again, the hands that once 
held hope but now feel empty.



And yet—beneath the ruin—God is not absent.
He kneels beside us in the ashes. He does not rush the healing, but stays through the silence, 
through the tears, through the long and aching nights.

And then—something shifts.

A flicker of light. A whisper of grace.
And a holy invitation:
“Rise. Not as you were, but as you are becoming.”

Out of the Ashes is not a story of survival—it is a song of freedom.
It’s about the God who trades mourning for joy, despair for praise, and ashes for something 
breathtakingly beautiful.

This is not the end.
This is the beginning—of laughter, of light, of walking unchained toward a life no longer 
bound by sorrow.
Not untouched by pain,
but transformed by love.

“Out of the Ashes”
   (A Poem of Sorrow Redeemed and Joy Reborn)

I did not know a heart could break
so fast, so deep, so much at stake.
One moment full—the next, undone—
the light went out, the song was gone.

The loss I felt was more than death—
it stole my joy, it took my breath.
A hollow grief, a curtain drawn,
I fought to breathe and carry on.

I wandered through the ash and stone,
a soul unsure, a heart alone.
The life I’d known, now just a shell—
the hollow echo of farewell.

I cried, but not for answers then—
I only longed to live again.
And in the stillness, dim with night,
a whisper stirred, a thread of light:



“Come, child. Rise. I’m here. I see.
Your tears have not been lost to Me.”
No easy cure, no sudden flame—
just quiet love that knew my name.

The ashes smoldered, faint but bright—
and through the dark, I found the Light.
It led me gently, step by step,
through every wound I hadn’t wept.

Then slowly, something broke apart—
not me, but chains around my heart.

A breath of grace, a holy flame—
the fire that heals, not burns with shame.

And I stood up—not as before—
but freer now, and so much more.
I felt the weight begin to fall—
the past behind, and joy in all.

He took the ashes, every one—
and birthed a dawn, a rising sun.
With every tear, He sowed delight—
and dressed my soul in garments white.

No longer stuck in what had been,
but dancing in His love again.
Not unscarred, but filled with peace—
a prisoner finally released.

So now I walk, my head held high,
beneath a mercy-painted sky.
Each step a song, each breath a flame—
for I am free, and not the same.

Out of the ashes, I now rise—
with joy reborn and lifted eyes.
Not just surviving—but alive.
By grace I stand. By love, I thrive.
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Reflections

There are seasons when everything we knew crumbles, and we are left sifting through the 
ashes of what once was. In those moments, it can feel like the end—like life has stopped, and 
hope is too far to reach.

But with God, the ashes are not the end. They are the beginning of something new.

He does not demand we hurry through the pain. He sits with us in it, weeps with us, and 
holds us as we slowly gather the strength to rise. And when we do—when we take that first 
trembling step—He walks beside us, transforming sorrow into strength, and pain into 
purpose.

This journey is not about forgetting the past, but about being remade through it.
And when we rise, it is not as we once were,
but as someone held, healed, and made whole by the grace of God.

If you’re still sitting in the ashes—breathe. You’re not alone.
If you’re beginning to rise—know that heaven is cheering you on.
If you’ve found your footing—let your story be a light for others still in the dark.

Because out of the ashes, God brings life. And love. And joy.

Scripture to Carry With You

“…to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of joy instead of mourning, and a garment 
of praise instead of a spirit of despair…”
– Isaiah 61:3

“You turned my wailing into dancing; you removed my sackcloth and clothed me with joy.”
– Psalm 30:11

“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.”
– Psalm 34:18


