‘My Poetry Brother’
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In the eternal realm of life you see,

We are all part of an extended family.

My poetry brother, known as Dennis Losse,

A great friend and mentor, to more than me.

It’s great to have Dennis for a brother,

Tho, we didn’t have the same earthly mother.

Yet I knew him before like none other,

In pre-mortal life we were taught, to love one another.

As brothers we share our poetry as a painting,

Which is heard and not seen like someone fainting.

 Drawing the heart to feel without constraining,

Causing the mind to believe these thoughts entertaining.

Trying to write some thought that will be worthwhile,

Hoping to touch the soul trying to gain a little smile.

Putting forth great effort and going the extra mile.

Possibly comforting someone going through a personal trial.

Wanting to deliver something of great worth,

Using a talent that one is given to use after birth.

Knowing talents are given before we came to earth,

Cultivating thoughts that fill the heart with mirth.

Taking time out to help another’s soul to lift,

Giving a poem to those you love as a heart felt gift.

Making a difference when thoughts are adrift,

Leaving lasting impressions for one’s soul to sift.
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