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A living breath, that is what I am, 
A breath from dust in the Maker’s hand, 
Light as chaff from the threshing floor, 
Blown by the One who Is evermore. 

 
A living soul, that is what I am, 
Haunted by all that is not yet free, 
Called by the unborn, pulled by the grave, 
Halfway king and halfway slave. 

 
A living soul on a splitting sea, 
Torn between having and learning to be, 
Dizzy with life, drunk with its power, 
Counting my coins in a vanishing hour. 

 
The One Who Is and the one who has 
Call from the gold and the burning grass. 
One says, Become; one says, Own, 
One builds a temple, one builds a throne. 

 
So row me back through the wind and foam, 
Oarsman, oarsman, carry me home. 
Not to possess what the proud world gives, 
But to be in the One who eternally lives. 

 
A living breath, that is what I am, 
Dust made song by the I AM. 
A living soul on the darkening sea, 
Rowing from having back into be. 

 


