
“A Reunion in the Light”
(A Sacred Pause of Glory Fulfilled)

Introduction 

There are moments in life that feel like shadows—heavy, lingering, unresolved. And then, by 
grace, we’re given a glimpse of something more: not the end of the road, but the beginning of 
home. Not just reunion with a loved one, but redemption of every tear shed along the way.

This poem and painting were born from that glimpse.
A vision not of loss, but fulfillment.
Not of striving, but of rest.



Not only of Heaven’s promise, but of the Savior’s embrace.Here, the faithful steps of one 
pilgrim finally find their destination—not in a mansion of gold, but in the eyes of the One who 
has walked beside him every mile.
Here, love is not lost—it is redeemed.
Here, longing turns to joy.
And the welcome home is more beautiful than words can tell.

This is not the end of the story.
This is the light we’re walking toward.
And the One who waits within it.

“A Reunion in the Light”

I felt the thinning of the veil—
A whisper, soft and low—
A pull not filled with fear or doubt,
But light that bade me go.

Not haste, but holy gravity
Drew gently on my soul—
As if the dawn had found my name
Upon its sacred scroll.

The world grew quiet all around,
As time began to bend—
And love, long buried deep in hope,
Came rushing ‘round the bend.

The path grew warm beneath my feet,
Though earth began to fade—
And just ahead, a garden bloomed
That no decay could shade.

I heard a laugh I knew by heart—
A voice like morning sun.
A song I used to hum alone,
Now joined by everyone.

The air was filled with unseen wings,
The sound of welcome near—
No trumpet blast, yet every note
Was music to the ear.

Then arms I knew but had not seen
Reached through the veil of light—
Not wrapped in robes of judgment cold,
But garments pure and white.

He spoke my name—not one I’d known,
But one He kept for me alone.
A name inscribed beyond the skies,
Revealed at last through tear-wet eyes.



“My child,” He said, “your race is run,
The final hill now climbed.
But this is not the story’s end—
It’s where new life begins to shine.”

He smiled. I wept. I could not stand—
But still, He lifted me.
And in His eyes, I saw the roads
He walked so faithfully.

Each lonely night. Each whispered prayer.
Each wound I thought unknown—
He’d been beside me all along—
I’d never walked alone.

Then suddenly—my name again,
But softer, full of grace—
I turned and saw her running there,
Her arms, her shining face.

No tear. No pain. No shadowed veil.
No ending to the song—
Just every promise ever made
Come true where we belong.

We danced where sorrow could not reach.
We sang where joy won’t cease.
We found in Him, and in each other,
The fullness of our peace.

And there beneath the tree of life,
He led us to the throne—
Where love had written every line
That led our hearts back home.

So let me live with eyes ablaze
And feet that do not roam—
For Heaven is not far away…
It’s the Hand that leads me home.

Reflections

There are moments when Heaven feels close.
When sorrow softens. When longing finds its echo.
When we remember that this life—every pain, every joy, every goodbye—is not the end of the 
story.



A Reunion in the Light reminds us that eternity is not something vague or far away. It is 
personal. Specific. Beautiful. It is Jesus—calling us by name, restoring what was broken, 
reuniting what was lost, and fulfilling every promise in love.

This poem is for the one still walking through grief. Still longing. Still trusting.
It’s a holy glimpse of what awaits: not just reunion with a loved one, but the embrace of the 
Savior who has carried us all the way home.

So lift your eyes.
You are closer than you think.
And the light you see on the horizon?
He’s standing in it—smiling, calling, waiting for you.

Scripture to Carry With You

“He will wipe every tear from their eyes. There will be no more death or mourning or crying or pain, for the 
old order of things has passed away.”
—Revelation 21:4

“Well done, good and faithful servant… Enter into the joy of your Lord.”
—Matthew 25:23

“And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also may be 
where I am.”
—John 14:3


