The Family Records
I had a dream a few weeks ago,

About our Family Records you know.

The dream was so real I believe I was there,

Talking to Dad about the things he wanted me to share.

What are you doing with the records I left you he said,
Which are the records I left you of our kindred dead.

We were talking in a church chapel which was very full,
With many people standing behind him I felt I should know.

Son, he said the people standing behind are relatives of yours,

And the records I left behind for you is your next set of chores.

I want you to take those records to the family history center soon,
Input their names and information before the next full moon.

So off to the family history center I go with a prayer in my heart,
Taking the records that Dad left me not knowing where to start.

I know that my good friend President Nelson will be there,

Helping me extract these precious records I need to share.

I know this is important work for my relatives must be done,

Before Dad checks in on my work and says how are you coming son.

I will always remember this very real dream that I had,

Seeing all my many relatives and talking to Dad. 

I dedicate this poem to my Dad who taught one thing I want you know,

That people are all more important than things of which you must let go.

Dad left this earthly life on March 3, 2000 with more important work to do,
But left behind this family work to accomplish which means me and you.

Tom Baker
May 21, 2002

(Please add to my writings of this true dream I had)
