“The Road that Leads Me Home”

(Sacred Pause of Pilgrimage and Promise)

Introduction

There is a road each soul must choose —
a road that shapes not only how we live,
but where we are going.

One path is wide —bright, easy, and full of noise.
The other is narrow —quiet, costly, and often lonely.
But only one leads home.



This poem is for those who have chosen the narrow road,
or who are longing for the strength to take that first step.
It is for the weary heart, the questioning soul,

and the pilgrim pressing on —

who dares to believe that the One who walks beside us

is worth every mile.

May these words remind you:

Heaven is real. The finish line is near.

And the Savior is waiting —not just at the end —
but with you now, every step of the way.

Don'’t give up.
Lift your eyes.
You're almost home.

“The Road That Leads Me Home”

I walk a road both rough and steep,
Where shadows stretch and silence speaks.
The easy road is loud and wide —

But peace is not where pleasures hide.

Its laughter fades, its charm grows thin;
I've felt the ache that dwells within.

So still I choose the narrower lane,
Where love is born through loss and pain.

The journey winds through weary days,
Yet mercy meets me on the way.

Each fall becomes a place of grace,
Each tear a prayer I dare to pray.

When doubt surrounds and strength runs low,
A steady hand won'’t let me go.

He walks beside me, kind and near,

His whisper louder than my fear.

He speaks of joy beyond the vell,

Of peace that will not faint or fail.

He points ahead —my heart beats strong —
The road is hard, but not for long.

And as I press toward skies ablaze,

I catch the gleam of coming days.

Where golden light breaks through the blue,
And all I hoped for proves true.

The gates of Heaven rise in view,
Where every longing will come true.
I see the saints, the shining shore —
And feel Him calling me for more.



So let the road be steep and long —
Each step is held within His song.
The finish line is drawing near...
The air is bright, the way is clear.

And when I see Him face to face,
With arms outstretched, a warm embrace,
The sorrow gone, the striving done —

I'll hear Him say, “Well done, well done.”

Reflections

The road that leads home is rarely easy —but it is always worth it. In a world filled with
detours and distractions, the narrow path can feel lonely at times. It often asks more than we
think we can give. It requires surrender, perseverance, and trust. But it also offers something
no other road can: the presence of Christ walking beside us, step by step.

This poem is a reminder that the journey of faith is not about perfection, but direction. It’s
about choosing the road that leads to life —even when it’s steep. Even when it’s quiet. Even
when others turn away. On this path, every tear has purpose. Every setback becomes a setup
for grace. And every mile brings us closer to the arms of the One who waits with joy.

If you're weary, take heart. If you're uncertain, take the next step. You are not walking alone.
Jesus does not only meet us at the finish line — He walks with us now, through every storm,
every valley, every climb. And one day soon, all of Heaven will rise to meet you. The road may

be hard... but it leads home.

Scripture to Carry With You

Matthew 7:13-14 — “Enter through the narrow gate. For wide ts the gate and broad w the road that

leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small w the gate and narrow the road that leads to life,
and only a few find it.”

2 Timothy 4:7-8 — “7 have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept the facth. Now
there ts tn store for me the crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will award to me on
that day...”

Hebrews 12:1-2 — “.../let us run with perseverance the race marked out for ws, fixing our eyes on Jesuds,
the pioneer and perfecter of faith...”

John 14:2-3 — “In my Fathery house are many roomd. .. I go to prepare a place for you... I will come
again and take you to Myvelf, that where I am, you may be also.”






