The Family Scribe
[image: image1.jpg]



The Pondering man sharing his feelings, as the family scribe.
Relaying messages given, from those on the other side.

Written thoughts that are not my own, in my heart they abide.

Words of comfort and inspiration, hoping to be a loved ones guide.

One may think and feel, that these thoughts are kind of absurd. 
Hearing sounds of loving compassion, from the written word.
Sometimes it feels like Morris Code, as the message is transferred.
Accepting a different mode of communication, that must be heard. 
Unable to use sign language to communicate, having not learned.
Sharing a message from my brother, knowing he is concerned.

For his son, Ryan, hoping that somehow his heart will be turned.
Living once again with Mom and Dad, his heart has truly yearned.
Wanting to share principles, that govern one’s eternal progression.

To be delivered in such a way, that it will leave a lasting impression.
That his son may want to pray and ask God, using his own discretion.
Asking to better understand where his dad is, with a loving expression.
One may want to ask “Do you know is the spirit world very far?”

Perhaps, maybe the distance of the nearest, bright glistening star.

The thickness of the veil is determined by how humble you are.
Reminiscing of the good times, Don singing and playing his guitar.
What me must truly understand, to be a earthly reality.
Being tried and tested, in the crucible of mortality.

Relaying a message, saving a loved one, from a spiritual fatality.

Understanding the shortness of this life, requires punctuality.
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