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The pondering man wants to add his insight,

About those he now calls keepers of light.

Light Houses need caretakers day and night.

Helping those in need of direction, with their might.

A distressed ship at sea may barely see a faint beam,

Though more than a hundred miles away, it may seem.

Casting an illusion at night, looking like a mass of steam.

Piercing through clouds, making the missing one’s heart gleam.

Willingness to help others, regardless of the dangerous weather,

Reuniting those lost loved ones, no longer missing, back together.

Giving comfort, making one’s heavy load, feel lighter than a feather.

This task of finding and saving lost souls, could possibly last forever.

Light houses come in many different and unusual shapes and sizes.

Seen from many miles off shore, as the early morning sun rises.

The faithful light house keeper is on duty, willingly advises. 

Sounding warnings to illuminate unforeseen, hazardous surprises.

Light houses need not be made out of material, such as brick or stone.

Sharing the light of Christ with a friend, letting them know their not alone.

Giving comfort, adding strength and courage, to handle the unknown.

With gratitude in their heart, for the seed they have carefully sewn.

Keepers of light can be felt, no need for a sound, to know if their near,

Having the firm conviction of their belief, willingly share without any fear.
A beacon of light that can be seen from a distance, having goals crystal clear.
With faith in every footstep, pressing forward, searching for lost loved ones dear.

Dedicate to Sister Jeannine Wozniak a “Keeper of Light”
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The Lord is My Light, 

Page 89 - James Nicholson
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1. The Lord is my light; then why should I fear? By day and by night his presence is near.
He is my salvation from sorrow and sin; This blessed assurance the Spirit doth bring.
The Lord is my light; He is my joy and my song.
By day and by night he leads, he leads me along. 

2.    The Lord is my light; tho clouds may arise, Faith, stronger than sight, looks up thru the skies
       Where Jesus forever in glory doth reign. Then how can I ever in darkness remain?
       The Lord is my light; He is my joy and my song.
       By day and by night he leads, he leads me along. 

3.    The Lord is my light; the Lord is my strength. I know in his might I'll conquer at length.
       My weakness in mercy he covers with pow'r, And, walking by faith, I am blest ev'ry hour.
       The Lord is my light; He is my joy and my song.
       By day and by night he leads, he leads me along. 

4.    The Lord is my light, my all and in all. There is in his sight no darkness at all.
       He is my Redeemer, my Savior, and King. With Saints and with angels his praises I'll sing.
       The Lord is my light; He is my joy and my song.
       By day and by night he leads, he leads me along. 

This poem was submitted to be published in a book entitled
“The International Who’s Who in Poetry.”
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The Pondering man wants to add insight,

About those he calls keepers of light.

Light Houses need caretakers, day and night.

Help those in need, with their might.

A distressed ship may see a faint beam,

Though a hundred miles away, it may seem.

Casting an illusion, of massing pillars of steam.

Piercing through clouds, making one’s heart gleam.

Willing to help, regardless of the weather,

Reuniting lost loved ones, back together.

Giving comfort, making one’s load, feel like a feather.

Finding and saving lost souls, could last forever.

Light houses come in different shapes and sizes.

Seen miles off shore, as the morning sun rises.

Faithful light house keeper, willingly advises. 

Sounding warnings of hazardous surprises.

Light houses are made of more materials, than just stone.

Sharing the light, letting them know their not alone.

Giving comfort and courage, to handle the unknown.

Having gratitude, for the seed they have carefully sewn.
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There are very special people that come into ones life. Jeannine Wozniak and her family came into my life a couple of years ago.  It’s interesting how easy it is to enlarge your family by adding extended family members who share the same love that you have for them.  Jeannine has inspired me to continue to write from the heart offering encouragement as each day passes.  The goal of “The Pondering Man” is to use my talents, hoping to leave meaningful thoughts and ideas that will last several life times.   

