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In the midst of the darkness of the night, there appeared a light that filtered through the trees 

and down a pathway in order to make itself known to a wandering young woman. Her steps slowed to a 

pace that allowed her deep, blue eyes to focus on this light ahead as her mind filed through its possible 

sources. 

The intensity of the light seemed to fade and strengthen as she walked on, but it never fully dis-

appeared. When the light became dim, the path on which she was traveling was not as easy to follow. 

Once in awhile she lost sight of the light and the path completely only to realize the importance of 

keeping focused on her guide. Often, when she had lost track of her destination, she would encounter 

obstacles such as deep holes in the ground beneath her feet that she would stumble over, and large 

limbs she had to climb in order to move on. She would also experience fear soon after she lost touch 

with the light. It was then, through her helpless tears, that she began to pray for guidance and not long 

after, the light would once again appear before her eyes. She knew that the source of this light was the 

Lord. 

Through it all she had faith that she would make it to the end. There were times when it seemed 

as if the end would never come but during these times she prayed to the Lord and through His unfailing 

guidance she received the strength and trust she needed to continue her journey. Even when the 

darkness around her seemed to be closing in and clutching onto her, she would lean on the Lord and 

depend on His light to carry her away from the cold grasp of the darkness. 

At last she was approaching the final steps of her journey. The road was long and had brought 

about quite a few changes; during the course of this journey she had lost her youth and approached the 

hardships of growing old. It had been an experience she would always hold within the deepest corners 

of her soul, for it had brought her closer to the Lord and His love for her had become so real. 

As her last step was taken, the light grew so strong that the woman fell weakly to the ground 

and shielded her eyes with her wrinkled hand. Her eyelids dropped and her breath was gradually taken 

away, but at the same time an old life was fading a new life was forming from the soul and through the 

work of the Lord. The weakness and frailty of human life was being replaced with the beauty and 

strength of the life to come. With her heart full of peace and happiness, a smile remained on the 

woman’s face as if she knew her time had finally come. 

When her eyes were opened, all was new. The light was still before her, but now her eyes could 

see—the light was Jesus Christ standing before the throne of God in all His radiance and glory with His 

arms outstretched to receive her into His Heavenly Kingdom through a loving embrace. She had 

reached her destination. Never again would a single, painful tear ever escape from her deep, blue eyes. 

II Peter 3:13 “Nevertheless we, according to His promise, look for new heavens and a new 

earth, in which dwelleth righteousness.” 
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