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___________________

Children, do you remember when we visited a gem mine
in Germany? The miners had to have dug through lots of normal rocks
to get to the pockets of gems. Well, this collection is sort of
like that – there are a lot of regular rocks and there are precious
gems. But I included the rocks because someone will consider them
gems, and I shall not disappoint them. Besides, the rocks tell the
story of my thoughts as well as the gems. So, enjoy the rock
collecting!

I am unashamedly a Christian and a member of the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (“Mormon”) There may be
rocks and gems you may not understand unless you have an
understanding of my religion. So – study my culture so you can
appreciate what you read here.

Many of the hymn texts sound like they were written
for children – because they were. I have worked with the children
at church for many years and many of the hymn texts were written as
poetry to give to the children to take home and remember what they
were taught that day.








Abraham's Prayer


2005; inspired by Hebrews
11:8-10; Mixed Meter 8's; an attempt
to write a traditional spiritual … with Sacred Harp also
firmly in mind

——————
In this world I am a
stranger,

Wan-der-ing by day and by night -

Searching for Thy sure foundation;

Searching for Zi-on, Thy delight.



Chorus: O lead me, Lord, O lead me on
-

A stranger here no more to be.

O lead me, Lord, O lead me on -

Thy child then, Thy face to see.


Where is Thy holy city,
Lord,

Raised up by Thy al-mighty hand?

There all the bless-ed dwell with Thee,

And Peace reigns over all the land.










Admiral of My Soul


1994; we were watching a television show in which a
space ship captiam was exclaiming who was captain and who was in
charge, and this
came.
——————
PART
ONE:



I am the Captain of my Soul

Which I guide through ocean and shoal;

No matter the flow, no matter the tide -

My soul is mine alone to guide.



But every captain strong and true

Knows who his Admiral is, too!

To that Admiral he gives heed;

Allows authority to lead.



Far taller than Nelson's pillar

And held in much higher regard,

The Admiral of my Soul was raised;

His name and deeds forever praised.



Of right and wrong I have the choice;

My actions are the final voice.

Yet He who shows all men the way

Will guide me safely to the bay.



Out from the harbor strong and true

His light shines guiding all in view;

Through the narrow straits I'll sail,

Knowing my Guide will never fail.



I may be the Captain of my Soul,

And of my life may have control,

Yet all my orders I receive

And to His words my soul will cleave.



PART TWO:



The Admiral of my Soul to me

Gave power to be what I will be -

But to Him I've returned the right

To mold my future in His light.



While I see only what's at hand,

My Admiral sees the picture grand;

While I see barely through the haze,

He lights the future to my gaze.



To my Admiral I give the lead;

To Him authority I sede.

I know this power He will not flout;

His leadership I will not doubt.



If to my Admiral I give all,

I have no doubt I will not fall;

I'll follow Him all through life;

With Him I'll port in afterlife.



My life is His to lead and guide,

Within His light I will reside;

His harbor is the only one

I'll shelter in when life is done.










Alana


2002; last night a
co-worker - and friend - passed away after a struggle with breast
cancer. This is my
farewell.
——————
I
have discovered

In my ever-short years

That all to often

We watch for the

Wrong battles

To be won…



We watch for people to overcome

The visible, tangible things

Like Disease

Or Poverty

Or Social Injustice.



And in doing so

We miss the

True victories

In life -

Like victory over

Despair

Or Depression

Or Self-Pity.



Alana –

I only knew you

For a short while,

And yet in you I saw

Dignity and Love

Where in others

There might have been

Anguish and bitterness.



You have taught me

A very great lesson.



Where others might see

A battle against disease

As being lost, I see

A kind and gracious woman

Who did not allow

The illness

To turn her bitter.



To me, Alana

You are a very great

Champion

Who achieved a

Rare and precious

Victory.



I hope to hold the memory of you

And the lesson you taught me

In such a kind and loving way

In my heart

For a very long time.










Although I Have Never Been To Perth


2000; we all know that
the Saints in Perth, Australia have, for many years, been the
Saints farthest from a temple. We can only imagine the joy they
felt this past year when the Prophet announced a temple for their
city. The ancient words of Simeon the day Mary and Joseph brought
little Jesus to the temple came to me so clearly, and so I wrote
the following
poem.
—————
"I
thank Thee, LORD,

that I have lived to see this day".

Although I have never been to Perth, I know of those who have
-

Missionaries have told me of your sacrifices

in order to bind family members as one -

of property sold;

of homes sacrificed;

of jobs and vocations let go…



Although I have never been to Perth,

you have taught me what it means to sacrifice.

Although I have never been to Perth,

I know the journeys you have bore-

across a continent and then an ocean -

Have been the journeys of a lifetime -

not to repeated.



There have been those who couldn't make the journey -

who could only look beyond your shores and pray that someday…

or at least be content with the hope

that their children would take their names…

And here I sit, with only city traffic

between me and the House of the LORD…



Although I have never been to Perth,

you have taught me that I must do better.

And I promise you I will.

Although I have never been to Perth,

I know there was a great cry of joy-

But I assure you that with the announcement

Yours were not the only chapels in which

the ancient prayer was rekindled:



"I thank Thee, LORD,

that I have lived to see this day".










And We'll Live in Peace


2000; I found myself
instantly under the spell of the hauntingly beautiful "Schindler's
List" 'Theme' by John Williams and the equally beautiful use of
Itzhak Perlman and his violin. They were a perfect seeting for the
words of an ancient
prophet
—————
Out
beyond the rising sun,

Far beyond the night -

We will build a new tomorrow;

We will build a day

For our children and their children -

Come, my child, and we will find it;

Come, my child, and we'll live in PEACE.



Come with me and I will lead you

To a better world;

Where the sword will be a plowshare

And the spear will harvest fruit

For our children and their children -

Come, my child, and we will find it;

Come, my child, and we'll live in PEACE.



Every man shall there sit under

His own vine and tree -

There shall be none to molest us

Or to make afraid.

We will walk in our God's Name

With our children and their children -

Come, my child, and we will find it;

Come, my child, and we'll live in PEACE.










Apprentice


2000; I've never
thought that our Christmas thoughts have ever given Joseph the
Carpenter the credit he deserves. Mary may have given birth and
nurtured the child, but it was Joseph who taught and trained
Him.
—————
"Joseph
- I need your help

My son needs a master

With which to apprentice."




"Master?

I am but a lowly carpenter."



"You are a Bar-Mitzvah; a Son of the Law -

In this you must teach and train my son,

That He may fulfill His calling."



"I am but a man who works with his hands;

Who earns little and eats less -

Surely a palace would be a more-fitting place

For Thy Son?

How could I teach Him what needs to know

To build Thy Kingdom?"



"My Kingdom that He will build

Is not of this earth;

It requires no palaces or men of war."



"Of what then will it be built?"



"He will build with Love;

With honesty and integrity;

With faithfulness to My Word;

With humility and long-suffering."



"These things, Master, I can teach Him.

But I have no luxuries for Him."



"Is not a loving home the richest of all?

Is not the ability to work and earn His way

A great gift?

Is not knowledge of the Law

The greatest of birthrights?"



"All these things, Master, I covenant I will do.

But when Thy Son has fulfilled His mission

And has returned to Thee -

May I then gain an apprenticeship

At His hand?"










Arrival Gates


2000; I began this
poem after picking up a dear family member at the airport, and
finished it a month later as my oldest son went to the temple for
the first
time.
—————
There
is nothing so hopeful

As the face of

An arriving passenger.

There is nothing so beautiful

As the face of

An arriving passenger

Who has found the person

Who is there to greet them.



There is nothing so lonely

As the face of

An arriving passenger

With no one to greet them.



These thoughts will keep me going to the temple,

Because my children

Will not have to look

For a Grandfather

Or a Home Teacher

Or a Bishop

As they enter the Celestial Room

For the first time.



These thoughts alone are enough

To keep me on

The Strait and Narrow -

For when my children walk through

The Gates of Heaven

I do not want them

To be wearing

Lonely faces.










Arise / Awake O Sons of God


2004; Short Meter (6-6-8-6)
This and the text following it were written at the
same time – some text fit to two different
meters.
—————
Arise,
O sons of God -

Revive your minds and hearts!

Why slumber while your Shepherd calls

His sons to do their parts?



Then with all manly strength

Reach out to those in need -

Care for each neighbor as He would:

In thought, in word, in deed.



As watchmen through the night

Your voices must ring true -

That all may hear His gentle call

And come to Him anew.



Ye Saviors on Mount Zion:

Turn now your hearts to save

All those who've paved your mortal way,

Whom He lifts from the grave.



Arise, O sons of God!

For Zion you must stand

And labor 'till the night is passed,

Led by the Master's hand.

—————
2004; Common Metering
(8-6-8-6)
—————
Awake,
ye sons of God, awake!

Arouse your minds and hearts!

Why slumber while your Shepherd calls

His sons to do their parts?



Awake, and with all manly strength

Reach out to those in need -

Care for each neighbor as He would:

In thought, in word, in deed.



Awake, ye watchmen of the night,

Whose voices must ring true -

That all may hear His warning call

And come to Him anew.



Awake, ye Saviors on Mount Zion

Turn now your hearts to save

All those who've paved your mortal way,

Whom He lifts from the grave.



Awake, ye sons of God, awake!

For Zion you must stand

And labor 'till the night is passed,

Led by the Master's hand.

 










Bar-Mitzvah


2002; This was written in response to a
gunman breaking in to a Bat-Mitzvah and opening fire. I swore I
would never, ever take ‘artistic license’ in my writing, but the
thoughts this stirred in me required me to turn it from a
Bat-Mitzvah (for girls) to the more-familiar Bar-Mitzvah.

—————
Two boys became men one night

As the tired sun sank slowly down,

And the peaceful moon, so bright,

Rose upon that quiet town.


One boy, with knees so shaky,

Chanted from the old, weathered scroll,

God’s words - while friends and family

Heard him accept his new role:


To be a Son of the Law,

And walk by every covenant -

Holding his God in wondrous awe;

Ever helping those in want.


Another became a man

By breaking the still of that night -

His rifle straps were his prayer shawl;

Bullet clips were his Torah…


He, also with shaky knees,

Chanted his curses like a prayer -

Not from God; but a man’s decrees

Praising Hate to all who’d hear.


His cov’nant of Death, not Life,

Carried out with fanatic Hate -

Destroying calm and sowing strife;

All hopes and dreams of Peace to break.


Two boys became men that night

As the tired sun sank slowly down,

And the peaceful moon, so bright,

Rose upon that quiet town.










The Barest Whisper


2002; Metering 8-8-9-8-8-8-9-8;
A special thanks to Dana Sanders for her comments
and critique in "painting the full picture".

—————
Elijah sought a place of
hiding

When Israel’s king sought for his death -

He found a darkened, lonely cavern,

And pled to God with ev’ry breath.

Elijah listened when God whispered -

A sound that drove out all his fear!

Elijah trusted and he followed;

Boldly he taught all who would hear.



Chorus:The message isn’t in the
windstorm;

It isn’t in the fires or quakes -

The message comes in tones so quiet;

The barest whisper does God make.


The Nephites struggled to
recover

From three long days of ruin and fear -

With just their faith, the people gathered

Around a small, hushed voice so clear.

For Father testified of Jesus,

As he appeared in Bountiful,

The still, small voice did pierce their spirits;

Their hearts did burn with joy so full.



In my young life, so many voices

Speak loud and strong and bold -

But through them all the Spirit whispers

Such peaceful words, God’s love unfolds.

In my young life the Spirit whispers,

And I do listen carefully -

That through the trials this life presents me

I will follow Him faithfully!










Beautiful Savior


2000; to the tune of Steven Foster's 'Beautiful
Dreamer'; I have been noticing how
many of our hymns are lyrics written to folk melodies, and I
thought I'd give it a try. The second verse makes reference to
Isaiah 40:31.

—————
Beautiful Savior, We come
to Thee -

Through this life's trials We wait upon Thee;

Sounds of the rude world Heard in the day

Flee from our hearing As we kneel to pray.

Beautiful Savior, All through the night

Our thoughts are on Thee; Our hope shining bright.

Gone are the cares of Life's busy throng,

Beautiful Savior, As we wait on Thee;

Beautiful Savior, As we wait on Thee.



Beautiful Savior, at break of day

We kneel before Thee, our love to convey.

Before the rude world breaks through the calm

We seek Thy Spirit through word and through psalm.

Beautiful Savior, on eagle. ws ings

May we run with Thee and not be weary?

May we walk with Thee and- not faint?

Beautiful Savior, as we wait on Thee;

Beautiful Savior, as we wait on Thee?










Behold Thy Mother


2000; While on the
cross, Jesus turned the responsibility of taking care of His mother
over to John, the Beloved Apostle. I have often thought what this
responsibility would have been like. Then again, could it have been
for John's benefit that Jesus gave charge of her to His beloved
Apostle?

—————
"Behold Thy Mother"
-

And with those brief words

His life changed forever.

To have the Messiah trust him

With his mother

Brought almost as many tears

To his face

As did the Messiah’s death.



But the tears

Were soon burdened

With the awful task of

Finding a way to guide her

From Golgotha

And through the lonely days

Before the tomb was found

Empty.



It was more than made up for

During the days of rejoicing

When He came to assure them

That He had risen

And was to

Ascend to His Father.



To have shared in

The Mother’s joy

Would have been

Joy beyond compare.



Had she encouraged her son

During His ministry?

And now,

To be the recipient

Of the same encouragement -



Little wonder he became

Such a great man










Blemishes


2000; I really do have
a Great-Aunt Alice, and she really did have these flowers. I don't
remember what kind of flowers they were, so stop asking; that's not
the point.

—————
Great-Aunt Alice had
beautiful flowers

Whose names I don. Rtecall -

Such beautiful flowers grew nowhere else!



"Don't touch the pedals," she would say

Time and time again,

"They will brown and wither."



How many times did she say those words?

How many times did our fingers reach for the beautiful
pedals?

How well I remember the smooth, silky feel of the pedals

And how blemished they were the next time we came to visit.

Oh, my child,

There are far greater blossoms than the pedals of a tender, fragile
flower

That will wilt and die

When not respected or protected.

I would sacrifice all the flowers in the world

For you to hold and touch

If only the other, more-important, blossoms of thy youth would
remain

Unblemished.










Blossoms


A tribute to Myles Sherman Gailey, 2008

—————
I chose to walk home from a
funeral

For a little child -

A bright, beautiful little face

In such a shadowed world.



I did not realize that

Along my walk

The trees had blossomed –

Bright, five-petaled blossoms

Of every possible hue

Welcoming us and filling our lives with

The innocent joy of Spring.



It occurred to me that

When we return to Heaven

It will be just like my walk that day -

Bright little faces of every hue

Will welcome us Home

And make us so very happy

To have returned.



For those of us who have

A child who has gone before us,

How glorious it will be to see

That they still blossom

With the innocent joy of Spring.










The Burning Bush - Psalm 23


2000; These lyrics are
set to the BURNING BUSH theme from the movie PRINCE OF EGYPT, and
it is a rendition of Psalm 23 as told from the point of the LORD -
after all, if the words are fit to a .Burning Bush. scene, it ought
to be turned around so He Who spoke from the Bush is in fact the
one speaking!

—————
I am thy Shepherd; You'll
need no more -

In my green pastures You may lie free,

By my still waters You may find peace.

By Mine own name I will guide your path.



And though the journey Be dark as death -

No evil scares thee - I walk ahead -

My staff will guide thee Along the way;

And With my rod I Will clear the way.



Your meals I'll prepare; Such holy feasts!

Though foes may taunt thee, You'll feast in peace.

With oils and perfume I'll bathe thy skin;

Your cup forever Will overflow.



Goodness and Mercy - They follow me;

Through your life journey Escorts they'll be.

In My high pasture - My holy House -

There with your Shepherd - Forever Dwell.










Cana


1995, after visiting the place

—————
Water is cool

And refreshing

And even sustains life -

But it also carries impurities

That can take life.

The fruit of the
vine

Is also cool

And refreshing

And sustains life -

It also has all the sweetness

Of fresh stream water

But none of the impurities.

Is it any wonder, then,

That the first miracle

by He who was called

'Living Waters'

Was turning water

Into wine?










Cerberus


1999; In Greek
mythology, Cerberus is the three-headed dog that guards the
entrance into the Underworld, blocking the escape of those within.
It seemed appropriate to write about while going through
depression.

—————
In the midst of one's
personal Hades

Cerberus still stands guard

Letting no one pass by towards the light;

Blocking escape of all who dare -

Not even Chiron, the boatman,

Dead and senseless to all things physical,

Dares the wrath of the three-headed beast.



With the triple heads of

Abhorrence, Worthlessness, and Hopelessness

All are trapped eternally in a Hell

Which others cannot understand -

And from which they cannot help one escape.



Oh, for a Hercules

Like he who braved the monster once before -

Braced up by Mercury the Messenger

and Minerva the Wise

He took on the beast and carried it off.



But where is my Messenger?

Where is Wisdom enough

That I may gain Herculean strength

And free my way

From the Darkness into Light?










Christmas Anthem


2002; Suggested Tune: "America",
which is used for ‘My Country ‘Tis of Thee’ &
‘God Save the King’. I wanted an anthem… and this is an anthem
tune… !

————
Born in a stable, bare -
Our Father’s Son, so fair-

The Word made Flesh.

Born to save man from sin; Died to give Life again.

Our King; Eternal Friend! Emanuel.



Shepherds heard angels sing News of the new-born King

On that bright night-

Humbly they sought Him out, Angels guiding their route-

They knelt and worshipped Him:

Their Good Shepherd.



Wise Men came from the East, Trav’ling by foot and beast -

Foll’wing God’s Light.

Earth’s richest gifts they gave To He who came to save

Those who have ears to hear

And eyes to see.



Dear Father, may we all Follow His graceful call -

"Come, Follow Me"

May our feet never stray From His strait, narrow way -

May we return to Thee

Led by Thy Son?










City of Peace


1998..My tribute to
Jerusalem

—————
Its name means

"City of Peace",

And yet

Its few acres

Have seen more bloodshed,

War and apostasy,

Rape and pillage

Than any other place on earth

Of equal size.

How, then Could it be

the City of Peace?



Then one day

I entered through one it its gates

And walked its streets

And prayed at a Wall

And climbed the mount

Where once God's House stood.



Surely if the ancient saying is true

That only in our trials

And tribulations

Do we see God,

Then surely

God dwells

In this city

And His peace -

Which surpasseth understanding -

Is felt

In this

"City of Peace"










A City Surrounded


1994; This was written
after my first visit to Jerusalem, and, unlike "When Will the
Messiah Return?", this one centers on the city of Jerusalem instead
of on the Messiah. But like that poem, I tried to match it's Haiku
form.

————

A city surrounded

By Hate on every side -

An island in the storm.


The temple mount will be

Their only fortress strong -

But even it will fall.


There is another mount

Where once the olives grew -

To it they will retreat.


There they'll meet a shepherd

Their parents did not know -

But they will know Him there.


Back to the temple mount

Their Guide will shepherd them -

Back to His holy house.


The city and the Shepherd

Will then become a light -

The light their fathers sought.


Surrounded now with Peace

The city will breathe new life -

A life of Peace and Truth.


The temple will shine bright

Upon its holy hill -

A Shepherd and His throne.


A city surrounded

By wings of God's own love -

Now, a City of Peace.










Civil Wars


In November of 1995 I was transferred to the
Pentagon. During the first week of being in the area I took my
oldest son and we went to visit the Viet Nam Memorial in Washington
DC. It is one side of the Lincoln Memorial; the Korean War Memorial
being on the other. I wrote this poem and "Two Walls" at this
time.

—————
Mr. Lincoln sits
serenely

and gazes across the Mall

securely knowing the Union is still One -

a plain man of simple faith

and extraordinary courage.



To Mr. Lincoln's right are words given at a battlefield

of his great civil war -

Also to his right is a recreated battlefield

from another's civil war

where soldiers caught in bronze

still trudge up a hill

caught in the rain

and the fire.

They have hallowed the ground for the sake of freedom.



To Mr. Lincoln's left are other words;

"With malice towards none";

"With firmness for right";

"Bind up the nation's wounds"…

Also to his left there is a wall

where three bronze soldiers

and three bronze nurses

look for the names of fallen comrades

from another civil war -

A nation looks with them,

and by doing so

slowly binds up its wounds.

These were all plain men and women of simple faith

and extraordinary courage.










The Cliff


2000; Here in
mortality, it seems our favorite question is often: "How far can I
go?’ The problem is that we are usually facing the wrong direction
when we ask this question. This was inspired by the drive I take to
visit my parents - one on side of the freeway, down on the valley
floor, is the state prison, while on the other side of the freeway
is the crown of a steep hill where everyone comes to hang glide and
para-glide. The analogy I see every time I go to visit them was so
obvious that I had to write.

—————
Two men

Walked the same path

Side by side -


One man looked to one side

And saw the top of a cliff –

A sharp, jagged edge

Which dropped off violently,

Ending in the crashing waves

Of a dark, stormy, shark-filled sea.

"How far can I go?"

He asked his companion;

"How close to the edge do I dare?

How far can I be tempted?"

But his companion was
looking

The other direction –

What he saw was the foot

Of a sharp, jagged cliff

Which rose with majestic strength

Into the cloudy heights

Where the eagles flew

And the sun shone so much brighter.

"How far can I go?"

He asked his companion;

"How close to the top do I dare try for?

How far can I be tempted?"

Two men, one path;

One steep cliff

With two perspectives –

Their entire futures

Hung in the answer

To a single question…

They just needed to make
sure

They were looking

The right way.










Cocoons


1998

————
A Daughter of God

Came to Earth –

And trailing clouds of glory marked the way.



But she landed in the Dark Place

Where virtue and kindness did not exist.

It was instead a place where those around her –

Who should have loved her and cherished her

Who should have taught her to be like her Divine Parents –

Taught her instead that Nothing was all she’d ever be.

They used and abused her for far baser things

Than the future her Heavenly Parents had promised.



Her only protection was an elaborate set of cocoons:

One for the heart – for if she could not feel, she could not
hurt;

And one for the mind – for if she could not think she could not
hate;

And one for the body – for if no one could touch her, no one could
hurt her.



Finally, the Daughter of God,

Wounded though wrapped in impenetrable armor,

Forsook the Dark Place

And found the place of light

Where no one was wrapped in cocoons.



But still she clung to her cocoons –

For they had saved her life and her sanity while in the Dark
Place,

And she wasn’t ready to let go

Or trust the seeming calm of this

Far-Brighter Place.



The wounds never healed,

Although everyone in this Bright Place cared for her and nourished
her.

Her cocoons,

Those which once saved her life,

Now kept their curing love

From reaching her wounds.



And when she finally began to emerge

From her self-imposed defenses,

Slowly and painfully she healed.

Suddenly, a new being appeared from inside those hardened husks
–

Beautiful and delicate and strong –

With bright, fragile wings

That would catch the breeze and lift her

As high as she was destined to soar.



Only after emerging did the Daughter of God discover

That those who have lived in this Bright Place all their
lives,

And did not understand the Dark Place

Or the Hateful Beings who lived there,

Had been forced to wrap themselves in cocoons of their own,

Similar to those she had finally forsaken,

To protect themselves from her;

As if she were one of the Hateful Beings.



Only now did she discover

That her cocoons had defenses

That she had not know about –

Defenses that had repelled their love

And wounded those who sought to heal her.

They had been so patient and loving,

But to protect their innocent spirits from her cocoons of

Extreme Mistrust,

And Absolute Expectation,

And Unyielding Demands for Perfection,

They had been forced to protect themselves.



And now the Daughter of God

Could not understand

Their problem.



Only slowly did she discover that

It was now her turn

To be the patient, long-suffering example;

Full of the Balm of Love that would restore to health

Those who had endured her wounding

In order to help her heal.



"Is it worth it?" she asked herself,

But the answer was sure and strong:

"It was worth it when they were wounded for me–

And now I must show my love for them

By doing for them what they did for me,

That all might live

Without Cocoons.










Comrades


by SSgt Bruce T. Forbes, USAF, Retired; written for
Memorial Day Weekend, 2004; copyright 2004;
With the dedication of the National World War II
Monument on Saturday, followed by Memorial day on Monday, my
thoughts wandered, and I wanted to share them with you.

————
They sit in quiet
majesty

No longer young -

Their hair is gray

And their backs are bent

By many years.



But what we do not see

Are the many young men

Who still stand beside these

Tired, old Warriors -



These are the men who

Didn't come back

But are still

Very much alive

In the hearts of

Those we can see.



These are the friends

And comrades

And brothers

Whose ultimate price

Was to give Life

To the Tree of Liberty

For their generation

And for their children -

That the tree might bloom and grow

Even larger.



So when you see

A tired, old veteran,

Remember that His friends

And comrades

And brothers

Still stand with him.

And let us find a way

To stand with them.










Come Unto Christ


2004; inspired by Moroni 10:32; Meter: Iambic
10's

————

Come unto Christ, leave worldly ways behind -

Within His arms, Love's richest fullness find.

Deny thyself ev'ry ungodly deed,

That in thine heart perfection may take seed.



And if, through Him, thy love for God at length

Consumes the mind and guides thy might and strength,

Sufficient be the blessings reigned on thee -

His loving Grace, given so full and free!



Lord, may Thy Grace our only fortress be;

And in Thine arms obtain divinity?

Perfect in Thee, this mortal trial won,

May we then hear the blessed words - "Well Done"?










Coralee Diane


1990; Friends knew in
advance that their fifth child was going to be a DOWNS child. I
wrote this to boost their spirits and to help them send a message
to their older children.This is one of my very first poems.

————
Thank you for CoraLee
Diane -

The new addition to our little clan.

We welcome her with all our heat;

From us we hope she'll not depart.


She'll have problems; we understand
-

More than others, she'll need a helping hand.

Help us to guide her through a life

Filled with joy and not with strife.


Help CoraLees's Dad, Lord, we
pray

That he might hold her and teach her each day

That fathers are, like Thee above,

All full of hope, all full of love.


Bless CoraLee's Mom,
everyday,

With patience and hope and the strength to stay

Close to her girl and close to Thee;

Together to be all they can be.


Sister love to laugh and play
-

Secrets to share, sisterhood to display.

But her sister will need to show

Much love and help - to overflow!


Three brothers, sure! She's truly
blessed!

In their strong arms she can find her rest.

When trouble's there, they'll come around -

Safety and love will then be found.


Father, help CoraLee Diane

To teach her family all that she can -

Teach them that flesh is just a facade;

Teach them she's, too, a Child of God.










Costume Party


2001; I will admit –
this is a true story. And I still have the costume.

————
Once as a child

I went to a costume party.

No one treated anyone

As if they really were

What they were dressed as –

Everyone treated each other

As if they were in fact

The person behind the mask.

Children are so smart.



As an adult

I went to a Christmas party

Where we had to dress

As if we were from

Bethlehem

At the time of Christ.

There were wise men,

Shepherds,

Innkeepers,

Carpenters,

And Roman soldiers.



I went dressed as a leper…

And I was treated as a leper

By the all the other adults –

Even by Santa,

Who somehow appeared in Bethlehem

At the end of the party.



But, the children played with me

All night.



I believe the moment

Between childhood and adulthood

Is defined by that fleeting moment

When we forget to see

The person behind the mask,

No matter how skillfully

The mask was crafted,

And we start to believe

The mask.



No wonder Christ

Was surrounded by children

When He said –

"Of such is Kingdom of Heaven".










Dances With Wolves - various themes


1995; I fell very much
in love with the various themes to this movie. And when I wrote
words to them all I sort of jumbled them together into a
medley.

—————
DUNBAR THEME:



Now I have left all; Gone far away -

Gone from the nightmares, Sorrows, and pain.

Now I have left all, Gone far away -

Gone from a world Living for Hate.



Now I have found life; Life fit to live -

Living with freedom, Living in Peace.

Now I have found life; Life meant to live -

Living with nature; Living with God.



TWO SOCKS THEME:



Stop! Don't run away from me!

Don't leave me here alone -

The light fades;

The day ends,

And I'm all alone.



Stay - I'm not afraid of you!

Why be afraid of me?

Sit down here

Beside me -

Together as friends.



Here, come share the time with me;

Come keep me company.

I don't mean

To harm you,

So don't run away.



DUNBAR THEME:



Now I have found you; I'll hold you close.

Don't even leave me; Don't ever go.

Now I have found love Here in your arms -

Living with Beauty; Living with Love.



LOVE THEME:



I touch your hand,

You do not pull away-

From two worlds

Our two lives

Reach out and take hold.



My eyes touch yours;

Our spirits speak as one -

I love you;

You love me;

No longer alone!



Here in you arms

I've found what I have longed:

A new world

Full of love

I thought could not be!



I've found your love;

I'll never let you go!

We'll live here

Together;

Forever as One.



DUNBAR THEME:



Now I must leave all; All that I love -

Living with Nature, Living with Love.

Now I must leave all; All that I love -

As I look back now, I leave my heart.

As I look back, now, I leave my heart.










Daughter’s Hand


1988 and 2002;
Revision and expansion of a poem I wrote after my
daughter’s baptism. Reworked for her wedding on July 20, 2002 I
smiled as I told my son-in-law that this was his proof that I was
letting go, and I think he appreciated it… !

————
Father led his daughter by
the hand

Through the trailing clouds of glory

To the veil He would not pass through -

"I’m nervous," she said, "And a little scared."

"Daughter," father smiled, "You will not be alone;

One with my authority will be there -

You’ll take his hand as you let go of mine;

He’ll guide you ‘til you take my hand once more."



All wrapped up in hospital greens,

She was handed to her daddy.

Through his tears he saw a hand

Reach out from beneath the cloth.

His huge hand enveloped her’s;

He felt close to God that day!



Daddy led his daughter by the hand

Down the steps of the watery font;

To the gateway called ‘Baptism’.

"I’m nervous," she said, "And a little scared."

"Daughter," Daddy smiled, "You will not be alone;

I will be here to guide you -

My hand in yours as we are both guided

By our Heavenly Father above."



At last Daddy led his daughter by the hand

Up the steps to God’s Holy House -

Where Father had a special gift for her.

"I’m nervous," she said, "But not really scared."

"Daughter," Daddy said, "You will not be alone;

I think you’ve chosen a good man to take your hand from mine-

I can let go, knowing you and he together

Are holding Father’s hand,

Allowing Him to continue up the path with both of you,

Guiding you where ever you shall go."



And with the greatest of Faith,

Daddy let go.










Day of Atonement


2001; To write this
during the news media's public crucifixion of Mel Gibson for his
movie PASSION seems a bit foolish and insensitive. But if I have
not proven myself by now to be a friend of the Jewish people, then
it is a hopeless cause. Do not get the mistaken idea I dislike Jews
for a certain incident that happened many years ago. That would be
a very wrong assumption. My goal is merely to show that the
ceremony and meaning of the Day of Atonement was to prophesy of the
Messiah. And I am unashamedly viewing it from a Christian point of
view, using the New Testament as my history - not to condemn
anyone, but to show it as I see it looking back to that period of
time.

————
It should have been in the
temple

That the atoning lamb was chosen -

In daylight and before the people,

So all would know the Chosen Lamb -

And know that it was an impartial decision.



It should have been in the temple;

It should have been the high priest,

Who pronounced the Lamb pure and clean;

Not the Roman governor who would be forced to utter the words

“I find no fault in this man”.



It should have been in the temple;

It should have been the high priest

To choose the scapegoat

Who would carry the sins of the people

And be banished from the house of Israel.



It should have been in the temple

That the lamb’s blood was sprinkled

Upon the alter,

The Vail,

And the Mercy Seat.

But His Father’s House had become

A den of thieves,



So it was in a silent garden

Within sight of the temple doors

That the atoning blood was sprinkled

Among the olive trees,

Whose oil was used to consecrate sacred things.



It should have been in the temple;

It should have been the high priest,

Who lifted up the Lamb’s body

As a sign of God’s love for His people.

Instead, it was a Mother

With a Mother’s broken heart

Who bore the Lamb’s body to another garden

And returned Him to His Father.



It should have been in the temple;

It should have been the high priest –

Perhaps this is why

The veil of the temple

Was rent.










Dear President Grant


2001; This was written
as I realized that this year is the centennial of the opening of
Japan to the Restored Gospel - a mission led by President Heber J.
Grant when an Apostle.

————
As a child, President
Grant,

I thrilled to the stories

Of obstacles you overcame as a youth.

You became my hero, because

I was not good at baseball, either;

Nor was my penmanship very good…

Or my voice…



But as I entered the Language Training Mission,

You lost your hero status for a while!

You considered your mission to Japan

Your one great failure because

Your were unable to learn the language?

How dare you!



I want you to know that I discovered something –

When your language just isn’t enough,

And the Gift of Tongues

Doesn’t seem to be working,

Sometimes it’s working instead

Through the person to whom

You are talking…

Take my word for it!



But even if you don’t think

You learned Japanese very well,

I want you to know

That as I read about your mission,

You became my hero again,

Because you stuck to it – No matter what.

And I needed to know that

About your mission –

It helped me complete my mission.



There were many nights

While, crying myself to sleep

Because the language was so strange

And so overwhelming,

I wondered if you had

Gone to sleep that way, too.

My guess is that a lot of us did…



I thought you would like to know

That your mission bore great fruit,

Even if you thought it a failure!

When you passed away,

The mission had been moved to Hawaii,

And those of Japanese blood

Were being taught,

And you never saw how that turned out –



Well, when I was a missionary in Japan,

All six mission presidents

Had been baptized as a youth

In Hawaii’s Japanese mission!

And our Area Supervisor

Was a General Authority

Who’d been baptized with them!

A Japanese man who was but a child

When you passed from this life

Now sits with the Quorum of Seventy

At every General Conference.



Dear President, do you know -

There are now more Stakes of Zion in Japan

Than there were missionaries in Japan

The whole time you were there?

Japan now sends her missionary children

Away from her soil

To learn strange languages and eat strange food -

Upon all the continents of the earth they go;

How’s that for progress?



And temples! Oh, President,

There are two of them in Japan!

I was there when the first one was announced,

And I promise you, the Japanese can cry -

Because we cried as one that day!

But I think you were there,

So you would know that.



Your mission a failure?

Just because you never had

A good command of the language?

No, President Grant –

An example, maybe;

An inspiration, surely;

A role-model, absolutely…

But not a failure.










Death Passes Over


2001; Although I am
not Jewish, the Passover is a very sacred time of Remembrance for
me. The first Passover showed the House of Israel what He was
willing to do to free them. A few centuries later, as the Messiah
hung on the cross on the very eve of another Passover, it continued
to show the House of Israel what He was willing to do to free
them.

————
A father took a first-born
lamb

With no mark and with no blemish -

With its blood he marked the doorposts

And the lintels of his lodge.

When Death’s angel came for that fam’ly,

It could not pass the lowly door –

The lamb’s blood marked that dwelling place

A place so safe from Death…

…That night Death had to pass over.

A Father took a Firstborn
Son

Who had no sin to blemish Him -

With His blood He marked the doorposts

And the lintels of our hearts.

Now when Death’s angel comes for us

It can not harm the lowly heart –

The Lamb’s blood marks this dwelling place

A place so safe from Death…

…And Death will have to pass over.

Death’s angel sends
storms all through life

To wash away the shielding blood –

Vigilantly, we must renew

The mark upon our hearts

So no matter just how often

Death’s storms rage through our weary hearts

The renewed mark of the Lamb’s blood

Will keep us safe from Death…

…And Death will have to pass over.










Deep in the Lowly Garden’s Heart


2001; Common Metering 8-6-8-6 - Suggested Tune:
"Cheshire"; There are times we do not
want to forgive, but we cannot heal until we do. The offender
should still pay the penalty for what they did, but meanwhile we
have to forgive them. I wrote this as a plea for help in forgiving
others.

————
Deep in the lowly garden’s
heart

Our Savior wept in pain

That we might all be forgiven

And peace of heart regain.



Not only for our sins did He

Pay such an awful price –

He took from us all our sorrows;

All burdens to excise.



Now in the gardens of our hearts

We seek His Spirit’s calm –

But know our hearts He cannot heal

Without Forgiving’s balm.



Father, help me to forgive all

Who'll ever cause me pain,

That hand-in-hand we may obtain

Unburdened hearts again.










Don’t Look Back


2001; When I was a
young missionary I came up with a silly little saying I was quite
proud of – "We are fishermen working for a shepherd in a vineyard
gathering wheat." And, the day I took my oldest son to the
Missionary Training Center, my last words to him were – "Don’t Look
Back." (Of course, his last words to me were – "I won’t." Hmmm…)
The day we parted I knew there was a song with this title waiting
for me.

—————
"Come, follow Me", the
Master said

To the fishers upon the sea.

But they looked back at their day’s catch

And they wondered what ever would be.

"Don’t look back", the Master said,

"Come now with Me; with My nets find

A wondrous catch for eternity -

From evr’y land; from evr’y clime."



"Come, follow Me", the Master said

To the gleaners out in the fields.

But they looked back at their farmlands

And thought of what their hands could yield.

"Don’t look back", the Master said,

"Your fi-elds here are free of tares;

Others can finish your labors here;

But my harvest you must help bear."



"Come, follow Me", the Master said

To the shepherds upon the hill.

But they looked back at all their sheep,

And wondered who would keep them still.

"Don’t look back", the Master said,

"Your ninety-nine are in safe hands -

One other lamb, it still is lost,

You must guide it back to my lands."



"Come, follow Me", the Master said,

To the workers in the vineyard.

But they looked back at grapes and press

And fretted o’er their labors, hard.

"Don’t look back", the Master said,

"Other vineyards, they need your care -

What you’ve learned here, you now must show;

Blessings await all those who share.



"Come follow Me," the Master says

To His children sti-ll today -

As we look back at all we have

Keeping us from walking His way.

"Don’t look back," the Master says,

"Family, friends, and worldly cares –

Leave them with Me; go forth with faith,

And in My name, the Word declare."










Don’t Walk By


2001; Through my years
of depression, I prayed for a Good Samaritan. I am sure I am not
the only one who has ever felt this way. Nor will I be the last.
This was written while pondering the story of the Good
Samaritan.

————
Stripped and then beaten;
left nearly dead -

He’d fallen among thieves

Who’d taken his goods; taken his mule,

And left him in a ditch.

Two good men of God saw him and paused…

…Then kept on walking by.

If only the man could have spoken

The two men would have heard -



Chorus: Don’t walk by - Can’t you see
how badly I need you?

Don’t walk by - Can’t you see how I- am dying?

Don’t walk by - Can’t you see you are my only hope?

Please - don’t walk by.


His spirit beaten; his hope
gone,

His one wish - an early death.

Every neighbor knew the pain he bore,

And everyone agreed

He only needed some time alone…

…They’d never interfere.

If only the man would have spoken

The neighbors would have heard -



His heart was beaten; was nearly dead

His teenage years were marred

With wrong decisions; lost innocence -

He knew that he was lost.

His tattered heart cried for help; for hope…

…But no one looked his way.

If only his heart had had a voice,

Those around him would have heard -



Yes, there are wounded all around us

Crying out for our help -

But if we depend on just our ears

We will not hear their cries.

Listen with your heart; and you will hear

Words their voices won’t say

Listen with your heart and not your ears,

And then your heart will hear -










Down in the Darkness


1999; Irregular Metering: 9-9-9-9 - Suggested Tune:
"St. Cecilia (Sewall)"; written at
the end of several years of clinical depression; had in mind a good
healthy Country Gospel feel, but I found a hymn tune I like.

————
Down in the darkness, I’m
not alone,

Jesus, Savior, has called me His own.

For He is with me; will not desert -

He’ll not forsake me, or leave me hurt



Chorus: Even in darkness, there is a
light -

The love of Jesus ever burns bright.

Jesus our Savior – He holds us tight

We may embrace Him; live in His light.


When others scorn me ‘till I’m
ashamed,

I recall Jesus, whose love I have claimed.

When persecution becomes my lot –

I feel my Savior, whose love fails not.



Though tempests may rage, and storms may blow,

From His arms flows Peace others won’t know.

I’m not alone with my Savior, dear;

I’m not alone, my Savior is near.










Dreamers of the Day


1998; This is based on
a saying attributed to T. E. Lawrence, better known as 'Lawrence of
Arabia': "All men dream, but not equally. Those who dream by night
in the dusty recesses of their minds wake in the day to find that
it was vanity: but dreamers of the day are dangerous men, for they
may act their dream with open eyes, to make it possible."

—————
Dreamers of the night
build with all of their might

In the useless dreams of their sleep -

They build castles grand and dynasties to stand

Through the length and breath of their sleep.

With no tears to cry, in the blink of an eye,

Empires they do build in their sleep;

But then they awake and their dreams seem to break

As they wash from their eyes the sleep.



Dreamers of the day put their hands in the clay

And work it with all of their might -

Their muscles they strain; their bodies feel the pain

As they work with all of their might.

Children will be taught of oppositions fought

As they lived with all of their might -

The memories grand and the castles that stand

Are as tribute to all of their might!



How, then, do we dream? on our sleep do we lean

As we build on all of our hopes?

Is it all in vain, this fantasy domain,

When in sleep we live all our hopes?

All true dreams must last 'till the night is long past -

We must work will all of our strength;

Must climb our dream's slope, must not give up our hope -

We must live with all of our strength!










The Eaglet


1998; This was written
as my oldest child was readying to leave home. I gave him a sealed
copy with instructions not to open it until he was on the bus and
it was moving. The end is based on Isaiah 40:28-31; several
translations were consulted to get the message I felt.

—————

The nest has become too old and crowded

For the oldest eaglet -

No room to stretch his growing wings.

The bright sun and summer breeze

Call to him -

Beckoning him to spread his wings and fly.



Oh, my son -

Remember the lessons you learned

While still in the nest.

Remember that with which you were nourished;

Remember where to find it -

Remember that nothing else will keep you aloft.

Remember that you were taught about your destination

And where to find it -

You will not find it in the dirt and the darkness.



In your impatience to fly

Remember there is One with whom you still need to be patient

And as you do, He will lift you up -

Remember to trust in the wings of God

And not the fleshy wings of man and mammal -

Those with fleshy wings dwell in a darkness and filth they will
never escape.



Thou has known, and thou has heard -

That the LORD, our Creator

Does not rest, and is never weary.

His understanding is above ours; we must have patience and faith to
follow -

And through that patience and faith He gives power to the
weary,

And to those who are weak He gives strength.



Those who trust in their youthfulness and strength will loose their
strength;

Those who trust in their youthfulness and strength will loose their
way,

And in their prime they will stumble and fall.



But they who put their Faith and Hope in the LORD

Shall regain and renew their strength and sense of direction
-

They shall ascend the heights as if with wings of eagles;

They shall fly with never-failing strength;

They shall see the way with eagle’s eyes.



Fly, my Son –

Fly with strength and direction;

Fly with the LORD on thy wings.










Face Toward Zion


2004; Long Meter - 8-8-8-8;
Although we no longer gather to one geographical
location, we are still gathering to Zion with the goal of building
a Zion Society. Today, Zion's walls are the spiritual and social
defenses erected against the world by our gathering as wards and
stakes - and as families. This is what I try to celebrate with this
text.

—————
To all the world the Lord
now calls

His children to build Zion's walls,

They'll build with Faith and Righteousness -

Their souls to save, their lives to bless.



Chorus: I will keep my face toward
Zion,

Its light will ever be my guide -

I will keep my face toward Zion,

Within its walls I will abide.


All other ways we will
forsake,

And of His grace and love partake.

We'll learn to live all of His ways -

One heart, one mind, all of our days.



We'll dwell as One in righteousness;

All godly attributes possess.

Our storehouses shall then be one -

Needy or poor - there shall be none.



His refuge from the world we'll gain

As Zion's towers rise again.

We'll lift our praises to the skies -

Zi-on in beauty shall arise.










Far And Away – main theme


1990; My kids have
decided they can tell when John Williams wrote a movie's score
because I sit and cry through the soundtrack. I can't help it if he
writes such moving music!

——————
I have left home far
behind me;

Traveled far to find a better land -

Come with me, now, O my darling,

And we'll find the land that we are dreaming of.



I have fought those who have stopped me,

And will fight to keep my dream alive -

Stand beside me, O my darling,

And we'll find the land that we are dreaming of;

That we are dreaming of.



Looking out across this country,

I see land for all who dare to dream -

Dream with me, now, O my darling,

And we'll see the land that we are dreaming of.



Riding hard to win a country;

Traveling fast to win land of my own.

Ride with me, now, o my darling,

And we'll win this land that we are dreaming of;

That we are dreaming of.



We have left all far behind us;

Traveled far to find this Golden Land;

Stay with me, now, O my darling;

And we'll build the life that are dreaming of.










Father, Dear Father


2000; This is my first
Christmas writing. I wanted one centered around Joseph.

—————
Mary lay sleeping; The
shepherds had gone.

The newborn baby Lay wrapped in the hay.

Joseph, so quiet, Picked up the boychild -

His face turned upward, With great faith he prayed:

Father, dear Father: What is this task?

To raise Thy Son as my son?

So He'll follow Thy teachings.

Dear little One.



The shepherds knelt there And worshipped the child

They knew would become Shepherd of Mankind.

"Teach Him to love," they all told Joseph,

"That He’ll be willing To die for His sheep.

Father, dear Father: I’ll do what You ask

Though I know that pains He must bear

He’ll follow Thy teachings; be willing to die

Little One fair.



The great star shining Brought forth the Wise Men

Who honored Mary And God's little Son.

They turned to Joseph, To him council gave:

"Teach Him the scriptures He gave before birth."

Father, dear Father: I’ll do what You ask

Though I know that pains He must bear

He’ll follow Thy teachings; be willing to die

Little One Fair.



So Joseph promised He'd teach the babe well-

To teach the Prophets And train with The Law.

Joseph sought guidance From the babe's true Sire -

As one, both fathers Embraced their young Son.

Father, dear Father: I’ll do what You ask

Though I know the pains He will bear

He’ll follow Thy teachings; be willing to die

Savior Divine










February 27, 1993


Saturday, February 27, 1993; a brilliant Sabbath
day in the capitol of Israel - this was the day a decades-old dream
was fulfilled: I stood for the first time at the Western Wall of
the Temple Mount in Jerusalem, looking up at and feeling history.
For centuries the Jews have said there are no words for what one
feels there, and I heartfully agree that there are no human words.
But there are words from Above that we may manage to grasp, as I
did later that night.

——————


All Became One


Time stood still

As I approached the Wall -

Past, Present, and That-Yet-To-Be

All became One -

Sorrow for an Israel-Past and its temple long-destroyed;

Joy for an Israel-Present although it's temple-less;

Hope for an Israel-Future and its temple yet-to-come.



I tried to pray

But as I touched the Wall

Time, the Wall, and I

All became One.



Mere words could never convey all that surged in my heart -

Feelings far too unspeakable and joy beyond the realm of
words.

Silently my feelings flowed out from me,

Through the Wall,

Through all time,

And up to God,

Whose name my lips could not even form.



That day the Wall,

And Time,

And God,

All became One.

—————


"Ruach Eloheim" ('Spirit/Presence of
God')


Did I touch the Wall or did
it touch me?

I don't think I'll ever know.

I curled my fingers as if to pull it close

And embrace it - it embraced me back.



My tears flowed as I leaned forward,

Resting my forehead on the stone.

And, like an ancient, weathered grandfather,

It comforted me as I cried on its shoulder.



The Wall is alive, as the rabbis say!

And only those who have touched it

And prayed before it

Know what gives it life.

—————


Until You Touch


It is just cold, hard stone
-

Until your hand reaches out to touch.

It is just an old, weathered ruin -

Until your heart reaches out to feel.

It is just an ancient piece of the past -

Until your soul reaches out to pray.










The Fifth Cup


2001; After I had
explained to me what the five cups of wine in the modern Passover
meal represents, I had several thoughts go through my mind, and so
I finally wrote them down. This is another one that may offend my
Jewish friends; my apologies, but I hope they can see what I see -
not the elimination and destruction of a religion, but prophecy and
its fulfillment. The first four cups represent the four promises
made by the LORD to the Children of Israel who were being liberated
from Egypt as contained in Exodus 6:6-8. It is a point in
Latter-day Saint history that the night of the great vision
received by Joseph Smith in the Kirtland Temple as contained in
Doctrine and Covenants section 110 was in fact Passover night, when
Jews around the world were drinking from "the First Four
Cups"!

—————
On the night when all
Israel

Marks the posts and lintels of their doors

With lamb's blood,

They drink from four cups,

But a fifth cup is left waiting

For Elijah.



When Moses spoke for Jehovah

To an Israel still captive in Egypt,

They were told the LORD would -

Take away their burdens

Remove their chains

Redeem them

Take them to be His people…

… and that he would gather them home.



Tradition holds

That the final cup must be left full;

Mankind unsure what to do with it.

It is said Elijah will come -

He will tell them what can be done

With the Fifth Cup.



On one night when all Israel

Who still waited for the Messiah

Was drinking from the first four cups,

A young prophet and his companion

Knelt in prayer at the pulpit

Of a newly-dedicated temple.



The great Jehovah -

He who had drunk from a cup

From which only He could have drunk -

Appeared to the two men

As He did in the day of Moses and Aaron

To make the same promises

Through the young prophet

He had made through Moses,

And to fulfill the promises

Remembered by the Passover cups.



He whose cup had not been removed -

Who had paid the price to redeem Mankind

And to lift unbearable burdens from our shoulders -

Brought with him Elias,

Who restored the promises and blessings

Jehovah had made with Abraham,

That all nations might be blessed

By the righteousness of a few.



And He brought Moses

To bestow the authority to gather all people

To Israel's tabernacle one final time,

That the Righteous might be

Gathered together and waiting

When the LORD comes suddenly

To His temple.



And, as a grand climax

Of promises and authorities restored,

He brought Elijah

Who bestowed the authority to bind -

That all things done and bound on Earth

May be done and bound - and ratified - in Heaven,

Reconciling the fathers and the children

To all the promised blessings -

That the Earth might not be wasted

When Jehovah comes to reign.



Not only did Elijah come

That Passover night

But so did Moses and Elias

And Jehovah -

To restore the ancient promises

Remembered with the First Four Cups

That Israel might drink from them anew -



And, they came to finally invite us

To drink from

The Fifth Cup.










Five-Day Cold


2001; My mother wrote
an e-mail telling me I needed to write more about what is happening
to me today. I received this e-mail on day-five of a nasty
cold.

——————
Day Five of a cold

Makes you feel so old -

Make you feel more like mold

Than gold…

Please don’t scold.










FLY! (With a Strength Beyond My Own)


by Rita Ruiz & Bruce T. Forbes; copyright
2001; Rita is incredible - if I can't
find a word, Rita just seems to know my mind well enough to tell me
what I am looking for. I had this whole idea for this song and had
a basic chorus, and then sent it all to Rita, who wrote beautiful
verses. Jennifer, an incredible musician and composer, was totally
inspired by the first version, and asked if she could write music.
So this became a three-way collaboration, and the rewrites began.
Rita and I are both thrilled and inspired by how it all turned
out.

—————
As a child of youthful
wonder, I only dreamed of soaring high,

But inside I always knew My heart was too weak to fly.

I needed greater strength To glide freely through the night -

But who could lift me up And help my soul take flight?



I longed to FLY - With the freedom of an eagle

I longed to FLY - With the tenderness of a dove

With the Lord's pow'r bearing me up

With the strength of the Savior's arm

Beyond anything I’ve ever known,

I longed to FLY - With a strength beyond my own.



The world can be so deceiving; False solutions still entice -

They offer me instant peace, But crumble before my eyes

Hurt and alone I kneel - I’d built dreams on sand;

But tides swept them away, Yet with one hope I’ll stand -



I long to FLY - With the freedom of an eagle

I long to FLY - With the tenderness of a dove

With the Lord's pow'r bearing me up

With the strength of the Savior's arm

Beyond anything I’ve ever known,

I long to Fly - With a strength beyond my own.



BRIDGE: No longer looking to myself

I’ve finally learned to see

When I turn my steps in faith to God

My spirit will fly free



Now I can FLY - With the freedom of an eagle

Now I can FLY - With the tenderness of a dove

With the Lord's pow'r bearing me up

With the strength of the Savior's arms…

Beyond anything I’ve ever known,

Now I can FLY - And His strength will lead me
home.










Forever Newlyweds


2000; This is a lyric
version of my poem Newlyweds. And as I rewrote this into a country
song, I had visions of what it might have been like if perhaps my
Grandpa Emer and Grandma Rachel Taylor had lived to see their
grandchildren married - in my favorite pictures of them there is
such a glow of innocent, eternal love that I could not help but see
those photos in my mind as I wrote this.

——————
Newlyweds came to the
temple that day,

They came as one, their love to glorify -

They gathered there with all their fam-i-ly

And with a love that would not ever die.

"I can’t believe we have made it this far,

And still in love," the fragile old bride said.

Her groom just smiled as he quietly asked:

"Was it really yesterday we were wed?"



Chorus:
Forever-newlyweds - With
love and lives without end;

Forever-newlyweds - For when you make eternal vows

How can you ever reach The end of the Honeymoon?


They had come here so many
years ago -

She still a maid; he a young cowboy -

Together they knelt to make cov-en-ants;

Through those cov’-nants they had found such great joy.

There’d been good times, when everything was right;

There’d been sorrow, and there had been pain -

But through it all, they’d leaned on each other

In company as one they would remain.



He’d gone to war, returned quiet and still -

But her gentle love made him laugh again.

A babe’s last breath, and she felt herself die -

But in his arms her life began again.

And even though his back was bent and old,

She still could see her cowboy dressed in grey;

Equally fragile, she could no longer dance,

But he’d still say she took his breath away.



And on that day, as their sunset loomed bright,

They gathered round as a granddaughter, sweet

Knelt in the place where those before had knelt -

Back when the cold did not hurt their knees.

Her maiden's love reflected in the eyes

Of her cowboy who left her so weak-knee'ed

So quietly; so peacefully in love.

And everybody knew they would be -










Forgiveness


2001

—————

The eternal salvation

Of my worst enemy

Does not in any way

Depend on me forgiving him…

But mine does!










Gethsemane


1995, after standing at the wall and looking
in

—————
There is a grove of olive
trees

Where once my Savior knelt and paid

The Redeeming price

For me.

And, when I act as His
servant,

With a vial of oil in my hand -

Or when I am the one with the need,

and oil is placed on my head -

Then I remember that the act

Which consecrates my life to His will

Took place among the trees

From which this oil came.










The Glowing Temple


2000; This was written
the morning after my oldest son entered the temple for his first
time. The temple he went to just isn’t a architectural wonder or in
any way one of the more ‘remarkable’ temples. But then, it doesn’t
need to be, either.

—————
A father took his
son

To the temple -

A temple the father did not think

Was much in the way of beauty

Or artistic wonder.



But as he watched his son glow

With the Spirit of God,

As so many do their first time,

The unremarkable-looking building

Looked more beautiful.



And as they left the temple

It was hard to tell

If it was the spotlighting

Or his son’s shining face

That made the building glow.



And now,

That unremarkable-looking temple

Looks a little more beautiful

To that father.










Go Forth With Faith


2001; to the tune ‘Finlandia’;
My mind was in a missionary mood, having just
finished writing ‘Don’t Look Back'. And in that lyric is the phrase
‘Go Forth With Faith’, which is also the title of President
Hinkley’s biography. I have often thought a song with this title
would be well suited to this tune, so I sat down to give it a try.
This tune is widely used for both sacred and secular songs - the
LDS Hymnal uses it for the hymn ‘Be Still My Soul’. Scriptures to
support verse three include Psalms 23:6, Isaiah 40:28-31, and
D&C 89:18-21.

—————
Go forth with faith, that
He may walk with thee;

Trust in His word, that he might lead thee on.

Though dark the way, have faith that He can see

The furthest point; that He will lead thee on.

Go forth with faith, with nothing wavering;

Hold to His voice, and to his whispering.



In all you do, act as He would have you -

Obey His words in effort and in deed.

Let actions prove the faith inside of you,

That all might be counted as righteous deeds.

In all you do, serve Him with all your might -

In all your ways, make His will your delight.



Then with His love, tenderly enfolding,

He’ll bear thee up, o’er mountains and valleys -

He’ll give thee strength to run without tiring;

Wisdom to spare; Knowledge-filled treasuries.

Then with His love, His goodness and mercy,

With Him you’ll dwell through all eternity.










God Does not Watch Us From Afar


2008; Common Meter;
This is my most courteous reply to Bette Midler's
smash hit 'From a Distance'.

—————
God does not watch us
from afar,

detached and unimpressed,

Upon some far-flung cloud-filled sky,

reclined in blissful rest.



He walks each darkened path with us;

His word a lamp so bright -

And when our heart and hopes give out

He holds us through the night.



He guides us up each steepened slope;

protects us from each fall -

He pilots us on angry seas

through every storm and squall.



His whispers, heard by humbled ears,

comfort, direct, and lead;

His hand, as seen by willing eyes,

is there for those in need.



Dear Father, ever lead me on;

Hear Thou my humble plea!

To Thee I give control to lead

me home, to dwell with Thee.










God Made the Flowers / Heaven For You and
Me


Bruce T. Forbes and Mary Ann Crall; Music by Fast
Sundae; copyright 2000 by all parties;
A young woman in one of my musician e-mail groups
presented us with a chorus, but she said she couldn’t come up with
any verses to go with it. She asked for our help. This is what I
wrote. But she was after a sweet love song, and Janet Clayton Sloan
wrote beautiful lyrics for her. But Fast Sundae, being the
fun-loving guys they are, wrote two tunes for this version and
recorded both - hence the two titles.

——————
God made the flowers;
God made the trees

He made the birds; He made the bees

He made the water; He made the sand

He made the sky; He made the land



Chorus:
God made heaven for you
and me

Knowing our love would last for eternity

He knew our love

Would rise high above

He knew our love would soar

Touching Heaven's silver shore

But most of all

He knew our hearts

Would entwine and never part

That’s why God made heaven for you and me


God allows trials; God allows
fears

He allows pain; He allows tears

He sends His love to wipe tears away

He sent me you to ease the way



On wings of love we two will soar

Flying high to that blissful shore

Hand holding hand; heart holding heart

You are my for-ever sweetheart



You are my song; You are my hymn

Without your love, my life was grim

While in your arms I find such peace

I know our flight will never cease










God of All Power


2005; written to the 'John Dunbar Theme' from
"DANCES WITH WOLVES"; metering: 9-9-9-9;
my first attempt at writing specifically a praise
hymn

——————
God of all power; Lord
of all might -

Leads us in daylight; guards us by night.

Granter of Mercy; Granter of Grace -

Bids us to ever se-ek His face.



God of our country; Lord of our land -

Leads us forever by His strong hand.

Source of all knowledge; Source of all light -

Guides through His Spirit, glor'ous and bright.



God of the Righteous; Lord of all good -

Strengthens our souls to live as He would.

Fount of all beauty; Fount of all joy -

Praising Thy name, our voices employ.



God of our Fathers, to Thee we pray

With grateful hearts we seek Thee each day.

As did our fathers, faithful and true,

We seek Thy bidding; Thy will to do.










O God of Israel, Hear Our Voice


2004; Long Meter; This
is one of those texts I intended to have go one way, but, as it
almost 'wrote itself', it turned itself around and showed me where
it wanted to go. I do not object to the journey! My intent was a
text about the future greatness of the House of Israel with Jehovah
as its King, but somehow Covenants and the renewing of them
appeared to want to turn this into a Sacrament song. And, as we
read the words of Isaiah and Jeremiah and the other prophets, we
understand the House of Israel that will be ready to welcome the
Messiah at His return will be a 'Covenant People'.

——————
O God of Israel, hear
our voice;

For in Thy presence we rejoice -

Thy holy face, turn Thou our way;

Thy coming, Lord, do not delay.



We, gath'ring unto Israel, still,

Assemble on Thy holy hill -

See now the sacrifice we bring

To give to Thee, our only King.



Our hearts, undone by sin and greed,

We bring to Thee to heal and lead -

Our spirits, now contrite and meek,

Wish only for Thy ways to seek.



Thy bread and water, may we take,

And pledge all evil to forsake -

Becoming now a godly race,

And worthy of Thy love and grace.



Renewing cov'nants with Thee, Lord,

May Israel now, with one accord,

Thy throne, Thy kingdom, soon restore;

And praise Thy name forever more?










God's Kingdom Is Restored


2004; Short Meter - 6-6-8-6;
The dedication of the rebuilt Apia Samoa temple and
the bicentennial of Joseph Smith's birth, beginning the Restoration
of the Gospel, both happening in the same year, is just too much
for us artists to keep silent - too many parallels! This was
originally titled "God's Fullness Is Restored", but I like the new
title better. This placed as an Award of Merit (2nd Place) in the
2006 LDS Church Music Submission in the Hymn Text Category.

——————
God's kingdom is
restored

In these, the Latter Days!

Lo! Zion, in her splendor shines;

'Tis beauty to our gaze.



His angels have returned,

Proclaiming every word

Of knowledge lost but now restored -

Their voices once more heard.



The walls of Zion rise

'Midst rubble from the past -

O Zion, refuge from the world,

Forever may she last!



As one our hearts have turned

To hear the angels' song,

And in support of Zion's cause

We ever will stand strong.










Good Shepherd, Wilt Thou Look for
Me?


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6;
written at the same time as "The Shepherd Ever
Seeks His Flock"

——————
Good Shepherd, wilt Thou
look for me,

So lost and all alone?

Wilt Thou leave ninety-nine for me;

Make me one of Thine own?



I will search out each of My sheep

With My great shepherd’s love -

Gathering them and bringing them,

To Love’s great throne above.



Good Shepherd, when we are gathered,

What can we do to show

Our love and praise and gratefulness

For Grace Thou hast bestowed?



Thou must search out each of My sheep

With My great shepherd’s love -

Gathering them and bringing them,

To Love’s great throne above.



Good Shepherd, we will feed Thy sheep;

Bind wounds and heal their ills -

That we may come as One to Thee

Find joy that ever fills.



We will search out each of Thy sheep

With Thy great shepherd’s love -

Gathering them and bringing them,

To Love’s great throne above.










Grace Me Guide


2000; Common Metering 8-6-8-6 - Suggested Tune:
"Ballerma"; This is the motto for
Clan Forbes of Scotland.

——————
Grace Me Guide and show
the way

To He who gave me life;

Let His love lead through all my days,

Through times of joy and strife.



Grace Me Guide and build my Faith

In He who gave His life;

Let His love guide that I may live

Worth’y of His sacrifice.



Grace Me Guide and guard my heart

From hardness and from hate;

Let His love ever guide my path,

So narrow and so strait.



Grace Me Guide and keep my hands

Doing His work and will -

Let His love ever strengthen me,

His mission to fulfill.



Grace Me Guide and watch my tongue

That it may cause no strife -

Let His love ever guide my tongue

To speak His words of Life.



Grace Me Guide, guard the dark path

My feet are sure to tramp -

Let His love lead all my poor steps

Through darkness as a lamp.



Grace Me Guide and lead me home

To He who gave me life;

Let His love lead through all my days,

Through times of joy and strife.










Halfway Home to Heaven


2005; written on my
50th birthday; written as a Country Gospel hymn where the chorus is
sung and the verses are recited.

——————
Chorus
(sung)
I'm halfway home to
Heaven

I'm halfway home, to stay.

I'm halfway home to Jesus

I'm on my way; on my way.


(Spoken)

I'm halfway home to Heaven

But there's still so much to learn!

From treasures undiscovered

By those whose hearts don't yearn

To learn of things Eternal

Or hold God's love as their goal

That they might, someday, return

To Heaven, a better soul.


Chorus
(sung)



(Spoken)

I'm halfway home to Heaven

But there's still so much to say!

Like "Sorry" to everyone

That I've hurt along the way …

And "Thank You" to the patient

Who have taught and guided me …

And "Come" to those still searching

For a bright Eternity.


Chorus
(sung)



(Spoken)

I'm halfway home to Heaven

But there's still so much to do!

Although He knows I love Him

Got to prove my love is True!

The hungry and the weary -

They still need my helping hand!

The lost, lonely, and frightened -

Must give them strength to stand!


Chorus
(sung)










Handmaiden


2000; I know I'm only
a man, but if by chance I was going to try to express what I
thought Mary might have been thinking after the Annunciation, this
is what I'd write:

——————
I had heard of
angels

As beings who appeared to important people -

Prophets like Moses or Daniel;

Generals like Joshua or Deborah -

Never to such common girls as myself!



"Favored above all other women";

That's what the angel had said.

Me? I'm just a girl;

And very unremarkable.



With child? Impossible! I have never…

But yes; the LORD can do anything.

And if He can do anything,

Then why did the angel speak

As if the LORD needed my consent?



Of course I thought of the public shame

Of family members who would reject me

Of the husband-to-be who would scorn me

And maybe even stone me.



Did it occur to me that I could have refused?

Yes!

But I am but the handmaiden of the LORD

Could I have refused He who gave me breath?



The Messiah? Can it be?

Never would I have thought

I would ever see Him in the Flesh, much less…

A Mother; I'm going to be a mother!



What will it feel like?

I only ask one thing, LORD -

Please, let Joseph believe.










He Who Bears Three Names


2003; Jews, Muslims,
and Christians all three worship the same Being, and yet His Name
and His teachings as taught by each group - and of course, His real
estate - have been the greatest source of contention on this earth.
Why? Lest you think my political views have drastically changed -
they have not; they can still be summed up by proudly waving the
U.S. and the Israeli flags… but I still dream of a day that we all
can live in peace.

——————
Pray for the peace of
Jerusalem

And for His children living there -

That Peace may become the heritage

Of that city, so ancient and fair.



Let those who walk the narrow stone streets

Pause quietly to hear the prayers,

Spoken to He Who Bears Three Names,

As they echo through markets and squares.



Open ears to the words of their books -

Holy scriptures that prophesy Peace -

A Peace that will only come to pass

When love and brotherhood find an increase.



Open their eyes that they all might see

That their hopes and dreams are all one!

To stand before Him with a clean heart

Is considered by each a victory won!



Open hearts that they might understand

Unconditional love He proclaims -

Only when we as brothers join hands

Can we hope to approach …



He Who Bears Three Names.










He’ll Be Coming In His Glory


2001; to the tune of "She’ll Be Coming ‘Round the
Mountain"; Okay, Latter-day Saints
don’t have tent revivals… but I couldn’t help myself…

——————
He’ll be coming in His
glory when He comes

He’ll be coming in His glory when He comes

Not a baby anymo-re; but a King forevermo-re

He’ll be coming in His glory when He comes



He’ll be bringing all the angels when he comes

He’ll be bringing all the angels when he comes

With their golden trumpets blowing the Lord's pow'r they'll be
showing

He’ll be bringing all the angels when he comes



All the righteous will be caught up when He comes

All the righteous will be caught up when He comes

Then the world will burn like stubble and the wicked will be
rubble

All the righteous will be caught up when He comes



We will all rejoice to see Him when He comes

We will all rejoice to see Him when He comes

We will wash His feet with te-ars as He wipes out all our
fe-ars

We will all rejoice to see Him when He comes



Then Eternal Peace will re-ign when He comes

Then Eternal Peace will re-ign when He comes

Little lambs and mighty lions will then know the Peace of
Zi-on

Then Eternal Peace will re-ign when He comes

—————————
Doctrinal Note: The
being "caught up" as referred to in this lyric is not the "Rapture"
taught by some churches, but the lifting up of all the righteous on
the day of His Coming. See 1 Thessalonians 4:16-17; D&C
88:96-97, D&C 101:31, D&C 109:75.










His Grace


2000

——————
I have never
believed

I have done more than He

In effecting my salvation.



I have never believed

I have done more then He

In effecting my exaltation.



For I must have Faith

In what He has done;

In what He is doing;

In what He has yet to do

For me.



And all my thoughts

And all my words

And all my deeds

Must illustrate

And animate

My faith

In His thoughts

and words

And deeds -

Thus, my deeds

Must be His deeds.



Even so,

All my Faith

And all my Works

Pale in the light

Of His Grace.










His Hands


2001; One of my
favorite places in the entire world is the rotunda in the Visitors
Center on Temple Square in Salt Lake City, where I love to go to
sit and bath in the majesty of the CHRISTUS statue and the
incredible mural of the universe that surrounds it. With its
outstretched hands, it so expresses Christ’s invitation for all to
come to Him. How could one gaze upon that statue and not think of
the Messiah’s hands?

——————
His hands - Would
cleanse the temple with a whip,

While gently, kindly leading all who seek.

His hands - Would calm the storms and still the waves,

While lifting one whose faith had proven weak.



His hands - Could move, creating Heav’n and Earth

Then turn to lift a tired heart to dream.

His hands - Could give life to Creation,

Then with His endless love each soul redeem.



His hands - So rough and coarse from work and toil;

But oh, so soft upon the broken heart.

His hands - So tired and worn from each day’s chore,

But still reaching out, God’s love to impart.



His hands - Were pierced by na-ils, fierce

That our hearts and souls might at length be healed.

His hands - Were stilled and halted by the cross,

That death would finally be forced to yield.



His hands – Could grasp the hands of men he’d healed,

Yet gently wipe away the widows’ tears.

His hands - Could eas’ly pull the fishers’ nets,

Yet tenderly dispel all earthly fears.



His hands – Strengthened with all godly power,

Yet calm and gentle as a morning hymn.

His hands – Are open still, and outstretched wide,

Inviting all mankind to follow Him.










His Peace, His Light


2003; Metering: Long Metering 8-8-8-8;
Written for a Hymn Text Search with a theme of
"calling the church to seek for peace".

——————
God's peace He brought
into the world,

But not the peace the world looked for -

The troubled heart, the fearing soul

He came to heal forever more.



Because the world rejected peace,

They'll never find what most they seek -

Their hearts must turn, their eyes must see

His outstretched hands, so calm, so meek.



We stand as candles for God's peace;

Shining with one united might;

To gather others to this flame,

Becoming one in truth and light!



O Lord, may we shine in Thy sight,

Thy grace renewing minds and hearts -

That lion and lamb at last may know

The peace Thy Son alone imparts?










His Shoulders Are Broad


2005; a special thanks
to "Radio Delilah" for reminding millions of faithful listeners
that - "His shoulders are broad enough to take whatever we can give
Him".

——————
When all the wrong
things we have done weigh heavy on the heart,

And when we have discovered that we aren't so very smart -

When godly sorrow works its way to help us change our ways,

But fear and doubt holds back the heart from turning pain to
praise,

Remember His shoulders are broad - enough to bear the load.



Chorus: His shoulders are broad
enough to bear all of our sorrow.

His arms are sturdy enough to bear all anguish and pain.

His heart is tender enough to comfort the tears we shed.

His shoulders are broad enough to carry us on our way.


When all the toils of mortal
life wear out our heart and mind,

And comfort for our weary soul becomes so hard to find -

When hopelessness then overpow'rs all of our hopes and
dreams,

And life comes crashing down on us - or so it surely
seems …

Remember His shoulders are broad - enough to bear the load.


His shoulders are broad enough
to bear all of our sorrow.

His arms are sturdy enough to bear our anguish and pain.

His heart is tender enough to comfort each tear we shed.

His shoulders are broad enough to carry
us …

… Carry us on our
way.










House of Bread - and the Bread of
Life


1993; I was able to
visit Bethlehem the first time I was in Israel (1993). This poem
expresses one of the things I had never realized - that Bethlehem
is so close to Jerusalem - it's one thing to see it on a map; it's
another to actually travel the very short distance.

——————
Bethlehem lay only five
miles

From the great city of Jerusalem.

Being a farming town, with fields full of wheat,

Much of its energy was spent

Feeding the hungry of that noble city.

Only five miles from the
temple

The Messiah was born in a humble stable.

And at times of Gathering, He was in that temple,

Where much of His energy was spent

Feeding the hungry of that noble city.










How Can the Savior Love Me?


2001; Suggested Tune: "Ramoth";
Romans 1:16 and 5:5 (and a few life experiences)
were my inspiration for this.

——————
How can the Savior love
me

After all He suffered through?

How can He still care for me

With a love so strong and true?



Through the Garden’s agony;

And the nails through His flesh -

Speaks of power to man unknown;

Speak of strength so pure and fresh.



Then at His great Judgment Bar -

That He’d stand for all to see

As my own Mediator

When Justice stands to claim me!



How can He be willing?

How can He not be ashamed

To extend divine Mercy

To one who’s caused Him such pain?



No, I will never forget;

Ashamed I will never be!

Only through His gospel plan

Salvation ever calls me!



For He is the power

My salvation’s only spring -

My Author and Finisher;

Savior, Redeemer, and King.










How Easy Are the Words of Christ


2005; Common Meter; based on Alma 37:44-47 and
Matthew 11:28-30

——————

How easy are the words of Christ

Which bring Eternal Life!

They will forever chart the course

Beyond all mortal strife.



They mark a strait, eternal path

To everlasting joy -

A compass to a better world

His presence to enjoy.



They lighten every burden, 'till

His yoke we scarcely feel -

All meek and lowly souls find rest -

Their hearts and minds to heal.



His words will lift each tired gaze

Unto the place reserved

For those who ever follow Him,

His every word observed.



Come, search among the words of Christ;

To ev'ry one give heed -

Come, write them in your heart and mind

And follow where they lead.










How Sweet the Savior's Rest


2005; Short Meter; a
simple yet oft-forgotten message we need to remember in this
over-stressed world we live in… and it was written on one of those
days…

——————
How sweet the Savior's
rest

How sweet the Savior's rest

Come to his arms; Come to His fold

How sweet the Savior's rest.










Humpty Dumpty's Wall


as retold by Sergeant Bruce T. Forbes, USAF;
copyright 1992; Scott Air Force Base,
Illinois, home of the Military Airlift Command (the folks who
brought us the Berlin Airlift), received a piece of the fallen
Berlin Wall. I visited it often, hoping for some sort of poetic
revelation to express the joy of the fallen wall. But, alas, this
was all that ever came.

——————
Humpty Dumpty built a
great wall -

Humpty's wall took a great big fall.

All the king's horses and all the king's men

Will never put up that wall again.










"I AM"


1995; Metering: 10-9-10-9;
This is my testimony that Jesus is the Messiah. To
be sung in a Full-Gospel way.THIS NEEDS AN ACCOMPANYMENT!

——————
"I AM" (I AM) - He who
was in the Beginning;

"I AM" (I AM) – He who said ‘Let there be Light’.

"I AM" (I AM) - He who gave the Law to Moses;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who completed the Law.



"I AM" (I AM) - He who opened up the waters;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who walked upon the sea.

"I AM" (I AM) - He who rained Manna on Israel;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who is the Bread of Life.



"I AM" (I AM) - He who led all Israel homeward;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who lead's God's children Home.

"I AM" (I AM) - He who bought freedom for Israel;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who ransomed Mankind free.



"I AM" (I AM) - He who breathed life at Creation;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who raised the dead to life.

"I AM" (I AM) - He who gave life to the Captive;

"I AM" (I AM) - He who brought Eternal Life.










I Asked; I Sought; I Knocked


2001; Irregular Metering: 7-7-7-7-7-7 +
chorus; based on the several
scripture passages "Ask and it shall be given thee; seek and ye
shall find; knock and it shall be opened unto you."

——————
I asked, with a sincere
heart,

That I might learn of His way;

I asked, and He gave to me

His truths, as bright as the day;

I asked, and I was given

Heav’nly pow’r to obey.



Chorus: Just ask, ye will be
given;

Just seek, ye will surely find;

Just knock, it will be opened;

And all will be given thee.


I sought, all through the long
night

For just a trace of His path;

I sought, and He did lead me

Up the strait and narrow path;

I sought, and I- did find

All that the Father hath.



I knocked, with fer-vent hope -

And listened with all my might.

I knocked, and He- came in -

And brought with Hi-m His light.

I knocked, and I was given

All He hath as my birthright.



I asked, and He spoke to me

Quiet words that stilled my cry;

I sought, and He guided me

On His eagle wings did fly;

I knocked; He opened to me

The gates of His home on high.










I Covenant, Lord, to Follow Thee


2004; Long Metering: 8-8-8-8;
Suggested tune "Water Is Wide"; traditional English
folk melody. A Sacrament hymn text centered on the Latter-day Saint
teaching that as we take the bread and water we are renewing our
covenants with God. I originally wrote a Common Metering version,
but I loved the sound of this text to the grand old melody "Water
Is Wide" so much that I rewrote it into Long Metering to be a
companion to this melody. This is absolutely one of my favorites I
have written, and I acknowledge He Whose presence I felt while
writing - and rewriting – it.

——————
I covenant, Lord, to
follow Thee -

Thy footsteps shall I ever see

Through darkened times, through happy days,

While walking in Thy holy ways.



I take the bread, remembering

Thou paid the price to heal Death's sting -

Thy flesh was torn in pain and strife

To save from death; to give me life.



And through the water I recall

Thou rescued me from mankind's fall -

Thy sweated blood for my sins fell

That I may in Thy presence dwell.



Today my covenants I renew -

Make now my heart and mind anew.

And in Thy presence may I stay

While worshiping this holy day?










I Covenant to Remember Thee


Memorial Day, 2005; text by SSgt Bruce T. Forbes,
USAF, Retired; copyright 2005; Common Meter

——————

I covenant to remember Thee -

Who gave Thy life for mine;

Who fought for Mankind's Liberty -

Treasured gift so divine!



The price Thou paid was not in vain -

For Freedom still reigns True!

A debtor to Thy love I am -

Tell me - What can I do?



I will proclaim throughout the land

With missionary zeal

Honor and love for Freedom's song

That all may know and feel.



The widowed and the orphaned child -

All comfort and honor

I will bestow upon their heads;

Their needs I'll not ignore.



With heart and soul I will honor

Thy sacrifice for me -

Thy full measure of Devotion

Will stand - Eternally.










I Do Not Know


2001; Irregular Metering:
10-10-9-8-7-7-7; based on a testimony
I bore to my children concerning the Lord’s atonement

——————
In my youth I only asked
one question

About the Lord’s Atoning Sacrifice -

‘Why was that the price He had to pay?

Why did He have to bleed and die?

How could God demand this price?’

I did not know the answer,

But I’m grateful that He did.



Now that I am grown my question has changed

About the Lord’s Atoning Sacrifice -

‘How am I still worthy of the price?

How can he still find me of worth?

How can He love me that much?’

I do not know the answer,

But I’m grateful that He does.










I Have Not Faith


2006; Common Meter; I
have been going though one of those "windy, storm-tossed" periods
of life recently, and I haven't written anything new for at least
six months. But I wrote this today. I realized recently that the
Lord has more of a need for rowers and paddlers in His kingdom than
He does for water-walkers. This probably wouldn't be considered
much of a hymn today, but I've been researching old hymns again and
have hopefully written this in the beautiful style of the Olney
Hymnal (1779) time period. It is also inspired by wanting to do a
lyrical version of “Kenneserat”. Although I present it as six
verses in Common Meter, I think it could also fit well as three
verses in Common Meter Doubled.

——————
I have not faith to walk
upon

the windy, storm-tossed sea -

So from my fragile boat's safe seat

His coming I will see.



Though seated, idle I am not -

the Lord can use me still!

Both hands are firmly on the oars

with all my strength and skill.



And with my hands upon the oars

I know I serve Him well,

For many weak and weary souls

in my poor boat do dwell!



The Lord's strong arm I'll ever be

in helping them survive

The storms and trials of this life

while for His shore we strive.



How rarely does He call us out

to walk upon a wave -

But pleads to keep us at the oars,

His weary sheep to save.



So in my craft I am content

to serve with all my might -

O Savior, ever guide my way

through mortal life's dark night!










I Lift Mine Eyes


2004; based on Psalms 121-123 & Isaiah 2:2-4;
Metering: Common Meter Double (CMD)

——————
I lift mine eyes
unto His hill, from whence comes Heaven's aid,

Distilled upon the true in heart whose hopes shall never fade
-

For on His hill He slumbers not, but watches night and day

O'er faithful pilgrims who ascend His strait and narrow way.



Rejoicing, then, let us ascend as brothers, sisters – One,

To gather with His chosen seed, first mortal trials won.

There, from His throne, shall come the Peace the world will never
know

Until they too seek out the Lord and in His ways then grow.



Upon His hill we will be taught the gospel's law of love,

And through this knowledge be endowed with power from Above

To be His ensign to the world, proclaiming all His ways

To all who'll come to Zion's mount and raise their voice in
praise.



Unto Thee, Lord, I lift mine eyes - unto Thy holy place.

I keep Thee ever in my sight; I ever seek Thy face.

Have mercy, Lord, as I traverse, through darkened night and
day,

The path upon Thy holy hill - Thy strait and narrow
way.










I Will Not Judge


2001; Irregular Metering: 10-8-9-10 +
chorus; This was written in total,
angry defiance of those who condemned me for not in turn condemning
a mother in Texas who killed her children while suffering from
horrible depression. I actually lost friends over my refusal to
condemn her!!! I am not God; I did not know what was going on in
her mind. I will not judge someone suffering a mental disease. You
can’t make me do it.

——————
I will not judge what I
don’t understand,

And I don’t understand a lot -

Since I cannot read my brother’s thoughts,

Can I know when to condemn him or not?

I do not know if he’s sick or unwell,

And can not be thinking ri-ght -

But Jesus knows everything about him;

Who else can judge with such merciful light?



Chorus: So I will let the Lord judge
them,

And I won’t interfere at all!

But I will love and forgive them,

Bearing their burdens, lest they fall.


The Lord commands that I must
forgive all,

No matter how my brother acts!

The Lord will forgive whom he will forgive,

But He has reminded me of the fact -

That everyone one on this earth is His child,

And their burdens I must make light.

I’ll lift my brother with love unfeigned,

That all may stand in his glorious light.










Icons


1998; This is my trip
report from Podova, Italy.

——————
In wide-eyed
wonder

I pedaled up and down

the narrow streets and alleys

Of that famous city,

Reveling in the buildings

and the statutes

and the history

I had thought I would never see or feel.



Gleefully I bought postcards

To capture the sights

That I might always remember

The beauty

and the history

and the feeling

Of that city.



There were poor in that city

That was so rich in history -

So rich in history

That I could not see the present:

A very old woman selling icons

And looking so very tired and cold

As she sat on that ancient sidewalk.



I did not buy her icons –

I wanted pictures of other things.

The stonework of her sidewalk

Was more interesting to me

Than a mere Daughter of God.



Today I don’t even look at those postcards -

I don't even think I still have them -

Because all I see in them

Is a very old woman

Who looked so very tired and cold

Whose icons I did not buy -



My only memory of that city

Of such great art and architecture

Is the regret

Of not buying

Icons.










I’m Not Ashamed


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6 - Suggested Tune:
"Abiding Grace"; When my parents gave
me my first Bible, my mother had me turn to Romans 1:16 and
underline it. It is still the first passage I underline whenever I
purchase a new Bible. This was written at the same time as "How Can
the Savior Love Me?"

——————
I’m not ashamed of my
Savior

Or what he’s done for me -

His bounteous mercy turned me ‘round;

His works have set me free.



He paid the price for all my sins,

Death’s tomb he opened wide -

He picked me up and showed the way,

His grace became my guide.



He bought me with a price, so dear,

I never can repay –

His faithful servant I’ll remain,

His trust I won’t betray.



I’m not ashamed of my Savior

Or His salvation’s pow’r -

His gospel is the living rock

I’ll lean on ev’ry hour.










In God We Trust


2000; Common Metering 8-6-8-6

——————

In God we trust; in God we hope -

In His son’s name we pray.

While through this darkened world we grope,

They’ll always show the way.



In God we trust, though dark the way

His unseen hand will guide.

And when this world upon us weighs,

Within His light we’ll stride.



In God we trust; His words we’ll heed -

His words that bring us life.

To His commands our lives we’ll cede -

We’ll then live without strife.



In God we trust to show the way

Back to our home on high -

Straight is His path; narrow His way;

We’ll make it by-and-by



In God we trust, on Him we’ll wait;

For His time we will bide

That we may soar emancipate -

Upon His wings we’ll glide.



In God we trust our hearts and souls;

We trust our life and limb.

We give our lives to His control

So we’ll become like Him.










In One Single Act


2001; This was one of
those life-changing, startling realizations for me, so I thought
I’d share it… The fact that it turned out to be my first chiasmus
is a twist of fate with which I am thrilled.

——————
In one single act

  Jesus atoned for both

    The pains and sorrows

      Of the offended

        And the offender -

          Which is why
we must

           
Ever keep a place

          For
Forgiveness to

        Enter in our
hearts.

      This act will show Him

    That we recognize

  The acts of Healing

And of Forgiving

Are a single act.










In the Eye of the Storm


2001; suggested tune: "Moody"

——————

In the eye of the storm there is calm;

In the calm of the storm there is peace;

In the peace of the storm there is He

In Whose arms Peace and Calm will not cease.










Ingathering


2001; The Festival
known to many of us as "Booths" has three distinct names which help
define its meaning. First, the ‘Feast of Booths’ (Sukkot) is a
reminder of Israel’s life-long journey after the Exodus from Egypt.
Second, as the ‘Holiday of the Ingathering’, it marks the final
harvest of the agricultural year. Third, as the ‘Season of Joy’, it
reminds us that "Those who sow in tears shall reap in joy, He who
continually goes forth weeping, bearing seed for sowing, Shall
doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with
him." (Psalms 126:5-6, New King James Version).

——————
Called from
idolatry

And from sin,

Those who heard the call

Lived a lifetime of fragile lives

In fragile booths

As they traversed the deserts of life

As He led them to the place

Of the Ingathering harvest.



His Son came among them there,

Continuing to call the listeners

From idolatry

And from sin.



With lifetimes as fragile

As their father’s booths,

Those who heard the call

Traversed the deserts of life

As they gathered

Into one fold.



And as the Ingathering continues

We come closer to the great

Season of Joy

When all are gathered

From idolatry

And sin.



On that day,

The fragile booths will be

But a memory

As He comes to dwell

With His harvested ones

Within His holy House.










Into the Strom


2000; This was written
at the end of a drive across the country, the last part of it
following the four great trails - the Mormon, Oregon, California,
and Pony Express Trails. I also wrote "Trail of Tears" at this
time.

——————
"How can you drive into
this storm so calmly?"

Asked my wife

As we turned the van to face

The violence

Of a mid-western storm -

Rain in sheets was being driven by gale winds -

Tornadoes are common in these storms.



I thought of those who had gone before -

Those who forged the first trails

To where we were headed.



We were encased in metal and glass

And had a radio and tape player

And a heating and air conditioning system

And hand-held computer games.



And, I would arrive at my destination in only three days,

No matter the weather.



They only had a wooden wagon with a canvas top -

Their music came at the end of the day

If they weren’t too tired to sing.

Their heating and air conditioning

Was an open tent flap and a camp fire.

They would not arrive for three months.

And from the storms, there was no protection.



How could I drive into that storm?

Well, with a lot less faith than it took for them to do so -

For I had roads and maps and road signs,

And I had radio stations dedicated

To keeping me informed of the weather and traffic.

How could I drive into that storm?

With a lot less fear than they had -

For if the storm got too bad,

I could find a comfortable motel

Or a mall full of stores

Or a fast-food restaurant

To hold up in for the night.



How could I drive into that storm?

With a deep, abiding appreciation

For those who went ahead

And prepared the way.










Iosepa


2000; Before the Laie
Hawaii temple, Saints from the South Pacific immigrated to Salt
Lake to be near a temple. Because of a lack of western education,
many ended up in the slum section of town. To improve their lot,
the church leaders helped them organize their own community; a
place where they would be on a more-equal footing with each other.
It was named "IOSEPA", which is the Hawaiian for ‘Joseph’. Here
they lived until the announcement of a temple in Hawaii, at which
time many moved there. In 2010 I visited this place and thought of
those I knew in Hawaii who were descendants of those buried there
and of the legacy of Faith Iosepa represents to all Lateer-day
Saints.

——————
We all looked back as
the morning mist

Took the green island from our view

The old and young closed their eyes to pray

That we were traveling with God.



Chorus: We left our island
paradise

Our green home by the sea

In Utah’s desert we’ve found a place

Close to God’s temples we can be.


The land was bare, the bright
sun so hot;

No sea breeze to cool our brow

Our children cried for the palms and leaves

And the beautiful lagoons.



Our families at altars gathered

Were bound by God’s own priesthood

There we remained over thirty years

Learning well of Godly things



The prophet saw our diligence, strong

And asked God to reward us

Now sailing home, we all look ahead

To temples, Polynesian



Chorus: Now to our island
paradise

Our green home by the sea

Utah’s desert now we leave behind

Close to God’s temple we will be.










Jehovah Is My Shepherd, Fair


2004; based on Psalm 23; Common Metering - 8-6-8-6;
Suggested tunes: Ortonville; St. Agnes

——————

Jehovah is my shepherd, fair,

With Him there is no fear -

His path I'll follow all my life;

Only His voice I'll hear.



His pastures ever green and calm,

Where I may find true rest -

There flows His streams of water, still,

Those who partake are blest.



My soul He'll touch; my soul restore,

Upon paths strait and sure.

His name I'll praise forevermore

While in His arms, secure.



His staff will lead, though dark the way

And near to death we roam;

His rod protecting every step

As He leads me toward home.



As worldly foes all laugh and scorn,

A meal He will prepare -

With oil anoint His treasured guests;

O'rflowing cups He'll share.



All that is good and filled with Grace

Shall ease my journey's way -

And in His house I'll find a place

On Resurrection's day.










Jehovah, the God of my Country


2004; Irregular Metering: 9-9-9-9; written July 4,
2004 - a Sunday; I revel in the words
of the Doctrine and Covenants and the words of the modern prophets
concerning my God, Country, my Flag, and the Constitution. Today in
Sacrament Meeting these words began to form, and when I got home, I
completed them.

——————
Jehovah, the god of my
country -

To Thee all my praises I'll rai-se

Thy name I'll uphold; I'll tread Thy way;

Thy wisdom I'll seek through all my days.



Thine ensign I ever will lift up -

Where Thy gospel once found its rebirth -

As a signal of Thy lasting grace

For all Thy children upon the earth.



I'll stand a Watchman on Freedom's tow'r

To guard what Thou hast given me- -

Thy Constitution I will revere

As a covenant between me and Thee.



Jehovah, the god of my country -

May I ever stand fast with Thee

As Thy loving arms are ever spread

Across this land from sea to sea?










Journey's End


2004; Long Meter: 8-8-8-8;
Christians should always take heart over life's
long journey, because they have chosen the best of traveling
companions!

——————
Though long the path may
ever be,

And journey's end you cannot see,

Take heart and know He's always there -

All your life's burdens He will bear.



Forever though your footsteps be,

He's leading you, He's leading me.

His voice, His hands - they ever guide;

With Him we'll journey side by side.



See! His footsteps ever treading;

Strait and narrow, ever leading -

His way, His truth, His light to gain;

In mercy's arms to live again.










Judge and Jury


2002; Last year I
wrote several pieces about judging; my reactions to the Andrea
Yates case in Texas. This was written the morning after the jury
reached its decision. My opinion has lost me friends, but I stand
by my opinion.

——————
The Jury has
spoken

And the woman is led away

To face a guilty future.

The Jury prays for mercy

In case they are right,

And for forgiveness

In case they are wrong.



But the sentence

The judge must now hand down

Will last but for a moment,

And then the woman will stand

Before a Judge

Who will need no jury,

No expert Witnesses,

And no video tapes

Of the Crime Scene -



This Judge

Will have the one single

Shred of testimony

The mortal Judge and Jury

Could never discover

In all its glorious truth -



The heart and mind

of the defendant

At the time

The crime was committed.

That is why He,

And not we,

Is the Great Eternal Judge,

While we merely do

The best we can.










Just One Voice


2004; in memory of the
passing of former President Ronald Reagan… Being from California, I
watched him first as Governor and then as President. I still think
it's a shame Golda Meir or Margaret Thatcher couldn't have been his
Vice-President…

——————
He was just one
voice

In unfriendly territory -

But he made his voice heard,

No matter what.



And soon people began to listen

To that one voice -

And such things they heard!



He spoke words we had not heard in our own lifetime -

He spoke of a love for his country

That we had not heard

From such a public figure

In many, many years.

And he made us proud

To be Americans.



He spoke of his beloved country

As a Shining City on a Hill -

And then lead us up that path

Of such great responsibility.



He spoke of hope for the world

And then met with the enemy

To make it happen:

Two grandfathers

Talking as grandfathers

About their grandchildren -

And the missiles lowered

And a curtain parted

And a wall fell.



He spoke of a document

As if it were inspired,

And he tried to run his government

As if that document were indeed inspired.

He spoke unashamedly of his belief

That He Who Rules All Things

Was He who guided him -

And hoped He would guide all of us.



In the twilight of his life

He was robbed of the knowledge

That we remember him

And respect him

For both his words and for his actions.

But now, where he is at,

The veil of illness is removed,

And I am sure he is looking back

To see if we took his words seriously.



Let our Love of Country,

Our Love for a Constitution,

Our Love of Peace,

Our Love for He who Heals us from All Things,

Show him that his echo

Is still ringing.










Karen's Theme


2000; This piece of
music is the closing melody of Richard Carpenter’s second solo
album and is meant as a tribute to his sister Karen. I fell in love
with it as much as I fell in love with his sister when I was 15
years old. I’ve compared its beauty (for me) to the beauty of many
of the great John Williams themes. Many different ideas came to my
mind, including ‘Hello there, Friend of Mine…’ and "Where are You,
Friend of Mine?", but they led into too sad of places, so when this
idea came I went with it. The melody has two verses and a bridge,
but I wrote three verses.

——————
Far away - in the
light

I know her voice is ringing -

Angels and gods are listening,

Just like we used to listen…

Far away - in the light

Angels and gods are captured

By the voice which once captured us.



But down here - in the dark

Only her echo lingers

Like a flag upon the breeze

Her angel’s voice is calling…

But down here - in the dark

The echo is all we hear; all we have.



Heaven’s Wind - blow this way

For one last, brief shining moment

Open once your shining portal

And send her voice our way

Heaven’s Wind - Blow this way…

Share her voice with us once more.



Please share her voice
again…
____________________


Karen's Theme - More
Lyrics


by Bruce T. Forbes;
copyright 2000; I started out wanting
to write something using the "Now and Then" idea - perhaps to say
something about the lasting quality of the Carpenters' music. I had
no intention in using ‘Karen’s Theme‘ as I had already written
words to it that were very satisfying to me. But this is what
came.

——————
Now and then - I
recall

All of the beauty ‘round me,

And then I think of her voice

Singing just like an angel

Now and then - I recall

All of the beauty ‘round me

And then I hear her singing our songs -



She sang all of our secrets;

She sang all our joys -

She sang of all the joys of living…

I’ll remember her…

…Every now and then.



Now and then - I recall

All of the beauty I’ve known

Then her voice sings out to me

Just like it did the first time…

Now and then - I recall

All of the beauty I’ve know in this life time…



I’ll remember her voice…

…Every now and then.










Kenneserat


1995; written after visiting there.
This is the Hebrew name for the locale and lake we
Christians know as 'Galilee'. Lately I did a hymn version of this
theme and titled it "I Have Not Faith".

——————
My favorite picture of
Jesus

Is one in which

He is standing,

Not walking,

On the water

While the storm-tossed boat

Is doing its best

To reach Him.



This picture

Has helped me realize

That I cannot

Just hold on

And think to ride out

The storms of life -

I must,

At least,

paddle.










Lamentation for Bethlehem


2001; I do not think
the horror of Bethlehem could ever be written. But these are my
thoughts of the day Herod thought to hold on to his throne.

——————
I do not think it was
only the children

Who died in Bethlehem

That awful day -

I am sure a cry rose up across the town

As mothers and children fled from the squares in horror,

Emptying the marketplace -

Fruits and vegetables abandoned

And dinner plans unfulfilled…

I am sure Fathers forsook the fields

And abandoned the flocks

As the women’s voices sounded the unholy alarm

From within the city walls,

Reverberating across the lonely hills.



Bethlehem was a poor town -

There were no secret rooms or passageways

In which to hide a child;

There were only one and two-room homes

With porches on the roof.



I do not think the babies were just handed over -

Nothing was done willingly…

I cannot believe many child died

That a parent did not also give their life…

We know of the babies who died

That a king might keep his throne,

But what do we know of the orphans

and widows

and widowers

who were left to curse the name

of Herod?

Herod wished for his name
to last forever…

… It will.










Layer of White


2000; This was written
on a snowy day. I normally hate snowy days, but on this snowy day
this idea came to me and I obediently wrote it down.

——————
I remember the first
time I saw the snow -

I was young them;

had just started school a year before.

Instead of lawn and meadow,

garden and field,

parking lot and playground,

The world was one -

all clothed in a purifying layer of white.



I thought of the snow the day I entered the temple.

I was young then;

had just been baptized a year before.

Instead of rich and poor,

Jew and gentile,

bond and free,

The world was one -

all clothed in a purifying layer of white.










The Least of Birds, the Sparrow
Small


2007; Meter: CMD;
written for a hymn search with the theme "The Least
of These"; meant to be a 'call to arms' for assisting the poor,
downtrodden, etc.

——————

The least of birds, the sparrow small,

is hardly worth our gaze

to watch; to follow where it goes

on lazy summer days.


Yet Christ our Lord nurtures this
bird;

His hand is ever near -

this loving kindness we must show,

holding each sparrow dear.



With ninety-nine all safe, secure,

within the shepherd’s fold,

He has set out to find the one who’s

lost, frightened, and cold.



Our Shepherd’s path we too must tread,

searching each town and street,

to bring each lost but precious lamb

to pastures calm and sweet.



True Christian! Join the Master’s search –

each sparrow, lamb to aide;

to nurture them, to help them stand

beside us, unafraid.



Spare not to do what He has done

for each, both large and small –

for as we serve the least of these,

we serve the Lord of All.










The Lesson


1998; to the tune of 'The Cowboys Lament' (Streets
of Laredo); This is a hauntingly
beautiful melody I have loved all my life. The verses in which the
stranger is explaining the Law and the Prophets are based on three
holy days of the Mosaic Law - Passover, Day of Atonement, and the
Feast of Tabernacles ('Booths').

——————
From Luke:



As I- walked down the long road to Emmaus;

As I- walked down to Emmaus that day -

I met a young rabbi all dressed in white linen;

All dressed in white linen and bright as the day.



"Old Father," he hailed me, "May I walk on with thee?

And news from the city - please tell it to me."

"Walk with me," I told him, "But news from the city-

It be-ars no good will for you or for me.



"The rabbi named Jesus - from Galilee's mountains -

They've beaten; they're tortured; they've hung on a tree.

This morning the body from his tomb has vanished;

His body has vanished, It's not to be seen."



"He's risen as promised," assured the young rabbi;

"He's risen to fulfill the Law and Prophets."

"Pray, tell me," I asked him in accent so earnest,

"How has he fulfilled all the Law and Prophets?"



Passover:



"As Firstborn of Israel, with blood He has marked us,

So angels of death will forever pass o'er;

As Passover Lamb He has freely delivered

His body as token our bondage is o'er.



Day of Atonement:



"Barabas - he still bears the dark sins of Israel;

And bears them far outside of Israel's camp;

But Jesus, Messiah, now stands by His Father -

Stands as our Atoner and Mediator.



Feast of Tabernacles; "Boothes"



"And while we yet wander through this life's long sojourn

He'll stand as our Refuge and Shelter from Sin -

To lead us, to guide us, to gather together

All those who will camp round His holy mountain.



From Isaiah:


"He's borne all our sorrows; He's
borne all our fe-ars;

And for our transgressions His body was pierced.

Chastisements He endured bring health to our spirits;

And by all His scourgings our bodies are healed."



Back to Luke:



Then just before sunset we re-ached Emmaus -

We found us a room with a meal prepared.

He took of the bread; He did bless and then brake it.

Then before our view His true face he did bare!



Oh, how my old heart did burn so strong within me

As I- ran swiftly to bear the glad news

That Jesus, Messiah, had fulfilled His mission

By opening Heaven to me and to you.



Admonition:



Let each of us walk the long road to Emmaus,

Discovering Jesus’ great love for us all -

That He Who was perfect would give His life for us

If only we’ll stand and respond to His call.










Let There Be Light


2000; ;Metering:
12-8-4-11-8; I want to write something fitting both Easter and
Christmas,and one of the mutual themes is that of Light.

——————
"Let there be
light", And a little baby was born

And with the birth, God?s light broke forth -

Bringing the Morn -

With the light as a guide Wise men near and far

Came to see the chi-ld so fair.


CHORUS:
Let us walk in the light of the Lord

Through daytime and through night

Let us walk in the light of the Lord

Forever in His light


"Let there be Light", And he-
went for-th to teach

And to those who Walked in dark paths

His light did reach -

They saw a great light; They came to behold

The Light and Life of the world.


"Let there be light", And the
stone was rolled away

And from the tomb Great light burst forth;

Angels did say -

"He- is not here; He has- risen";

The Light and the Life of the World.


"Let there be light", And the
Li-ght draws us to Him

To turn to Him; To worship Him;

To trust in Him

To become like Him ; That all may see Him -

The Light that brings the Dawn!



LET THERE BE LIGHT!










Let Us Go Up


2005; Meter: 10-8-8-10;
inspired by 1 Nephi 4:1-3 … President Hinkley
has asked the Saints to read the Book of Mormon before the New
Year, and I am doing so. I told myself 'no hymns; just read' …
and that lasted a whole four chapters - this passage just jumped
out at me and said 'write a hymn!'

——————
Let us go up, and gather
‘neath His wing -

There sheltered from all worldly harm;

Safeguarded by His mighty arm -

Let us go up, and gather 'round our King!



Let us go up - up to His holy place:

Faithful to His ev'ry command;

While guided by His gentle hand -

Let us go up, partakers of His grace!



Let us go up, and gather ‘round His throne -

Before Him there we'll kneel;

His glory there we'll see and feel -

Let us go up, and there be called His own!










A Light Came Forth


(Christmas Version)


2003; Double Long Metering
(8-8-8-8-8-8-8-8); Tune: "Jerusalem", William Blake, circa
1804; Most Americans would only know
this hymn tune from the movie "Chariots of Fire", but the hymn sung
to it is a very grand old English hymn, and these words just felt
right for it.

——————
'Let there be light',
and there was light -

A lamp to guide all mankind's feet.

Through valleys dark, o'er mountains heights,

To God's pasture secure and sweet.

A light came forth from Galilee;

In Him the light and life of man -

The way, the truth, and path so bright;

With humbled heart His course began.



A new day's dawned for all mankind,

Bringing mankind God's truth and light.

The dark dispelled; Evil restrained -

The path layed out to God's own height.

Help me, O Lord, Thy light to bear

Before the world, that they may see

The way the truth, Thy path so bright -

With humbled heart, may follow
Thee.
_________________


 A Light Came Forth
(Restoration Version)


also 2003

——————
'Let there be
light', and there was light -

A lamp to guide all mankind's feet.

Through valleys dark, o'er mountains heights,

To God's pasture secure and sweet.

A light came forth from Galilee;

In Him the light and life of man -

The way, the truth, and path so bright;

With humbled heart His course began.



A new day's dawned for all mankind,

Restoring all God's truth and light.

The dark dispelled; Evil restrained -

The way restored to God's own height.

Help me, O Lord, Thy light to bear

Before the world, that they may see

The way the truth, Thy path so bright -

With humbled heart, may follow Thee.










Little One of Mine


by Bruce T. Forbes and Mary Ann Crall; Music by
Janet Clayton Sloan; copyright 2000 by all parties;
This is the second chorus Mary Ann sent to me to
write some verses. I did tweak the chorus to fit the verses; I hope
she forgives me. The chorus just spoke to me about the love the
Savior has sown for us by taking upon Himself our sins, our fears,
our pains, and our troubles.

——————
My knees are shredded
from hitting the ground;

Both hands are bloody; with bandages bound.

My poor soul is sliced, cut as if with a knife -

The thoughts of my deeds leave me filed with strife.

Where can I turn to? To where can I run?

How can I erase all the things I’ve done?

Then through the darkness, a voice comes to me

And through it’s soft words do all my fears flee -



Chorus: Little One of mine, Please
don't cry

I know all your pain; I’ve felt all your pain

‘Cause in the Garden Your pains I took;

'Cause on the Cross, I was crucified

Let me stop your tears; Let me comfort your fears

Let me hold your hand, And together we’ll stand


My soul is shattered, my body
is rent;

My life is ruined, my spirit is spent.

How can I go on with this memory?

How can I forgive what they did to me?

To learn to forgive, this I can not do -

But I have to learn, this much I do know

Then through the darkness, a voice comes to me

And through it’s soft words does all my hate flee -



I hold him closely; he closes his eyes

And as his heart slows I want so to die

He is so little; and he is so pure

There is no reason, of this I am sure,

For him to return while sti-ll so young -

To pain and sorrow and misery I've clung.

Then through the sorrow, a voice comes to me

And through it’s soft words does all my pain flee -



He’s borne all sorrows; he borne all our grief

His body was broken for you and for me

His soul was shattered to he-al our own

Our lives He redeemed; Our future He owns

Although He owns us, His burden is light

Our soul is at rest; our future is bright.

And when I need Him, His voice comes to me

And through it’s soft words do all my tears flee
-










The Little Rise


2000; in memorial of
the announcement of the temple to be built beside the Winter
Quarters Cemetery in Omaha, Nebraska. dedicated to my
Great-Great-Grandmother, Polly Harris Chamberlain, who is buried
there, having died from childbirth - and to her mother, who is also
buried there.

——————

It is upon a quiet little rise

beside the wide, rolling river

that the statue stands -

a father and mother in bronze

gazing sadly at the child’s face

that will soon be covered over

by the grave.



It was a sad little rise

where those who were driven from their homes

buried their dead -

Those who died from the cold and the rain

of that harsh winter -

the winter of tents and mud huts

and hunger.



But, unlike the statue, it was not always the babe who was buried
-

Often it was also the mother

Who gave her life to begin a new one;

Or it was the father,

worn and weary from protecting both

from the elements

and the mobs.



Their homes, beside another wide, rolling river,

and at the foot of another rise,

were still warm and snug -

perfect places to bring new life into the world -

but they had been driven out,

and the families of those who had driven them

now gathered round those fireplaces

and enjoyed the warmth.



And on that other rise stood a great House of the Lord -

where those fathers and mothers and babes

had been united in a bond that the winter’s

damp and cold

would never break.



And now, that sad little rise

will no longer be sad -

For if that father and mother in bronze

could but lift their heads

they would watch another House of the Lord rise-

reminding all who come to seek their dead

that these families,

though parted temporarily in death,

LIVE FOREVER.










The Little River


1995; After visiting
Nazareth, we toured Kenneserat (Galilee), and then stopped at the
Jordan River on our way back to Tel Aviv. This is my feelings as we
stopped and walked the banks of the Jordan River.

——————
It is a shady, quiet
place

To which the guides bring the many pilgrims

To see and remember

What happened in that little river -

No one leaves without going to the quiet, still bank -

Some come to renew covenants made first in other streams;

Others come only to put their fingers in the slow, lazy
stream

And feel its power.



It there power in that little river?

It is humble; practically a stream - a lowly stable compared to a
king’s palace.



Is the power only in the memories of the pilgrim’s mind,

Or, like the lowly stable, is the real power the events which
occurred in the little river?



Many eyes glaze over as they touch the waters

And their memories take over -

Memories of the cleansing ordinance that began the Messiah’s
mission;

Memories of when they had followed the Messiah into the
water.

The eyes of my memory saw as the Creator of Heaven and Earth

Came to the bank of this little river

To have performed a saving ordinance He could not perform for
Himself

And of the example He set, obeying His own command.



Humility and Majesty combined that day -

He who created and gave life to all

Came to His cousin and asked

If the watery gate might be opened to Him.

Did these waters I am now touching tremble

As they enveloped their Creator’s body?



Did these waters pause,

Hoping to cling to Him just a little longer?

As I walked away with fingers dripping, I remembered the day I had
followed

The example set in this river so long ago,

And I renewed the promise to follow the footsteps He made

As He, too, walked away from this little river

Of such great power.










Lo! Zion in the Midst of Babylon


2006; PM: 10-6-10-6;
inspired by an address in the April 2006 LDS
General Conference

——————
Lo! Zion in the midst of
Babylon

Calls all to rise above

The false and dark traditions of the world -

To live in Truth and Love.

The temple of Jehovah's mighty throne,

A shining, glorious hill -

It calls to all who would be pure in heart;

'Tis calling to us still!



The world's coarse voices cannot penetrate

The Peace His Spirit gives

To pilgrims striving upward, toward the throne -

Where God and Jesus lives!

With hearts united we shall live as one,

Forsaking worldly ways;

Each brother, sister, cared for - He will grant

True Peace through all our days.










The Lord Shall Bless


2005; based on Matthew 5:1-12 & 3 Nephi 12:1-12;
Common Meter or Common Meter Doubled;
this is a continuation of my learning
the art of psalmody. This is a psaltery retelling of the Beatitudes
as contained in Matthew chapter 5 and from 3 Nephi in the Book of
Mormon. Other translations of the Holy Bible were also consulted
for alternate and perhaps more-accurate translations of specific
words (like changing 'meek' to 'gentle').

——————
The Lord shall bless
those who believe

His peaceful words of Love,

Received through servants who teach us

to live like Him Above.



The Lord shall bless those who follow;

are baptized in His name -

He'll cleanse them with refining fire,

destroying Sin and Shame.



The Lord shall bless the humble hearts

who ever seek His face -

For them there is a heav'nly home;

they’ll dwell in Love and Grace.



The Lord shall bless all those who mourn,

whose hearts are torn in two -

For them He sends His Comforter

to heal their hearts anew.



The Lord shall bless the tender hearts

who serve with gentle hands,

For them He has promised this earth's

great riches to command.



The Lord shall bless all those who thirst

and hunger for His word,

For them He has great wells of truth -

Gospel feasts unmeasured.



The Lord shall bless the merciful

whose every act is kind,

To them He will return the gift -

great Mercy will they find.



The Lord shall bless the pure in heart

who flee from every sin,

For them He has a promise made -

they'll see His face again.



The Lord shall bless those who seek Peace

as sought out by the Son -

The Lord will recognize their worth;

He'll call them God's children.



The Lord shall bless those who endure

the torment of the crowds -

For them He has a place prepared

with Him, above the clouds.



The Lord shall bless with Joy and Peace

those hated for His name:

For them He has reward so great -

Eternal Life to claim.



Rejoice, ye saints! For you shall dwell

with prophets gone before;

There with the Father and the Son

to dwell forevermore.










Magic Mirrors


1997; This was a
stunning realization that helped propel me out of a long spell of
depression.

——————
In fairy tales it is
only the beasts

Who seem to carry magic mirrors,

And I've always wondered why -

Why does something so ugly

Have to always be looking at itself?



Then one day I realized that it's because

It needs to keep proving to itself

Just how ugly it is.



There is a beast inside each one of us

That carries its own magic mirrors

And with those mirrors it traps us

With what we think we see in them.



We see our inadequacies;

We see our fears;

We see all the distorted beliefs

The beasts in life want us to believe

About ourselves.



And for some reason we only feel safe

When we hide behind

Those fuzzy, indistinct reflections?

As if they would protect us.



It is our inadequacies

And fears

And distorted beliefs

That feed the evil magic

Of those mirrors.



I no longer believe

It is bad luck

To break mirrors.










Mama With Her Piano Did Pray


2000;
We knew how happy or mad Mom was at us after
she finally got us in bed by the music she would play on her piano
- Shubert meant everything was okay but could be better, Chopin
meant she was in a really good mood. But Rokmonaniff meant Dad
would be waking us up to discuss our actions when he got home. But,
if she played and sang the Primary song 'The Light Divine', then
she was praying and we listened - these lyrics are written to the
memory of the 'Light Divine' nights (as opposed to, say, the
Rokmonaniff nights). While I wrote them, I could hear banjos,
mandolins, guitars, and a really mean honky-tonk piano while Dolly
Parton and the Oak Ridge Boys sang with a huge swaying choir in
robes backing them up on the chorus. Enjoy.

——————
I used to lay
awake at night;

In dark for me there was no fright -

As soon as my head on the pillow lay,

Mama's finger the piano would play


Chorus: All the
world was filled with light;

No more gloom in the middle of the night.

My faith in God will never sway

'Cause Mama with her piano did pray.


Some people on their knees do
pray,

Others with beads their god belay.

But Mama still don't need them things today,

'Cause Mama her piano she will play.


I still hear Mama's voice ring
out,

Her strong voice drives out all my doubt.

When times come there is no hope in my heart,

Then her music comes - God's love imparts.


My travels take me far from
home -

First Tokyo and then there's Rome.

And when I'm tried with more than I can bear

Mama's songs comes to me; her voice so fair.










MASADA


1995; During my 1995
trip to Israel I visited Masada twice - the first time was days
after leaving behind the cold European spring weather,and I was not
used to the hot weather, so I took the tram to the top. But, before
leaving a month later, I was used to the warm Israeli mornings, so
I climbed the 1,100 foot ascent out of sheer, stubborn
determination - and out of respect for those who had trod that path
before me.

——————
It rises like a strong,
tall warship

From the shores of the salt sea -

Looking as if it is docked

Against the mountains.



They told me I should take the tram to the top -

"It will be a hot day," they warned.

But I wanted to honor the memory

Of those who had no tram

Or path,

And so I walked.



How much history has this path seen?

How many other feet

Had walked this path?

I heard men rush by,

A guerrilla troop of fighters,

Fresh from a raid on a Roman camp;

Hoping to drive the godless hordes away…



I heard the more gentle trod of women;

Some carrying babies

And urging the older children on -

Hoping for a final, safe home…

I heard the quick steps little children make

When they are trying to keep up with grown-ups.

I heard their pleas to be carried;

My heart yearned to carry them.



Then behind me on that path I heard

The tired tread of the old men

Whose commune in Qumran

Had been destroyed…

Their ancient arms did not carry a load of food or water-

Instead, they carried what they believed

Were the last, final copies of God’s Law

Still read by free men.



I heard their prayers echo against those stone cliffs

In the silent morning air;

They still echo in my heart.



I climbed that path in the morning hours,

Before the heat of the day

Could have stopped me,

And at the top of the final staircase,

Catching the morning breeze

And reflecting the morning sun,

Was a flag that was once a prayer shawl,

And in it’s center

Was a star.



Every time I think of freedom

And what others have done to preserve it

That star still reflects the morning sun in my eyes,

And I remember

Masada.










Mother’s Music


2000; This is
dedicated to my mother, who says that the biggest thing she misses,
having lost her hearing, is music. It was written at a time that it
had only been women in our musician’s group who had written music
for my lyrics, a situation that has now changed. This is dedicated
to all mothers who make music for their children.

——————
It was our mother

Who taught us to love music.

She was, in fact,

The best pianist

In the whole world,

And we were her audience

And her choir.

Now that I am writing lyrics,

My mother can not hear them;

She can only read them –

Which is why I think

I am content

In remaining a lyricist.



But I assure you, Mom,

The songs are good –

They have to be,

For it is mothers

Who are taking time from their children

To write music

For my words

And then singing them.

My prayer

is that my lyrics

might always be

worthy of a mother’s attention.










My Brother


2000; It is a
marvelous thing to realize that Jesus Christ, our elder brother, is
the example for all who seek to be good brothers - and
sisters.

——————
I know my brother loves
me

For when I was so very little

He created for me

A world of beauty

And wonder

Where I could find joy in everything.



I know my brother loves me

For when things crept into that world

He created for me

That were not good for me

He taught me how to avoid them

And was always there to protect me.

But sometimes I walked away from him

And tripped on the ugly things

That had crept into that garden.

He would always find me

And brush off the dirt

And bind the wound

With his patient love.



One day there was so much ugliness

That had crept into the little world

That, in order to protect me,

My brother was bruised and torn -

His blood was gone, his strength was spent…

And he died.



But through His death

There came new life

Into the little world

He had created for me.



Through the shedding of His blood,

The ugliness no longer had the stronger hold.



I owe my brother my life;

For He gave His for mine,

And although I am willing to die in turn for him,

He has only asked one thing of me -

To love all those who live in this little world

Which He created

In the same way

He loved me.



I know my brother loves me,

For He has given me so much

And expects so little

In return -

Surely this I can do.










My Guide


1998; to the tune ‘Water Is
Wide’

——————

The road is long; The road is straight;

Although it’s straight It’s hard to keep -

I need a guide Who’ll show the way

To Father’s home At end of day.



There is a guide Who cares for me;

Who cares for me Each and every day -

If I but call Upon His name

He’s there for me To show the way.



My guide has walked This path of life -

He knows the path; He’s cleared the way

That I may walk In His footsteps

Without great pain; Without great strife.



Although the way Seems dark as death,

He brings me light; He gives me breath.

Through sin I walk By sin untouched

Because I follow In His light.



And when I rest, I rest in Peace,

Although the world Be torn with strife.

My watchful guide Who never sleeps

Guards all my dreams; Guards all my sleep.



And when at meal His nourishment

Is a king’s feast To heart and soul.

Though worldly foes Their wares display

My guide’s table Is where I’ll stay.



The road is long, The road is straight;

In my guide’s arms This road I’ll keep -

He is the guide Who shows the way

To Father’s home At end of day.










My Heart Rejoices in the Lord


2004; Long Metering - 8-8-8-8;
This is based on "Hannah's Psalm" in 1 Samuel
chapter 2.

——————
My heart rejoices in the
Lord -

With harp and trump I'll praise His name.

His foes will never hush my song -

Through Him salvation I will claim.



Chorus: There is no other name but
His;

There is no other rock but He -

There is no other fount of truth;

The Lord alone is All to me.


He conquered death by bringing
life -

He forced Hell's gates to open wide.

He raised the weak up from the dust;

Brought down the strong and all their pride.



While Heaven's pillars shake against

Those who would harm Jehovah's flock,

He strengthens all the faithful saints

Whose feet are planted on His rock.










My Mother’s Heart


1999; This was written
on October of 1999; in memorial of my mother getting a pacemaker.
My father says she loved it.

——————
My Mother’s heart

Did not wear out -

She gave it away.

She gave big pieces to her children,

But the biggest parts were imparted to her husband

Almost daily!



Smaller bits and pieces were reserved

For friends and even strangers

Who she knew were in need.



She gave so much

That the doctors had to put in a starter

For what little she reserved for herself.

And through her years of giving

Generations have learned

How to love.










My Soul Delighteth


2001; Metering: Iambic 9-6-8-7 - Suggested Tune:
"Contemplation"; This text was a
finalist in the 2003 LDS Church's Annual Music Submission

——————
My soul deligtheth in
His great strength -

The power of his strong arm.

For he alone can lift me u-p -

Can keep me from all harm.



My soul delighteth in His justice;

His pow’r to know men’s hearts -

He’ll judge us by our faith and works;

Just rewards He will impart.



My soul delighteth in his mercy;

He knows my true intent -

My weaknesses he will forgive

If my knees to Him are bent.



My soul delighteth in His good grace;

Undying love for me -

For after all that I can do,

I know He will deliver me.










My Work; My Glory; My Joy


2001; based on Alma 17:1-4; 27:16-19; 29:9-16; Moses
1:37

——————
He stood still in
the road, watching them come near;

His heart telling him they’d come home -

Fourteen years they’d toiled, teaching the Lord’s word;

In a foreign land they’d sojourned.

Each could have been king, but their hearts had turned

As one to preach their Master’s words.

Though he’d remained home, he had also taught

Among all who would hear God’s words.

And as he met his returning friends,

His greatest joy was to real’ize

They were his brethren, still, in the Lord’s work;

With his heart he wanted to shout -



Chorus: This is- my work, all the
Father hath commanded;

This is my glory - to bring all peoples unto Him.

This is- my work; This is my glory and my joy –

(pause) And behold, my jo-y is full.


She stood at the door in the
morning air

And waved as her friends left for work –

The friends who teased her for staying at home

With all the children and housework.

But as she thought of her sons and grandsons

Who had carried Father’s message

Into a dark world in need of His light,

She knew she’d done her Father’s work.

And as she thought of each of her daughters

Who had raised up righteous children

Who lo-ved the Lord and followed His ways,

She knew she’d do it all again.



The lonely rabbi from Nazareth’s hills

Lived a meager and modest life -

No worldly goods; no great acclaim

‘Til on the cross He gave His life.

Though He was a king, His final words were -

Into Thy hands I give my spir’t.

Now, as Messiah, He still invites us

To gain all we can inherit -

Still no thought for self, He continues on

Inviting home all He can find.

Still, His only care - Immorality

And eternal life of Mankind.










Newville Avenue


1997; After the
passing of his mother, Richard Carpenter put the famous family home
on Newville Avenue in Downey, California up for sale. When my
parents moved from the home in which they had raised all their
children, selling their home of nearly forty years, there was a few
emotions involved…just as when any other family sells the ‘old
family home’ to move on.I actually got my courage up and knocked on
the door of this house once (in 1974). But before I did, I heard
music and laughter coming from inside.

——————
The house stands quiet,
now;

The house with so many memories -

The house where once a family lived.

Once it was not so quiet -

Once there was music and laughter.



Of course there were hard times;

That’s part of being a family -

But the walls of the house kept the hard times private,

Just like in any other family’s house.



But the happy times

They willingly shared with the world,

And by sharing they made the world a better place.

The house stands quiet now,

Waiting for another family

To fill it with their music and laughter.



But this house

Will, for a very long time,

Echo with the music and laughter

One family shared with the world…

…And that echo will ring in our homes,

Filling them with music and laughter.

This now-quiet house has helped make our homes

and the rest of the world

a better place.










No Other Name


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6; Suggested Tune:
"Ortonville"; "…for there is none
other name under heaven given among men, whereby we must be saved."
(Acts 4:12); written especially for and inspired by the suggested
tune; written at the same time as "O Blessed Name".

——————
No other name will bring
me home

To His presence on high -

No other will stand at the gate

To greet me by and bye.



No other name will gather me

Into His shepherd’s fold -

No other voice will I follow

Through this world, dark and cold.



No other name ever declared

Such words of truth and light -

No other teachings will I hear;

His words are my delight.



No other name will I bear forth

Before all worldly foes -

No other name will I speak by

Though all the world oppose.



No other name will I take on;

No other will I find -

No other name will be written

Upon my heart and mind.










North of Tel Aviv


1995; My thoughts
while walking the beach … north of Tel Aviv

——————
One night

I walked the pebbly beach

North of Tel Aviv

And listened to the crashing of the waves

Against the pebbles

And the rocks

And the shells.

But what my heart heard

Was the beaching of boats

As exiles came home -

Coming at night to elude those who would stop them,

They crashed their boats

Against the pebbles

And the rocks

And the shells

And disappeared into the night.

I wonder if their grandchildren hear boats

When they come to this beach,

Or do they only hear

The pebbles

And the rocks

And the shells?










O Blessed Name


2001; Common Metering 8-6-8-6; Suggested Tunes:
"Solomon" or "Ortonville"

——————

O blessed name! I do believe

All that Thou has revealed -

Thou art my Rock; my Cornerstone -

To Thee alone I yield.



O blessed name! I wear Thee proud,

For I am not ashamed

Of all Thy words, of all Thy works -

And of this soul, reclaimed.



O blessed name! I look to Thee

Through all the stormy night -

Upon the wind-swept waves I’ll watch

For guidance and for light.



O blessed name! May I return

To mansions built on high -

And ever there commune with Thee;

This name to glorify?










O God of Israel, Hear our Voice


2004; Long Metering - 8-8-8-8;
This is one of those texts I intended to have go
one way, but, as it almost 'wrote itself', it turned itself around
and showed me where it wanted to go. I do not object to the
journey! My intent was a text about the future greatness of the
House of Israel with Jehovah as its King, but somehow Covenants and
the renewing of them appeared to want to turn this into a Sacrament
song. And, as we read the words of Isaiah and Jeremiah and the
other prophets, we understand the House of Israel that will be
ready to welcome the Messiah at His return will be a 'Covenant
People'.

——————
O God of Israel, hear
our voice;

For in Thy presence we rejoice -

Thy holy face, turn Thou our way;

Thy coming, Lord, do not delay.



We, gath'ring unto Israel, still,

Assemble on Thy holy hill -

See now the sacrifice we bring

To give to Thee, our only King.



Our hearts, undone by sin and greed,

We bring to Thee to heal and lead -

Our spirits, now contrite and meek,

Wish only for Thy ways to seek.



Thy bread and water, may we take,

And pledge all evil to forsake -

Becoming now a godly race,

And worthy of Thy love and grace.



Renewing cov'nants with Thee, Lord,

May Israel now, with one accord,

Thy throne, Thy kingdom, soon restore;

And praise Thy name forever more?










Oh, Savior, Dear


2000; A wonderful folk
melody I’ve loved all my life and had religious feelings towards. I
think it needs a chance to be sung in a religious
setting.

——————

Oh, Savior, Dear - I long to see you -

Away, beyond the waters.

Oh, Savior, Dear - I long to see you

Over; As I cross o'er

The mighty Jordan's flow.



Jordan's waters - a mighty river,

For it can wash hearts and souls clean.

Jordan's waters - a mighty river,

To make - to make me clean;

Clean to come to Thee.



And when I kneel before Thee, Lord,

See that I have crossed the river -

And when I kneel before Thee, Lord,

Oh, see - Oh see my heart;

My heart and spirit – clean.



Farewell thee, world - I'm bound to leave thee,

Crossing o'er the cleansing waters.

Farewell thee, world - I'm bound to leave thee,

Over; As I cross o'er -

The mighty Jordan's flow.










O Savior, Thou Who Paid the Price


2003; Common Metering - 8-6-8-6;
My third attempt to write a hymn text for the
Sacrament of the Lord's Supper. I think I am happy with this one
more than the other two.

——————
O Savior, Thou who paid
the price

To save my soul from sin -

Through Thy blood may I be washed clean;

Through Thee forgiveness win?



O Savior, who was lifted up

To save my soul from death -

May I rise too, without a fear

Of mortal life's last breath?



O Savior, who forever marks

The way with truth and light -

Thy footsteps may I ever tread;

Leading to God's own height?



This broken bread, this simple cup

Turn all my thoughts to Thee -

They turn my heart, they turn my feet

O LORD, to follow Thee.










O That These Words Could be Written


2004; inspired by Job 20:23-27; Irregular Meter:
8-8-8-8 + chorus; I know verse 25 has
inspired many great hymn texts, but when I read the verses before
and after, I discovered I had to write something including
them.

——————
O, that these words
could be written

In the minds and the hearts of mankind -

Written as if engraved on rock;

That all ages these words may find:



CHORUS: I know that my Redeemer
lives!

And on this earth He will stand!

I know that my Redeemer lives,

And gathers us from every land!


This body will soon return to
clay;

Yet in my flesh I shall see Him!

With mine eyes I shall behold

His bright glory which never dims.



And on that glorious, promised day,

When mortal hearts need yearn no more,

We'll gather round Jehovah's throne -

Then with the angels we will sing:










Old Friend


2001; dedicated to my
friend Ken, whom I saw this year for the first time since
1977.

——————
I met an old
friend

Just the other day –

I had not seen him

In many years.



The first thing I thought

Was how old

I must have looked

Standing next to him.



The second thing I noticed

Was that his smile

And his eyes

Still sparkled

With the joy

Of youth.



I think that

Must have been

Why I felt so old

Sitting next to him…



Do you think he’d

Share his secret

With me?

No; I think I remember

His secret -

Even when we were young,

He always sought to find

And bring out the best

In everyone

And everything.



Seeing Him

Just the other day

Showed me

That this must be

The secret to

Eternal Youth.










Old Men’s Eyes


2001

——————
I went to a
reunion

And saw many of my friends’ fathers

From many years ago.

I remembered that,

As a child,

These men all had tired eyes –



They were so busy

Providing for their families

And tending their families,

That they often looked

Like they needed sleep

More then they needed

Another church meeting.



And now that I am

The age they were

When I was little,

And am seeing those fathers

As grandfathers,

I see two different looks

In the old men’s eyes -



I looked onto the eyes

Of those who had been

The mean fathers –

Who made their children obey

And say ‘Please’ and ‘thank you’,

And taught them all other things

Through word and deed…



All these men now have

Happy eyes –

Eyes that are at rest;

Eyes that express

A Heaven on Earth.

But those who had been

The nice fathers…



Those who never raised their voice,

Or never, ever spanked,

Or never taught correct habits

(After all, they said,

A child should be free

To learn who they want to be…)…

These men now have sad eyes…



Eyes that have seen

No reward

In their old age;

Eyes that still worry

About their children

And their grandchildren…

Eyes that have yet

To see any rest.



That day

I resolved I would

Continue being

A mean father.

If, in another

Twenty years,

My eyes could be

Half as happy

As those I saw that day,

Then it will be worth it.










On the Road to Emmaus


1993; This was written
as I reveled in the lingering spirit of my first visit to Jerusalem
(1993). I knew the road we traveled was not only the "Burma Road"
of the War of Independence history, but it was also the path that
two disciples took to Emmaus the day of the Resurrection when
Christ joined them as recorded in sacred history. The night after
my visit I was up tending my communications equipment, and I wrote
this poem, along with the three posted under the title "February
27, 1993".My lyric version of this same scriptural occasion is
titled "The Lesson", and is posted in the section with sacred
lyrics to folk tunes.

——————
On the road to Emmaus
they walked -

They talked sadly, in whispered tones

Of their Hope that died, nailed to a tree;

Whose body was no longer found.

Known but unknown, a
stranger drew near

Who asked them of what they spoke.

They spoke, they said, of the Messiah -

Whom they thought should not have died.

On the road to Emmaus He taught -

The Law He opened to their minds;

The Prophets spoke through fresh lips;

And the Psalms He taught anew.

Known but unknown, the man
drew near

The hearts and minds of the two -

He spoke, He taught, of the Messiah

Whom the prophets said must die.

On the road to Emmaus they learned

That He who died would live!

For so said the Law and the Prophets,

And so said the Psalms!

Known by unknown the night
drew near -

They stopped to eat and sleep;

But as the stranger blessed the bread

Unknown became know to the two!

On the road to Emmaus they ran

As their hearts within them burned!

Their whispered tones were cast aside

As they ran to spread the news.

Know but unknown, they'd
been drawn near

And had been taught by He who had died!

Law, Prophets, Psalms - all fulfilled!

The Messiah had brought them new life.










One Thing I Desire


2004; based on Psalm 27; Irregular Metering:
10-10-10-10; I recently acquired a
Psalter Hymnal and saw firsthand how many hymn text writers write
hymns based on the Psalms. I have always tried to fit a Psalm into
a modern poetry pattern or melody, and I have always been left
frustrated. Instead, I should have been looking to write on the
same theme and message as the Psalm I was trying to express, and
only quoting bits and pieces. This is my first hymn text based on a
Psalm since having this light come on.

——————
One thing I desire; one
thing I seek,

When my soul is weary, my heart so weak:

Jehovah's pavilion, my God to meet,

Enwrapped in His spirit, so calm, so sweet.



Through dark times of trouble, sorrow, and pain,

In His sweet, safe shelter, refuge I gain -

Upon His strong ro-ck I do stand firm -

His strait paths I follow, His ways I learn.



The world may surround me - I do not fear!

His promise of glory is all I hear.

I will wait on the Lord with courage strong,

His love and his grace are my only song.










Our Brother’s Arms


2000; My oldest son
moved to Alaska to live with my brother for a year before leaving
on his mission. This was written as he prepared to leave on his
mission.

——————
When you first left
home

I did not worry too badly

Because I knew

You were in

My brother’s hands.

And I knew

He would keep you

On the strait and narrow.



But now you are going

Out into the world

Where I have no brother

To watch over you -

There is no one

To protect you

From the evil and the hate,

The violence and prejudice

Of an ugly world.



My son - there is another brother

Who will be there to protect you -

But you must seek him out

And ask Him to be there.

And as you do,

His arms will be there

To love you

To comfort you

To guide you.

It is a wonderful thing -

Our Brother’s love.










Our Road


2001; in honor of his
parents’ Forty-Ninth Anniversary, July, 2001

——————
How long ago was
it

That we agreed to take

The Same Road?



That road has not always been

Just as smooth as we thought

It would be -

Sometimes there were ruts,

And you could see

Where we were going,

But I couldn’t;

Just as many times it was

The other way around…

We have forded streams,

When each others’ hand

Was the only thing

That saved us…



But now we’re starting to find

A smoother, calmer road,

Where we can walk

Hand-in-hand

Across bridges

Instead of fords.

There have been stretches

Where whole forests of logs

Had fallen across our path,

And we had to find the strength

To climb over them…



How could I have done it without you?

There have been puddles that looked,

Oh, so shallow -

But in reality were very deep.

There have been times

I would have never

Found the way

If I hadn’t stopped

And asked you the way.

There were times we thought

The road was just too far

For mere mortals

Such as we…



But now we are thrilled

With the length of the road

And all the time

We will have had

Together.



We have gone from dirt roads

To wobbly cobblestone

To almost-even brick…

I think we have at last

Found that quiet, shady lane

We’ve looked for

For so long…



Come; hold my hand

A little while more -

Forget the sky; the trees…

Don’t mind the mountains

That we see…



For now, you see,

There’s only You and me.










Passing the Torch


2008

——————
The day before her
own Fiftieth Anniversary

A Grandmother sat with others to witness

The wedding of a granddaughter

With whom she even shared birthdays.

Granddaughter wore a precious ring

Of silver and turquoise

That had been Grandmother's favorite.

Granddaughter knelt at an altar

Just like Grandmother had

Fifty years before

And made the same covenants.



But it was more than just the

Passing on of a ring -

It was the passing of a Gospel torch:

One had done all she could

To raise a Holy Generation,

And that day in the temple,

Watching a Granddaughter

Make sacred covenants,

Told her she'd done good.



And so, with a smile and a kiss,

She passed the torch to the Granddaughter,

Knowing that the next generation

Was in good hands.










A Patriot's Prayer


2004; Long Metering – 8-8-8-8

——————

Father, bless the weary soldiers

Where ever in the world they be -

Lead them, guide them, and protect them

As they strive to keep Man free.



Father, guide this nation's leaders

Whose vow is to protect and serve -

Lead them, guide them, and protect them;

Thy ways may they ever observe.



Father, help this nation's people

In our vigil for the Right -

Lead us, guide us, and protect us

As we serve with all our mi-ght.










The Pause Before Knocking


2003

——————
I paused just this
morning

As I was about to knock on the door…

Knowing I would be spending

Much of the day

Listening to a burden

I did not really

Want to carry…



But then I remembered

The many times

I knelt in my own room

Pleading with Father

To send someone to help

Ease my burden

And no one ever came…



I bowed my head just this morning

As I was about to knock on the door

And thanked Father that

I could be about His business…

And with a suddenly grateful heart,

I knocked.










The Perfect Mission


2003; In tribute to
the Columbia shuttle mission that came to a tragic end over the
skies of Texas, sixteen minutes before touchdown. Until that
moment, Mission Control had been calling it "the Perfect Mission",
as seemingly nothing had gone wrong. After this tribute appeared at
one Israeli internet news site (there was an Israeli aboard) I
received requests from numerous other news services for permission
to print it - I am very honored so many thought it of worth.

——————
The families stood near
the runway -

Banners of welcome and flowers everywhere

Only sixteen minutes to go…

Then the tragic news

That the shuttle would not be landing.

Broken dreams and broken hopes…

Tears at the funerals that are yet to come.



If they could only see with finer eyes and know

That their Loved Ones now stand

At the end of Life's Flight

With banners of welcome

And with whatever passes as flowers

In that Eternal Place, waiting to greet

Those who had been waiting for them.

Now the families left behind

Must finish their mission,

Knowing that those who are now gone

Are still there,

Waiting and hoping

At the end of the runway,

Praying that their children may complete

The Perfect Mission.



What a reunion that will be!










A Piece of Darkness


2003; written upon the
news of of Saddam Hussein's capture; also written to my two sons
who are getting ready to deploy to Iraq.

——————
A piece of
darkness

Has been removed

And light will now have the chance

To shine in its place.



But that light will need

Someone to help the people

See that light

And follow it.



My sons,

Help that light shine

And teach the people

What the light means

And how to make it

Shine brighter.










Priesthood Keys


2000; This was meant
to explain what priesthood keys are and why they are given.

——————
Although I am
qualified

To hold His holy priesthood

And have His authority

To act in His name,

He has withheld His permission

To do many things I know I can do.



He has delegated the granting of that permission

To those a little wiser than me

So they can make sure

I do it right,

And that I am worthy

To do it.



And that, my son, is the KEY.

In this granting of permission

There is a certain order

In all things.



You will notice

There is only one conductor

For every orchestra

Who must know what each instrument

And each player is capable of doing,

And that they know what they need to do

That the whole effort

Might be orderly

And beautiful.



Although every member of that orchestra

Has the authority to play their notes

And can play them beautifully,

They do not play those notes

Without permission.



So remember, my son,

It is not a bad thing

That others hold the keys,

And that by going to them

For the permission to do those things

We already know how to do

We are reminded

That it is not our power or our terms

Through which these things are done;

It also keeps others responsible

To ensure we have been taught right,

And are living worthy enough,

To act in His name.



And in all things,

It preserves the orderliness

He requires

For us to become

His children.










Rails of Dreams


2000; This was written
because of my love of trains. And my sadness that the USA has
declined so badly in passenger trains that foreign railroads are
actually having to be consulted to get us back on track! I wanted
to write a ballad-type song; the sort Johnny Cash might do. The
verses are spoken and the chorus is sung.

——————
My Daddy’s children
climbed up Cajon Pass

To watch as the trains climbed up and pass -

Yellow and Blue were the cargo trains;

But - "Silver and Red" - I would exclaim!

People, you see, used to travel that way!



Chorus: We’ll ride - We’ll ride these
rails -

We’ll ride - We’ll ride to be free.

We’ll ride - We’ll ride these rails -

We’ll ride - On rails of dreams.


Each man and woman who wished
to be free

Rode the rails to find that dream -

The nation spread out from coast to coast;

Why, before you knew it, East met West -

And the ties that bound us were the railroad ties!



There was the ‘Super Chief’ and ‘El Capitan’

That blew their smoke all across the land.

It was the Atcheson, Topeka, and the Santa Fe -

They bridged the rivers; the tunneled through hills…

Nothing could stop the trains or the dreams.



Nothing could stop the trains or the dreams;

Together they built the Land of the Free.

By train we moved, by train we dreamed -

Everyone became all they could be,

And the train whistle blew for Liberty.



Something has happened; something sad…

Planes fly over, taking people high -

People don’t want to touch their own good land.

With idle rails there are idle dreams -

Our lives are sidelined, now ain’t that sad?



Today my children go up the Pass

To watch as the trains climb up and pass -

Yellow and blue still are the cargo trains,

And the ‘Silver and Red’ - they’re cargo now, too!

Kids are amazed people traveled that way!



"Daddy - all the trains; where did they go?

And the men and the women who rode them so?"

"The people didn’t go; they’re still here;

But their dreams, like trains, have disappeared.

The whistle has faded, and its echo is stilled.










Rejected Stones


2000; I wrote the
first part of this as a tribute to Michelangelo and his immortal
statue DAVID. (I have stood at its feet and bathed in the glory of
this great sculpture… !) But as I reread it a few days later, I
realized there were certain parallels that were just too amazing to
pass up. So, I wrote the second part.

——————
A piece of common
trash,

It lay behind the cathedral forty years -

Rejected by all the master sculptors

As unfit for use.



A young sculptor was given this block of ugly,

damaged stone

And told to make something of it.

For three years he hammered

and chiseled

and sculpted

The old, defective stone -

To the amusement and consternation of all.



But upon unveiling,

The city fathers tore down arches

And removed the facades of the homes of the rich

So the figure could be moved

To adorn the city’s great plaza

And guard the entrance of the city hall.



Today men and women

The world ‘round,

Inspired by imperfect miniatures and fuzzy photos,

Stand in line for hours

Through sun and rain and snow

That they may spend but a moment

Standing at the foot of the statue

And reverence the work of the young sculptor

Who found a masterpiece

In a piece of common trash.

Being such common country
folk,

Galileans were not worth much

in the eyes of the rest of Israel –

Barely a piece of the foundation;

much less a cornerstone

Of the House of Israel.



A young carpenter from Galilee’s hills

was sent by His Father

To take the rejected stones of Israel

And make something of them -

For three years He hammered

and chiseled

and sculpted

The worn, rejected stones

To the amusement and impatience of all.



But as He sealed His testament in blood,

Those stones which the House had rejected

Became the foundation and temple

The rest of the House had wrested out

from under them.



Today men and women,

All the nations of the earth,

Are blessed as they come to this temple -

Daily they gather and worship

This young carpenter from Galilee

Who founded a temple

Among the rejected stones.










Rejoice in Christ!


2001; Metering: 10-9-10-9 + chorus;
another based on 2 Nephi 25; meant to be a big
choral number

——————
Rejo-ice in Christ, ye
Sai-nts of God!

For He hath paid the redeeming price -

Mankind may return to Father’s Presence

Because of Messiah’s sacrifice.

Rejo-ice in Christ, ye Sai-nts of God!

For he hath roused the slumbering grave -

Released the prisoners from Death’s heavy chains,

Opened the tombs – Go-d’s children saved!



Chorus: We talk of Christ, rejoice in
Christ;

We write of Christ, and prophecy -

That Mankind may know to whom they may look;

That Mankind may know to whom they must
look.



Ta-lk of Chri-st, ye teachers of Light!

Speak all the words He taught among Men

That all may follow the Tru-th, the Way;

Straight and narrow, His pathway to win.

Ta-lk of Chri-st, ye teachers of Light!

Let all your words guide us home to God -

Let them shine bright as a lamp to our feet

While in His steps we se-ek to trod.



Wri-te of Chri-st, ye sages of men!

Record His words of tru-th and life

That all- may read of His endless love

And live without hat-red or strife.

Wri-te of Chri-st, ye sages of men!

Write of His life and His sacrifice -

That we- may learn, ma-y understand,

We must remain worthy of His price.



Prophecy of Christ, ye prophets and seers!

Tell Messiah’s final great pl-an -

That all- may know the signs and seasons

Of when He’ll come to reign among Man.

Prophecy of Christ, ye prophets and seers!

That all may look, may watch, and may wait -

Till in glory He returns to earth,

Gathering Saints within temple gates.










Remember the Covenants


2001; Metering: 9-6-9-6-10-6 + chorus;
My goal was a sacrament song… I’m not sure I made
the goal.

——————
Raised from the stream
of Living Waters

Our spirits were washed clean.

His Spirit came, lighting like a dove -

His presence felt; unseen.

And as we bowed our heads in rev’rent thanks,

A quiet voice whispered -



Chorus: Remember the cov'nant you’ve
made today,

For He shall remember His promise with thee.

Remember the cov'nant, and stay worthy -

That all that He hath may be given to thee.


Now, line upon line, we learn
and we grow;

We walk His path each day.

And through His love, He gives us the strength

To follow in His way.

Each time we raise our hand to the square,

A quiet voice whispers –



The sacrament helps us to recall

Our Savior so divine -

That we might live, that we might return,

And in His presence shine.

And as the bread and water is blessed

A quiet voice whispers -










Remember Whose Name Comes First


to a missionary son, 2008

——————
Yes, you were
baptized when you were eight

And took upon yourself His name -

But you didn’t put a name badge on that day

That bore His name before it bore yours.



Today such a badge is proudly worn

On your chest - not just to tell the world

Who you represent

But to remind you as well.

For the next two years

Everything you do

Needs to be done as if by He

Whose name comes first.

And as you do

You will become His Agent

In finding more of his children

To bring back to His Fold.

And I promise you, my son,

He pays a handsome, Eternal

Finder’s Fee

For simply remembering

Whose name comes first.










Resolutions


2000; This is honor of New Years Day, 2000… we were
still living in Washington DC.

——————
Resolutions are the
thorns in many peoples’ sides -

Some of us never seem to think

We can make a change in this world -

We can barely remember what day it is,

Much less how to organize a neighborhood project,

Or come up with a winning strategy

For a world war.



Weak Ones, Take heart!

This is our year for resolutions!

This year no one is making the regular yearly resolutions,

Or those decade-resolutions we tried ten years ago

And don’t even remember today.

This year we make resolutions for the next thousand years!

This year, our resolutions are supposed to include

Understanding between cultures and colors,

Harmony between faiths,

And of course,

World Peace.



And as I walked the Mall of my nation’s capitol

On that fateful night and morning,

Surveying the monuments to our inability to bring about

Understanding between cultures and colors,

Harmony between religions,

And of course,

World Peace,

I silently prayed

That I might be enough of an inspiration

in my home

and neighborhood

and community

and nation

and maybe even world

That all men and women in the next thousand years

May somehow find a way to make and keep enough

Of their one-year resolutions

That there will be no more monuments

To build along the Mall.










Returned Missionary


2001; This is
dedicated to all the returned missionaries who can only dream of
returning to their mission fields for the open house, dedication,
or even just for a glimpse, of the temple that now stands there. I
was inspired to write this as the dedication date for the Perth
Australia temple was announced and a friend who had served there
shared her dream of returning. (She was able to!) Of course, I
still dream of seeing "my" temple in Tokyo…

——————
The little branch house
no longer stood

On that tiny plot of ground –

But next to it was a stake center;

‘Twas the biggest in the land.



And on the plot he’d known so well,

And held many memories,

Rose up a new white, marbled temple

With a golden, angel’ed spire.



The teenage girl could not have known him -

She would have been just a child

When he stood as a missionary

By the little wood branch house…



But she had looked deep into his eyes

And had called him by his name

Before running through the temple doors

Calling boldly for "Mama!"



The girl had grown up with a picture

In her family’s living room

Of a young man holding her as a babe

With her parents by his side –



It was taken at their baptism,

And she knew that face so well!

And now, at the temple’s open house,

That face smiled down at her!



Mama came running; so did Papa…

And somehow he knew them both –

It was, oh, so many years before,

In that little wood branch house,



That he had taken them by the hand

In a big old wooden crate

That functioned as a baptismal font,

And helped them be born again.



Then from Mama’s lips there came a gasp,

And her throat choked as she cried -

"When you were here as a young elder

"I could not hug or kiss you…"



And with that, Mama’s arms enfolded

This other mother’s child

Who had left his home and family

To bring to the world great truths.



Finally, Mama let go of the man,

And now it was Papa’s turn!

And with all of the love that he could show,

Papa took him in his arms.



Said he: "Through your humble, child-like ways,

"You taught me what God is like.

"You taught me how to be like Him -

"You taught me to be a man."



Later, in a home he could recall,

He met each child in turn.

On Sunday he went to church with them;

With them ate a Sunday meal.



On Monday night he remained with them,

And they sang and prayed as one.

On Tuesday he helped them to prepare

For the spirit of Wednesday.



He did not try to get a ticket

For the dedication day -

He did not desire to steal a seat

From one who’d not yet entered



And received the sacred blessings of

A holy house of God.

He was content to remain outside

And feel the fire of the day.



But Thursday became a special day

As he went with this family;

As he stood for one so frail and small

Who's spirit was surely there!



And then, around the temple altar

He joined his hands with theirs';

He wept with them as they heard the words,

And the family became one.



Where once there stood a small wood branch house,

Now stood a temple, mighty;

Where once there stood two scared, new converts,

There stood a family, strong.



Where once there stood a shy, young elder,

Stood a man who wept with joy -

And the day he waved good-bye, he felt

So thankful he had returned.










Safety in the Sunlight


2002; We went camping
and I made the following observations.

——————
A butterfly on golden
wings

Landed on my fingertip

So carefree; so calm; so full of life –

It held with such a trustful grip.



But just as soon as I turned around

To show the wonder God had made,

It let loose and flew away

As my hand moved from sun to shade.



The hummingbirds flew without fear,

But there was one place they'd not go

That looked perfectly safe to me –

They'd not leave the sun for shadow.



The dragonflies on water’s top

Danced and played so unrestrained,

Fleeing only when the soft breeze

Moved the leaves, and darkness gained.



And so, to soar on golden wings,

The sunlight I will ever pursue –

I'll not let darkness cover o'er,

But to His light I will be true.










Screaming at Deaf Ears


2008

——————
How loud does a man
have to scream for help

until he's finally heard?

How many times does he have to tell his wife he hurts

until she comforts him?

How many times does he have to cry for his bishop

until he's finally believed?

The answer, my friends, will shock you.

In today's society a real Man has no problems

and needs no help -

even when he asks for it;

Doesn't everyone know that?!



The most courageous thing a man can do

is to ask for help,

And the most brutal beating he takes

from everyone around him

is when he dares to crack open

his superhero persona

and dare to expose the fragile child with needs!



That's just not acceptable!" they all exclaim;

"You're not supposed to need help!

You're the one whose supposed to be helping me!

How dare you expect me to reciprocate!"



They glare at him with hate and contempt and continue:

"Get back in that persona and get back to work

Saving the universe!

How dare you need a hug!

How dare you need a helping hand."

And what they don't realize is that

In order to save the universe

He needs help saving himself.



No man is an island

until he asks for help,

and then he finds out

just how alone in the world

a hurting man can be.



It is true that there is a very loving God

who watches over all,

But there are times that we need a hug,

a held hand;

an arm around the shoulder -

These things God has commanded us to do for each other!



Loving your neighbor is,

perhaps,

the most neglected command of all,

which is probably why it’s also the most-repeated.

No one hears the hurting man

until he finally speaks the language they understand:

A gun to his forehead …

his car crashed into a wall …

a bottle full of pills …

a long walk into a hot desert …

And then they all confer with each other and ask:

"Did he ever talk to you? He never talked to me… "

while all the echo of his unheard plea

is sounding so loudly

that they shouldn't even be able to hear each other.



Some professionals will tell you

that often a man takes his life

to punish those

who have been so very deaf -

I say that some men take such an action

because it's the only way some people

will finally hear him.

And then those left behind

Suddenly find themselves

Screaming at deaf ears.










Samoa Temple Tribute


Some Things Do Not
Burn
10 July,
2003 … upon hearing of the destruction of the Apia Samoa
Temple the day before; copyright 2003

I have never been there,

But I wept at the news -

For I knew it was a monument

To the decades of Hope and Faith

Of a people,

A Nation,

And to the many other island nations

Surrounding it.



If I felt the loss as strongly as I did -

Well, how must they feel?

Is there anyone there

To wipe their tears

And mourn with them?

Know that if I could, I would!



I hope they are feeling

That their hopes and faith

Were not in vain,

For some things cannot be

Burned to the ground:



For twenty years

God's children have gone forth

From that sacred place,

Endowed with Power from on High -

And they are still endowed;



Families have gathered and were organized

By a Father's sealing power -

And they are still organized

With bonds the flames will never touch;



Hearts have been turned in that place

As generations have reached through the veil

And helped one another -

And that help has not been rescinded

Just because of the loss of a building.



Even as the golden angel

Still stands above the ruins,

So the power of the Saints

Who have gathered to that place

Is still firmly in place.

Now, with greater Faith

And greater Hope,

Another temple will rise.
—————

Ashes
July
17, 2003 … the announcement that
the Apia Samoa temple would be rebuilt with a newer, larger,
more-current design

Ashes

Are not a bad thing -

For they make things

Grow back

Even more beautiful

Than before.

And as my mind

Walks the sacred grounds

Where a temple

So lately stood,

I find myself excited to see

What rises

From the

Ashes.
—————

Returning
Angel
2004;
The statue of the angel Moroni on the new temple
building will be the same statue as on the original building, it
having been spared in the fire. What a symbol to write
about!

In this day and age

Many angels have returned

To carry on missions

Given them in other dispensations -

And we rejoice in this.



How symbolic is it, then,

That this statue survived the fire,

To return and rise one more time

Over this little country

To once more call all people

To his Master's House?



For it is the same message,

The same call -

The same trumpet sound -

The world has already seen and heard.



But,

Having survived a refiner's fire,

The sight and sound

Of He whom the angel represents

Is, perhaps,

Made a little clearer

With the angel's return -

And we rejoice in this.

——————

See also the hymn text "God's Kingdom Is
Restored".










See! Jehovah's Banner Flies


2004; Metering - Trochaic Seven's -
7-7-7-7; Okay - I've been reading in
the Old Testament about the re-establishment of the House of
Israel…

——————
See! Jehovah's banner
flies;

Glor'ous beacon fills the skies -

Tribes from ev'ry country, gaze!

Turn from Satan's darkened haze!



Ephraim, bear His name aloft;

Call to all in voice so soft -

Search them out from ev'ry land,

Building Zion's walls to stand.



Judah, to the ancient hill,

Gather now of your free will;

Wait and watch upon that place,

Once again to see His face!



May Jehovah's name be known;

As a banner, ever flown -

May we ever seek His name

And His love forever claim.










See the Lamb of Our Atonement


2004; Mixed Meter; I
used this phrase "The Lamb of Our Atonement" in another text, but
it so forcefully stuck in my mind that I knew I had to write
something centered on it. Compare this to Leviticus chapter 16,
where Jehovah gives the instructions for the sacrifice on the
sacred Day of Atonement.

——————
See the Lamb of our
Atonement -

Whose sweated blood falls by the tree

From whose fruit the priests will harvest

Oil to anoint, to make us free.



See the Lamb, and see the scapegoat,

And hear the people choosing one -

One to ever bear their sorrows,

And one they will forever shun.



See the Lamb upon the cross, now,

As He is raised for all to see -

See His sacrifice accepted,

Defeating Death for you and me.



See the Lamb rise three days later -

Rise with the waiving of the grain!

See the tombs and graves made empty

As He brings them to life again!



See the Lamb of our Atonement

As He opens His arms to greet

All who gladly come unto Him,

And gather to His Mercy Seat.










Self-Reliance


2003

——————
"I did it!", she
exclaimed,

Dressed in cap and gown,

Newly-earned diploma in hand -

"I did it!"; with just a bit

Too much emphasis

on the word 'I'.



Her family, who had

Mopped and swept,

Washed and dried,

Baked and cooked,

Vacuumed and dusted,

And laundered their little hearts out

So that their wife and mother

Would be free

To return to school

And do her homework

Every night and weekend,

Simply smiled and nodded and

Celebrated the day with her.










September 11, 2001 Tributes


Nobody
Came
written
the evening of September 11, 2001 by Bruce T. Forbes; copyright
2001; As I picked up my pen to write
that night, this was the explanation I wrote: "My thoughts are on a
lot of day care centers in New York City to which there may not be
parents coming to pick up their children tonight…" At the time
there was a total unknown as to how many were dead. This is
certainly not one of my best works, but it is so from the heart
that I don’t want to do any rewrite.

——————
The laughter was gone,
the swings were stilled

Jumping ropes packed, and slides were quiet

As the news spread throughout the town

As the morning sun finally reached its height



One by one all the parents came

To take their children home that day

Covered with dust, their clothes were torn

They’d not forget, so they would say.



Bobby and Sue sat quiet and still

Mrs. Green’s arm around the two

She hid the news as long as she could

Eventually, the children knew…



Mr. Green came; he brought dinner

He didn’t speak; his eyes were wet

His look haunted; his hands shaking

He wanted to talk, but just not yet…



Bobby and Sue finally slept

Sue’s little sobs on Mrs. Green’s lap

Bobby’s brave tears on Mr. Green’s neck

They spent the night without a laugh



No children came the next morning

While the playground was wet with dew

While the Greens wept, because they knew

No one would come for Bobby and Sue.


Our congregation held a
memorial service for the victims of the terrorist attacks the
Sunday following this horrible event. I was honored that my bishop
requested to read this at that service.

——————



Angels in the
Dust
by Bruce T.
Forbes; copyright 2001; dedicated to
the emergency workers in New York City and at the Pentagon - the
week of September 11, 2001


They would say they are just
average people;

They would say they are not worth the fuss.

They would say they are just doing their job,

They would say they are just like us.



Chorus: I would say that they are
angels in the dust -

Champions of the greatest sort.

I would say they are special to the core…

Thank God for these warriors strong!


Racing up stairs all else are
running down;

Staring into the face of Death -

Holding a trembling hand when Death rains down,

Not leaving till the final breath -



Yes, I would say that they are angels in the dust,

Champions of the greatest sort.

I would say they are special to the core…

Thank God for these warriors strong!



They love their families, just like we do,

They don’t want to die; but to live -

They want to see their children grow old, too;

Yet their lives they willingly give.



Yes, I would say that they are angels in the dust,

Champions of the greatest sort.

I would say they are special to the core…

Thank God for these warriors
strong!
——————



Ahead
of the Dust
by Bruce
T. Forbes; copyright 2002; One of the
remarkable stories from September 11th was the evacuation of a
day-care center from the vicinity of the World Trade Center. The
quick thinking of the women there saved those little lives. I have
wanted to write about it, and at a workshop this year the sparks
came.


She watched in horror as they
crashed;

Steel and glass turning into dust.

She grabbed the children and they ran

Just barely ahead of the dust.



A grocer closing up his shop

Pushed all of his carts towards them -

She filled the carts as she ran on -

Just barely ahead of the dust.



The children thought it a fun ride

As down the street they flew!

They thought their teacher strong to stay

Just barely ahead of the dust.



Tired and weary, the parents came

To gather their children home,

Praising God their families were still

Just barely ahead of the
dust.
——————



Eye of
the Storm

2001 Christmas thought by Bruce T. Forbes; copyright 2001;
Suggested Tune: "Moody"; This has
been a rough few months leading up to Christmas. We Americans are
feeling a lot of turmoil. Our lives are a bit stormy right now. But
we must remember that the more severe the storm, the more calm the
eye of the storm.



In the eye of the storm there is calm;

In the calm of the storm there is peace;

In the peace of the storm there is He

In Whose arms Peace and Calm will not
cease.
——————



Father's
Hand
by Bruce T.
Forbes; copyright 2003; inspired by
the photo of President Bush (the elder) and President Bush (the
younger) at the national memorial service days after the September
11th attacks.


Overwhelmed by grief

And burdened with the awful affairs of State,

He sat so lonely and fragile

As nations watched him

For guidance

And for words of comfort.



And what the nations saw

Was a quiet hand;

The only hand that could truly comfort;

That could truly say

"I know what you are going through"

Reaching out to take his hand

And comfort him.



It is a good thing to know

That all of us have a Father

Who is so willing

To simply reach out

And take our hand

To comfort us.



Although we cannot see him

Sitting next to us,

And cannot see His hand,

He is there.










Shavuot


2001; Also known as
the ‘Feast of Weeks’, ‘Day of he First Fruits’, and ‘Festival of
the Harvest’, most Christians know it by the Greek name
‘Pentecost’. See Acts chapter 2 in the New Testament for the great
Christian event that truly fulfilled this great holy day
festival.

——————
Fifty days after the
Lord

Brought freedom to Israel,

The faithful stood at Mount Sinai,

Where the Father’s voice

Delivered the Law to Moses,

Thus completing their liberation from

The bondage of Egypt

And marking the beginning of the

Harvest of the Firstfruits

Among His chosen people.

Fifty days after the
Lord

Bought freedom for Israel,

The faithful were bound for the temple mount

When the Father’s spirit

Seized upon their hearts,

Thus completing their liberation from

The bondage of the world,

And marking the beginning of the

Harvest of the Firstfruits

Among all His children.










The Shepherd Ever Seeks His Flock


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6 - Suggested Tune:
"Harvey’s Chant"; written for a Hymn
Text Search having to do with gathering and tending the flock

——————
The Shepherd ever seeks
His flock

Down darkened, errored ways,

That He may bring them home again -

Upon His hills to graze.



Through Faith the flock may follow Him

And rest in meadows green -

Drink from His peaceful mountain flows;

Feasting so calm, serene.



The Shepherd ever calls for us

To feed all of His sheep -

With Faith and Hope we nourish them;

His words to trust and keep.



We search out wounded, sickly lambs,

Binding and healing all -

That all may be found clean and whole

When comes the final call.



Then as one flock we’ll gather ‘round

Our Shepherd’s glorious throne -

A crown of glory He’ll bestow

As He makes us His own.










Shire Theme from 'Lord of the Rings'


2008; Yes, I know
there's already lyric written for it, but here's what's inside
me.

——————
When the dark of night
descends;

When the fire burns to embers,

And the world goes silent; still -

Heart and mind can find relief

In a call heard on the wind -

A whispered voice that calls "Come Home;

"Come Home."



As the newly-minted day

Fills the world with peaceful calm,

Then the yearning heart declares:

I'm going home -

I'm going home;

I'm going home.










Shout With Joyful Noise


2004, 2005; Mixed Meter;
I am a Sacred Harp singer, and we Sacred Harp
singers take the scriptural injunction of making a joyful noise
very, very seriously. This is the first time I've tried a mixed
meter - one line Trochaic and the next Iambic. This is so far away
from my "comfort zone" that I've nearly needed a tourist map and
hotel guide. To make all this this work I've done more rewrite than
I've ever done, but it's been worth it. It's also been a matter of
asking the text where it wants to go as much as figuring out where
I want it to go. But it's been a good compromise and there's been
joy in the journey.

——————
Shout with joyful noise
your praising;

Come sing His songs of Triumph high!

Shout, ye Christians, voices raising -

Lifting your thanks into the sky.



Sing ye all Jehovah's praises,

Proclaiming all the love He bears!

Sing of love that so amazes -

Love that eases labored cares.



Shout from housetops what He finished:

The Law fulfilled, saving us all -

Shout, for Grace o'er Sin has triumphed,

Redeeming us from Eden's fall.



Praise with psalm and harp and trumpet;

With song and dance praise ye His name!

Praise the Lamb of our Atonement,

Whose sprinkled blood we'll ever claim.










Sojourners


2000; I just wrote
this one after having a picture of a young man sitting with an old
man… you know; one of those things that comes in quiet
moments.

——————
The young man's eyes
were bright;

Eager for life's journey that stretched ahead.

He was impatient for the voyage through life;

Restless for the prize at the long road's end.

He smiled at the old man in the bed whose journey was nearly
done.

The old man's eyes were
bright, too.

Life's journey no longer stretched ahead;

His voyage was nearly done.

He smiled and wondered how to tell the young man

That the prize he'd finally reached was another,

far greater Journey.










Somewhere Between Heaven and Earth


2000; Mt Tabor, the
sight of the Transfiguration, carries a magnificent spirit that
feels just like… well, just like being in the temple. Latter-day
Saints believe that this incident on Mt Tabor was when Christ
passed on to the three Apostles that went with him the beginning of
what we refer to as a temple endowment.

——————
The mount rises up

As if the land suddenly rose

To meet an appointment

That could only be held

Somewhere between Heaven and earth.



There, three Apostles

Witnessed the true glory

Of the Messiah –

Two ancient prophets

Restored priesthood keys

So God’s church could be established.

Today, as I enter holy
temples

And hear blessings pronounced

On me and my children

That only come

Through these same

Priesthood keys,

I understand the feeling

Of rising up and being held

Somewhere between Heaven and earth.










Song For Karen


1997; I wrote some
lyrics after first seeing the video for ‘Through the Rocking Years’
with Ricky Van Shelton and Dolly Parton; the words just came and I
obediently wrote them down. On January 27th, 1997 I wrote a new
final verse when I was thinking about my favorite singer, the late
Karen Carpenter… and then rewrote the whole thing in honor of
Karen. I can hear a voice such as Kenny Rogers singing it. KAREN:
Your echo still lingers. This is a love song from a man who
remembers when he was once a pimply teenager in love… This is my
love song to my first [puppy] love.

——————
I heard her on the radio
-

Singing; her voice soft and sweet.

Then my deep voice joined up with hers

And all my heart could say was -



Chorus: Lady, oh lady

Would you sing a song with me?

‘Cause your soft sweet voice can make

This tired heart start to sing.

We could sing of love, and then

Of all the things that love could bring.


I saw her in the lights

Looking down into the crowd -

Then her dark eyes met up with mine

And all my heart could say was -



Too soon her voice was stilled -

She’s no longer there for me.

Now my deep voice sings out for her,

And all my heart can say is -



She echoes on the radio,

Her memory - soft and sweet.

And every time I hear her voice,

Well, all my heart can say is -



Someday I’ll meet my lady

With a voice for me, soft and sweet.

Then my voice will join up with hers

And all my heart will sing is -



Lady… oh, Lady…

Would you sing a song with me?










Sound of the Bell


2000; This is based on
a story ('The Way Home', Thomas S. Monson, April 1975 General
Conference that has been told many times in my lifetime and for
which I have very deep feelings. I hope I've done it justice.

——————
Torn from the arms of
his mother

When he was just a child;

Took from the hands of his father

Only fam'ly he'd ever had -

Abused, misused, then forsaken

On a lonely highway side,

He was left alone out in the dark –

The child, he was thrown away.



Another family took him in,

Cared for him as if their own;

Raised him right in the sight of God –

Love and scriptures as their guide.

Yet he longed for his mother's voice;

For his father's happy tune.

But memory of their voice was gone –

Just one sound still rang true:



Chorus: The sound of the bell, that
glorious bell

That rang through the valley and the hills!

The sound of the bell, that glorious bell -

The sound of the bell that calls us home.


He searched the land for many
years

Hoping for his family;

He searched each valley and each hill

For the one sound he recalled.

He knew in his heart that he'd know

The sound from his childhood,

But no church bell ever rang true –

It seemed his search was in vain.

(Spoken) Still each week the bells would ring,

And he listened for one sound:



First ten years past, Then twenty years –

His home he never did find.

Then one Sunday he found himself

In a small New England town.

Above the square the church spire rose,

Pointing man's way home to God;

He saw the townsfolk gather for church,

The big doors opened wide



Two eager boys raced by him then –

For the bell was theirs to ring;

They grasped the rope and pulled it hard

And the bell's clear voice rang out.

He held is breath in wondrous awe

As the bell rang out to him -

For across the valleys and the hills

The bell called the stranger home.










Sound the Trumpets!


Bruce T. Forbes; Music: Jim Carter; copyright
2001; I wanted a hymn that would be
sung in both a chapel and a synagogue. About that time I discovered
that the evening Joseph Smith brought the plates home from the Hill
Cumorah was also the night of the jewish Feast of the Trumpets
(Rosh Hashanah), which commemorates Israel's crossing of the Red
Sea into Freedom and the beginning of the Lord’s revealing of
Himself and His word, covenants, and commandments to Mankind. Think
about that next time you see the statue of an angel with a trumpet
on top of an LDS temple spire… Jim took my text and wrote a
beautiful choir piece that fulfilled my dream.

——————
Sound the trumpets,
Angels and Men -

For God speaks to man once more!

Sound the trumpets, Angels and Men -

For God His truths will restore!

Sound the trumpets! Hail the new day

That Israel finally walks free!

Sound the trumpets! Hail the new day

That Israel hears His decree!



Chorus: For Israel now is gathering
in -

Unto their God of Love

For Israel now has found a Shepherd

Who will lead them and guide them with love.


Send the runners; send the
shepherds

To gather all Israel home -

Send the runners; send the shepherds

That all may find their way home

Teach ye teachers, words from Above

And words that rise from the dust;

Teach ye teachers, words from Above

That will not tarnish or rust.



Shout ye Watchmen; Speak ye Wise Men -

That all may hear His voice!

Shout ye Watchmen; Speak ye Wise Men -

That all may follow His voice!

Listen to prophets, and listen well -

For they speak with the Lord’s voice!

Listen to prophets, and listen well -

And you will hear the Lord’s voice!










Stand in Holy Places


2004; Metering - 10-10-10-10 + chorus;
thoughts from April 2004 General Conference
Priesthood Session; based on D&C 45:32, D&C 87:8, D&C
101:22

——————
The world's truths can
change like the blowing sand -

Seeking, not finding - a lost wond'ring flock.

But Jesus' teachings always hold fast -

I'll stand with my Savior upon His rock!



Chorus: Stand in holy places - and
don't be moved!

Truth, light, and knowledge - constant and true!

Guided by Jesus - His truths hold fast!

Stand in holy places -my whole life through!










Strollered Children


2002

——————
I have
discovered

That there are

Two types of children

In this world -

The first type of child

Is continually turning around

In their stroller,

Making sure their father is still there

Making sure He isn’t pulling off

Anything suspicious.

The second type of child

Continually faces forward

In their stroller -

Through the movement of the stroller

He knows his Father is there

And trusts his Father

To push him in the right direction.

I am trying very hard

To regain the faith

Of the child who is

Showing such childlike faith

In his Father…

And to simply

Enjoy the ride!










Summer Storms


2001; Occasionally the
Lord tests his people to see if they will judge righteously… and
sometimes that means NOT judging. When a tragedy occurs, we mortals
just HAVE to lay blame and establish the Lord’s punishment… like we
possibly know what He’s thinking… like we could know all the
mitigating circumstances…And for those who still doubt Father’s
love, please refer to Matthew 10:29-31, because Christ was speaking
of YOU.
——————
I
was walking through a park

The morning after

A Summer Storm -

And under a big oak tree

Was the motionless body

Of a little sparrow.

"To stupid to come in from the storm,"

Commented a burly young gardener,

Who irreverently picked up

The little bird’s body

And tossed it in

A trash bin.

But the master gardener smiled

As he lifted the little body

Reverently in his hands.

"Not so," said the Master Gardener -

"His feet were too small

To hold on to any branches;

His wings too fragile

To steady himself;

His beak to weak

To call for help."

The next morning I saw

The Master Gardener

Releasing the little bird;

Letting it fly back up

Into the tree.

"He only needed some kindness,"

Said the Master Gardener,

"And a lot of Love and Mercy,"

And he looked at the younger gardener,

Who had thrown the bird in the trash,

"And a lot less judging."

I have decided

This is the kind of

Master Gardener

I would like to hold me

In His gently-cupped hands

When my feet seem too small

And my wings seem too fragile

And my beak seems too weak

During the next

Summer Storm

In my life.










Summoning the Heroes


1998; written with the
Olympic "Summoning of Heroes" procession in mind.

——————
It is significant

That the Summoning of Heroes

Occurs before the Games begin -

For in this seemingly-insignificant gesture

We proclaim to the world

That all those

With courage enough to participate

Are Heroes.



Often the greatest heroes

Return home without metals.

Those who use the Games

As their reason to achieve

Or to overcome

Or to prove to no one but themselves -

These are the heroes I remember.



Occasionally a hero of mine

Stands on the victor's podium,

And I am proud of them.

But I am just as proud of my Heroes

Who stand on no podium

And whose heads are still

Held as high

As those who do.



Occasionally a hero of mine

Comes in last -

They have taught me that,

Often,

The most heroic thing

A person can do

Is to participate

Even when you know

You will come in last.



My heroes have taught me

The greatest lesson in living

That I have ever learned:

It is not your victories over others

Which make you a hero -

It is how willing you are

To participate in life,

Even when there is

No hope

For a metal

Or a victor's podium.



My heroes have taught me

That in the Closing Ceremonies of Life

What will be remembered

Is how your life

Inspired others

To become

Heroes.










Take Hold of the Ring


2000; This one came as
a picture and I had to figure out the words. Being a person who
suffers from bouts of depression and those sort of things, this was
also written one of rare those points where I was seeing real
positive hope for my future. I can hear this being recited by
someone like Dolly Parton as she strums the melody with her guitar.
Heck, I'd even let her write the melody!

——————
As a child I rode the
merry-go-round

Every single chance I got -

I loved the ups and downs of the horse,

And trying to grab the ring.



And as a youth I rode through life

Making the most of every day.

No matter the ups and downs, I rode -

I still tried to grab the ring.



Then one day I was tired and worn;

From each day’s battle I’d retreat.

I dreaded the ups and downs of life -

I had lost sight of the ring.



I found myself sitting on a bench

Behind the wooden horses;

I watched the others’ ups and downs -

I saw others grab for the ring.



One child cried as her horse rode on,

Vowing never to return -

She cried as she left the ride,

Not willing to reach the ring.



But another child, small and fragile,

Rode on through the ups and downs…

And only after many rides

Did the child take hold of the ring.



"Mommy! Mommy! I got the ring!

As my horsey leapt and bound!"

Suddenly I left the seat

Of the ride’s safe but unmoving bench.



I no longer see my horse

As moving by ups and downs -

It’s leaps and bounds that my horse makes…

And I’ve taken hold of the ring!










Temple on the Hill


1971, 1989; The first
part of this poem was written after a trip to Provo, Utah and I saw
its then-rising temple. (This first part is also my first written
poem!) The second part was written after rediscovering it while
cleaning out one of my many boxes of "stuff" and seeing the temple
from a twenty-year older view. And, seeing from the inside. What I
am trying to say through this poem was said by the Ancients: '… let
us climb up on to the mountain of the LORD, to the house of the God
of Jacob, that he may teach us in his ways and we may walk in his
paths.' (Isaiah 2:3, New English Bible.)

——————
PART ONE - 1971:



Up, up I climb,

Up to the temple on the hill.

I see the white exterior

And spire pointing heavenward.

And as I climb I realize that -

After I reach the Holy House;

After I reach the pure white walls

And spire reaching up to God,

My climb will continue on and on

Until I enter within its walls.

PART TWO - 1989:



I've finally entered within the walls;

Have raised my arm, covenanting with God.

The climb I thought would end one day

Goes on and on and on.



From that day forth my life has changed -

Not my will, but His, I strive to do.

Each jot and title of Christ's law

I've promised to obey.



One day a young woman came with me -

Entered as two, but left as one.

More promises made; more to obey -

The climb goes on and on.



Now children climb that hill with us;

They see the white walls and golden spire;

They look ahead with eager hearts

For the day their climb begins!










Temple Tower


2002; Common Metering;
inspired by the dedication of the (new) Nauvoo
Illinois temple; June 27, 2002 - one of the speakers made the
comment about the temple tower being a beacon, and my mind just
raced along…

——————
It is a Beacon on a Hill
-

For all the world to see

That God still speaks in this, our day,

Those truths that set us free.



It is a Beacon for His Hope -

For all the world to know

That God extends His hands to us,

Salvation to bestow.



It is a Beacon for His Strength -

For all the world to feel

That God will help us overcome,

Our hearts and minds He’ll heal.



It is a Beacon for His Peace -

For all the world to feel

That God still touches hearts and minds,

Happiness to reveal.



It is a Beacon for His Love -

For all the world to know

That God loves ev’ry one of us,

Unending love He’ll show.



It is a Beacon for His Light -

For all the world to see

That God still surely lights our path

Into Eternity.










Then the LORD Will Dwell with Them


2000; Irregular Metering:
6-7-8-7-6-7-6-7; We know of the
future Jerusalem temple and the future Zion temple complex - it
seemed right to me (and still does) that the other ten tribes will
have temple-capitols as well. I could be very wrong, but it was a
personal impression that felt (and still feels) so very right to
me. This is not official church doctrine; merely my own
impressions.

——————
Judah is returning

To the land they once called home,

To Jerusalem they’re coming –

To the temple mount they look.

A temple there they'll build;

A sacred 'House of the LORD' -

The word of the LORD

Will sound from Jerusalem.



Chorus: Then the LORD will dwell with
them;

His presence He'll make known.

Then the LORD will dwell with them;

With them He'll make His home.


Joseph is preparing

For the land that they'll call home;

To Zion they will come –

To the temple site they'll look.

In that holy city

A temple complex they’ll rise up -

The LORD’S own teachings then

Will go forth to all the world.



Ten other tribes will come

To Joseph's city, Zion -

Their own lands they’ll receive;

To their temple sites they'll turn.

Temples they’ll build up, then;

The LORD’S word and law receive -

Tribe by tribe, united then,

Israel worshipping as One.










There Are Those…


2000; a poem to
explain Grace to those who don't think it has anything with
them.

——————
There are those who
profess

That I only need to believe;

That once I have Faith

Then eternal life is assured.

I don’t believe them -

For they advocate

And eternal welfare system,

Wherein He does all the work

And we live comfortably

At rest.



There are those who teach

That our works alone will save us -

I don’t believe them -

What mortal is so strong

That they can face the Gates of Heaven

And force them to do their will?

Not even Hercules;

And he was Zeus’ son!



There are those who say

That His Grace alone

Will bring them Home.

No matter what we do.

I don’t believe them, either -

I don’t think He

Has such poor parenting skills

So as to reward our evil deeds

With such a generous allowance.



Those to whom I listen

Are those who,

Although covered with life's scars,

Shine like angels -

These are they whose faces have been so weary

And yet are now at Peace.



For these are they who believe

That through their struggles

He was always there;

These are they

Who had every reason to stop believing

In a God who would let

Such terrible things

Happen to them,

And yet they thanked Him for his love

And asked Him for more strength.



These are they

Who knew that they must use all their strength

To make it up the slopes to Heaven -

Knowing that He was there

To clear the path.

Those to whom I listen

Are those who understand

That their Faith has to shine bright

No matter what,

And that He is there to help it burn bright;

Those to whom I listen

Are those who understand

That He does not carry us up the hill,

But He is there to make the way known

And to pull us up the hard places

We could not otherwise attain.



Those to whom I listen

Are those who,

After a lifetime of having Faith

And a lifetime of incredible works,

Get a tear in their eye as they testify

That He did so much for them.

And that they could do nothing

Without Him.










Thieves Who Rob Themselves


1998; I think we all
know people like this. When one of these persons made me mad enough
(he was our bishop!), I wrote this and defiantly tacked it up on a
bulletin board at church. Many people loved it and asked for
copies. The man remained clueless.

——————
An ancient king once
said -

When we serve each other

We are really serving God.

Jesus said -

When we perform acts of service even to the least of others

We are still performing them to God.



And all the scriptures say we should love God

With all our heart, mind, might, and strength.

A prophet said - "Will a man rob God?

Yet ye have robbed me."

Why do ye rob God

By withholding from us the chance

To show our love for Him by serving you?



There was no need for you to say nothing

When you were sick in bed

And children ran wild through your house.

There was no need for you to work alone;

Repairing that porch step

When you didn’t know how to saw and hammer.



There was no need for you to walk to work

That week of snow and ice

Because you didn’t know what a fuel filter looked like.

There was no reason for you to mow your lawn,

Insisting you didn’t need help,

The very same week you had surgery.



There was no reason for you to move

From one house to another

Without even asking for our help.

For by doing all these things

You have robbed us of the chance

To show our Heavenly Father

How much we love Him

By also showing our love for you.



Sometimes the quest for what you call ‘Privacy’

Should be more accurately labeled ‘Robbery’ -

For you have robbed us… and God.

The phrase "I didn’t want to bother you"

May just as well get you into Hell

As fast as the phrase

"I don’t want you to bother me."










This Man of Men


2005; Common Metering;
In John Milton's PARADISE REGAINED I ran across the
term "This Man of Men" … while at at the same time preparing a
lesson for church that had a quote about Jesus being the example of
perfect Manhood. All we men should think hard about who the best
man is who ever lived and pattern ourselves after him.

——————
This Man of Men, whom
angels praise;

Who said, 'I am the way' -

In praise to Him my voice I raise,

And sing by night and day.



As God's Only Begotten Son,

He did His Father's will:

For us He battled Death and won -

Holds Heaven open still!



As Son of Man He came to dwell;

His earthly shell He tamed -

By Spirit ruled, we now excel,

Abiding unashamed.



Thou Man of Men - be Thou my guide

Forever, Lord, I pray;

That in Thy presence I may hide

From ev'ry worldly way.










Though Dreams Are Ravaged


2005; Hallelujah Common Meter:
8-8-6-8-8-6; written in the wake of
Hurricane Katrina and to remind us where to turn in all great
disasters in our life

——————
Though dreams are
ravaged by the gale,

And hopes are dashed, and all hearts fail -

Still, I will follow Thee.

Though Hell's own fury strikes the sea,

I know Thy Rock will shelter me!

And I will follow Thee.



Though shame and scorn are poured my way,

And loved ones all my trust betray -

Still, I will follow Thee.

Though shoulders slump - tired, bruised, and beat -

Still I will seek Thy mercy seat!

And I will follow Thee.



Though mortal helpers ne'er appear,

I know I'll feel Thee ever near -

Still, I will follow Thee.

Thine open arms, so strong but fair,

Will lead me from Fear and Despair!

And I will follow Thee.










Thoughts of a Soon-to-be Veteran


1999; I wrote this the
day I was notified that my retirement from the United States Air
Force (and my escape from the Pentagon!) had been officially
approved.

——————
Although my name will
not be found in any history book;

I have helped make history.

Although there will be no memorial with my carved face,

I have still done great deeds.



Although I will never be quoted or referred to,

I have still said and done great things.

Although I have never meet the Great and Famous of my
country,

I feel I have served with them -

I feel as if I have stood with Washington as he faced armies

That made his look so very small.

I feel as if I have stood on-deck with Jones

As he swore he’d never give up the ship;

Or with MacArthur as he strode across that foreign beach

And announced that he’d returned.



And what, you ask, have I learned?

I have learned that there are two ways

To give your life for your country:

One way to give your life for your country

Is to die that others may live free;

To fall in combat in defense of those principles

which make us free.



On foreign soil as well as here at home.

I have walked among the rows of stones

That stand as silent testament

Of the price the very few pay

That many, many others might live

With the freedoms

The dead will never enjoy.



At Gettysburg I have walked where so many of my brothers

Gave their last full measure of devotion –

And there I vowed to give my full measure each and every day,

That their sacrifice might not have been in vain.



In Hawaii I have walked in silence

Among the mass graves with no names,

Graves that were filled on the quiet day in December –

That will forever live in Infamy.

Among the silent there I swore I would live a life of
vigilance.



In England and Germany and France

I have stood in the Fields of Stone

And whispered to my comrades that their country is still free

And that their sacrifice will never be forgotten.



Many of my comrades have paid this final price,

But Fate has chosen for me

The other way of giving one’s life -

Fate chose that I must live, offering my life every day

To make the world a little more free.



Fulfilling this commission of living for my country

Has meant an almost-daily sacrifice –

It has meant being on-duty through birthdays and holidays -

So that others remain free to celebrate.

It has meant my seat at church has often been empty –

So that seats in all houses of worship can be freely
occupied.

It has meant sacrificing many personal dreams

So that a nation might remain free to fulfill its dream.



It has meant leaving my family while I went out into the world
-

I was not at my mother’s side when she was so very sick,

Because I was planting a garden for someone else’s mother

While others rebuilt her ancient house

That had been destroyed by a bomb.



I was not at my father’s side when he needed me so badly,

Because I was chasing sheep for someone else’s father -

Sheep that was his family’s only income

And had been scattered by a war.



I was not with my wife when our baby was born

Because I was in a forest, holding the hands

Of a young widow escaping her country

As she give birth to her first child.



I was not there when my daughter was in the hospital

Because I was in a refugee camp,

Clutching a dying orphan to my chest,

Praying she might live.



There are times I truly wonder

If my own country has seen my sacrifice,

But I know the rest of the world has seen it -

They have seen that a soldier can bring life and hope

Into a world without life or hope…



And, perhaps, these quiet acts overlooked by my own people

Will be my only memorial.

But my real memorial will be

To always live for Freedom

As valiantly as others

Died for it.

In doing so,

We have both given our lives.



As a Veteran,

I stand tall and proud with those who came before me.

I stand as a companion to those who secured my freedom,

For I have fulfilled their commission

Of securing liberty

For my children.

And now, it is my
children’s turn

To secure those freedoms

For their children.










Thoughts on the Brow of a Shining
Hill


July 2008; a nod to
President Ronald Reagan's refering to the USA as a city on the
shing brow of a hill

——————
Crouching at the side of
the road,

We took a moment to turn and see

where we’d been

and the trials and tests we’d survived

along the way.



The road had a thorny start,

And there were plenty of bumps

and rough spots

and seemingly-impassable traps

all along the way …



But here we were,

close to the brow of

the shining hill.

And we knew that the only way we’d survived it

was by working together.



Standing, we approached the hill’s brow

To see what lay behind –

more bumps;

more rough spots …



With the knowledge and experience gained

making it just to the hill’s brow,

We took each other’s hand and set off,

confident we were up to the challenge.










Thoughts Outside the Saint George
Temple


July 20, 2002 …
These were my impressions as we drove home from my
daughter’s wedding – having spent four days in Las Vegas and having
driven up to St George for the wedding.

——————
Every child who sees the
building

Will tell you it’s a castle -

And I was once one of those children -

I was always sure it was.



Well, just yesterday

A young woman

Looking very much like

A fairy tale Princess

Entered those sacred walls with me.



She was made promises;

She was anointed;

And in return

She made covenants -

All that would lead her

Into becoming

A Queen.



And then, on the arm

Of her handsome prince

They knelt at an altar

And together covenanted

With God,

And received a commission

From His hand.



And as I waited outside,

Within the shade of the big trees,

That building looked once more like a castle to me -

The mighty Fortress that is our God

Within this world where so many others

Have seem to have forgotten Him

And turned to other castles

And other lords.



My daddy’s heart stopped for just a moment

As the new princess stepped out into the sun

And lifted her flowing dress

Just enough to run across

That broad green lawn

To hug me.



With tears in her eyes -

And with a catch in her voice -

She thanked her Daddy

For always pointing her

Towards the Temple.










Three of Us Together


1996; This was begun
on the second day of our little Joseph's life. The 'MY SON' reply
was written four weeks later; the day after his burial.

——————
Come child; take my
hand; let’s walk a little ways.

I know we don’t have much time before you have to go back
home,

But until then let’s talk and get to know each other.



Yes, you’re a stranger in a strange land,

But you’re not a stranger here -

Here we know you and we love you

And we don’t want to see you go,

But Father says you have to be home;

Far too soon Father will expect you back -

Does he know how much it’ll hurt to see you go so soon?

Yes, I know he does; my spirit tells me so,

But does He know the pain in my heart?

He does; That’s why He’s sent a Comforter.



Father, I know he’s your child, But he’s my child, too -

Let’s hold his hands together and walk; the three of us.

Of course you’re the better Father;

I was only required to give him mortality

Before he moves on to a better teaching place -

And I don’t begrudge the teaching he’ll be getting from You.

But isn’t there something I can teach him?

Isn’t there something I can do?



A blessing - of course!

As his father here in the wilderness, he’s mine to bless;

He’s mine to counsel and guide - if only for a moment -

And you’re being very patient with me, waiting for me to do
this.

He needs that one experience, I guess -

He needs that one declaration of love and assurance.

He needs to know I love him enough to let him go back home with
You.

He needs to know I trust you enough to let him go with You -

I do.



Father - will you help me with this blessing?

Will your hands be holding him along with mine?

So he can feel both fathers’ love?

So he can hold both our hands as we walk a little farther
together

Before I have to let go?

Besides, it would hurt too much to do it without you.

Thank You.



Father: when I follow to where he is going with you

Will he be there, waiting for me?

Waiting to greet me?

Good; all my life there’s always been someone waiting to put us up
for the night,

And I’d hate for that to change now!



MY SON: Who sayest I wouldst let go of thee and leave thee behind
and all alone?

Not I!

But our son’s turn in the middle, Holding both fathers’ hands, Has
come to an end,

And it’s my turn to take the middle place -

Holding both my sons’ hands as we continue on our way, the three of
us together.



Thou hast let go of our son

And hast trusted him to Me.

Thy hand, empty now and seemingly alone,

Shall be filled with My hand -

Given because thou hast trusted Me

To guide and teach our son.

I promise thee the time will come

When thou wilt have the middle place -

To be led and guided by our son and Me.










Through all the Ages


2003; Long Metering; Suggested tune:
"Repentance"; written for a
congregation's 275th anniversary - my thought was to compare the
structure of the congregation to the structure of the building -
foundation, walls, windows - with Christ's love and protection as
the roof

——————
Through all the ages we
have stood

Upon His strong, sure foundation -

Twas laid for us by Christ our Lord;

He who is our true salvation.



We stand today as pillars strong,

Buttressed by Faith, Hope, Charity -

To gather in to fellowship

All wand'ring souls who would be free.



May His light shining forth from here

Cause all mankind to glorify

He whose great light and knowledge shines

To show the path to God on High.



Through all the ages may we stand

Sheltered as one from life's fierce storm -

Beneath His outstretched wings may we

Dwell in His Peace, secure and warm.










TIME... and Eternity


1990; After the death
of his sister Karen, Richard Carpenter put out a solo album titled
T.I.M.E. One song was titled 'When Love Was All We Had’, which was
followed by an instrumental titled ‘Time'. I felt bad because we
Latter-day Saints believe we have more than just time; we have
eternity if we live worthy of it! This bothered me for several
years, so I finally sat down, determined to correct this mistake.
This was the first of my attempts to write words to existing
melodies.

——————
Time - it only takes us
part the way.

Time - It's much too high a price to pay.

Why settle for something that's only second-best?

I want nothing less than Eternity.

Here - within your arms I want to stay.

Here - I promise I will never stray.

But you must give me something far more than time, 'cause

I want Eternity.


How can we set a limit
now?

There's so much we can love;

There's so much more our hearts can give.

How can we throw it all away

Because we cannot see

Our love, Eternally?


Now - I kneel and gently take
your hand

Now - I look into your eyes and see

Our love reflected through all Eternity;

Through all Eternity.


We won't set any limits
now

There's so much we can love;

There's so much more our hearts can give.

We will not throw it all away

Because we now can see

Our love Eternally.


Time - it's just not long
enough for us

Time - there's nothing in it now for us

You and I are destined for far greater plans, 'cause

We'll have it all… We'll have Eternity










To God's Covenant Children Who Stop Their
Families at Only Two


1995; This is just a
thought that came to mind… And I thought I’d better write it
down!

——————
Could Heavenly Father
have developed

Godlike Faith, Hope, and Charity -

Celestial Virtue, Knowledge, and Temperance -

Heavenly Patience, Charity, and Humility -

Divine Persuasion, Long-Suffering, and Gentleness -

Supreme Diligence, Kindness, and Love Unfeigned -

If He would had stopped after

Only Two?










To the Little Child Found in the
Road


2001; This was written
after reading a heartbreaking news story about a murder-suicide of
a father and two little children.

——————
This mortal life

Is hard enough

For a child –

It’s so very sad

When you have to work

With so many adults.



Things happen,

And grown-ups’ minds

Are not always right.

And the very sad thing about it

Is that a sick mind

Can rarely be convinced

Of how sick it really is –

If others even notice…

But even sadder is when

A little child suffers

Because their parent’s mind

Is so very ill.



Having been down a part

Of that very ugly road,

I can have great compassion

For the one ill enough

To do such harm.



But other grown-ups,

Who have not been

On that deadly path

Are usually

Very unforgiving –

A disease that

Cannot be seen

Is rarely acknowledged

Or Forgiven.



How fortunate that you

In your innocence

Are going to be held

In the bosom of

He who is able

To forgive all –

Learn well that lesson

From He who will be teaching you.

So that when a grown-up spirit

Kneels in front of you

And through their sobs

Begs your forgiveness

You will be able to

Follow the example

Of He who is so

Christ-like.










To the Teacher Who Went Astray


1990; About this all I
wish to say is that this is my written feelings about one of the
most influential teachers of my childhood. She taught me about my
conscience and how to follow it… but forgot herself. Yes, teachers:
we remember you and love you!

——————
Remember the words You
taught to us

When we were children, Eager to learn?

Remember the tears You shed in class

As you taught us all Of holy things?



Our feet you planted In gospel soil;

Our spirits you fed With heavenly bread.

Our minds you lit With gospel light -

Testimonies born By your few words.



But now the teacher Has lost her way -

Has put out the light She lit for us.

Of the Bread of Life Does not partake,

The tears that she shed Are now a drought.



Teacher of our Youth! Take now our hand:

Repentance you taught, And we believed!

God's hand reaches out; Hold now with us

The hand that will guide; The hand that will lead!



Out of your classroom Children did go;

Proclaimed to the world Your words, so true.

Your words now return Back to their source -

Teacher, Take our hand - We'll show the way!










To Those Who Want Me To Be More Like
Them


1999; The first part
of this was written in a state of defiance against a pack of idiots
who happened to be my bosses and were hell-bent to change me to
suit them. I hung this over my desk and they left me alone.I added
the final thought some time later when I was calmer about it
all.

——————
I was created in

GOD’S IMAGE.

For you to remake me in

YOUR IMAGE

would be a real

STEP DOWN.

Instead, why don’t we

HELP EACH OTHER

hold on to

HIS IMAGE?










To Thy Pavilion, O Lord


2004;Though the rough
spots of life I have always found comfort in the Psalms -
especially the ones where King David is asking the Lord where He is
and where is pavilion is. It is in that tone that I write this
text. An interesting cultural note is that the word 'pavilion' as
used in Psalms is the same Hebrew word translated as 'tabernacle'
and 'bower' - the word used as the Hebrew name for the Feast of the
Tabernacles - 'Succoth'. The reason there are two versions is this:
I originally wrote the 9-8-9-8 version, and it is my favorite
version. But there are very few hymn tunes to that metering scheme,
and so with the encouragement of one of my collaborators I wrote
the Long Meter version, which still gets the message over
beautifully.

——————

Long Metering: 8-8-8-8


 To Thy pavilion, Lord, I
come

With nothing but my broken heart -

All others have forsaken me,

And worldly cares will not depart.



With contrite sp'rit I come to Thee

All worldly glory left behind -

Wilt Thou wrap me in Thy strong arms,

A sure, safe shelter there to find?



Bear now my sorrows; heal my wounds -

Trouble's yoke I will let fa-ll.

Unburdened, I return to Thee

My he-art, my so-ul, my
all.
___________

Irregular Metering: 9-8-9-8



To Thy pavilion, O Lord, I come

With nothing but my broken heart -

All others, they have forsaken me,

And worldly cares will not depart.



With contrite spirit I come to Thee

All worldly glory left behind -

Wilt Thou wrap me in Thy loving arms,

A sure, safe shelter there to find?



Bear now my sorrows and heal my wounds -

Trouble's yoke I will let fa-ll.

Unburdened, then, I return to Thee

My he-art, my so-ul, my all.










Too Many Bad Guys To Fight


1992 and 2000; This
was written several years before the well-publicized death and
'surprise' resurrection of Superman in the mid-1990's. The last two
verses were specifically written for a devotional address.

——————
When did Superman
finally die?

When did he stop his flying so high?

When Goodness and Right could not excite,

You and I became his kryptonite.

With all of his might he fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



Why's the Lone Ranger taken off his mask?

Why's he ride no longer, you may ask -

When we for the right no longer cheered

He just rode away as we laughed and jeered.

With all of his might he fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



And when did Zorro hang up his swords,

And stop fighting all the ugly hordes?

The dirt and the dust weren't worth it all

When we his people didn't care at all.

With all of his might he fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



When did Spiderman fall from his web

And allow the goodness of the world to ebb?

He finally shrugged, said "What's the use?

If they don't care, why take the abuse?"

With all of his might he fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



Now Wonder Woman's left us alone -

Where she has gone is still unknown.

I doubt we'll see her ever again

Until we become much better men.

With all of her might she fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



Did Batman finally clip his own wings

And from a building his body fling?

He gave his life on the end of a rope -

He found no soul who still had hope.

With all of his might he fought for the right;

There was just too many bad guys to fight.



The magic dragon once named Puff -

We all have treated him pretty rough!

Out of his own love, goodness he gave,

But we forced him back into his cave.

With all of their might they fought for the right;

We were just too many bad guys to fight.



There is a Hero we can't scare off

No matter how much we laugh and scoff

He'll stand beside us through thick and thin

Forever hoping our crown we'll win

With all of His might He fights for the right

And He's looking for allies to win that fight.



Seen or unseen, He stands with us

And acknowledging Him Is a must!

For with Him fighting on our side

Heaven we'll reach with Him as our Guide.

With all of our might let us fight for the right -

For He needs so many good guys - tonight!










Trail of Tears


2000; This was written
at the end of a long drive across America’s heartland, following
the great pioneer trails across Missouri, Nebraska, and Wyoming -
the same trip from which I wrote "Into the Storm".

——————
For me,

Those hills

And valleys

And plains

Are a Trail of Tears.



Those who went ahead

Had such great Faith

And Hope

And Determination

That each time

I drive that route

I weep,

Realizing my own

Lack of Faith,

Hope,

and Determination.



Each time I drive this route

And renew my promise

Of strengthening my Faith,

Hope,

And Determination,

The route is once again

Covered

With a trail

Of my tears.










'Twas in the Time of Year


2005; Common Meter Double;
This started out to be a hymn celebrating Joseph
Smith's First Vision, but turned out far too wordy for a modern
hymn.

——————
'Twas in the time of
year when all

Creation seems restored;

When ev'ry creature, large and small,

Acknowledges their Lord -

'Twas in a grove where Nature reigned,

Spring's hope thick in the air,

That Joseph's faith was unrestrained -

He knelt in humble prayer.



Then Hell's worst darkness seized the day;

Smothered his heart, so fair -

A fearful doom hindered his way

With terror and despair.

It was a pow'r he could not fight;

His chance for rescue stark …

Till God's own light brought Hope, so bright,

Dispelling all the dark.



Heaven and Earth's Almighty God

And His Begotten Son

Appeared to the young boy, now awed

By what his prayer'd begun.

A prophet's mantle fell that day

And raised the boy to man -

A man who would his God obey,

And carry out His plan.



'Tis now a marv'lous day for Earth -

God's kingdom is restored!

And ev'ry nation, large and small,

Will come to know their Lord.

Let us rejoice that in our day

The Gospel truths now shine

As Heaven's fire to light our way

And ev'ry hearts refine.










Two Hanukah Thoughts


2001; Nothing doctrinal here - just some
messages I have sent to friends who would appreciate them. The
central theme of Chanukah is of course ‘light’. With that in mind,
here are my two thoughts for the holiday.

——————

With all of your might

Reach for the Light -

So strong and bright.

—————
Like a lighthouse on the
stormy shore,

Where crashing waves forever roar -

With both hands firmly on the oar,

Let His light guide forevermore.










Two Walls


1995; I had resisted
the comparison of the Wall - the Viet Nam Memorial - in Washington
D.C. to the Western Wall in Jerusalem. But after visiting Jerusalem
and praying at that Wall I was assigned to the Pentagon and made a
personal pilgrimage to the Wall on the Mall. Now I feel,
understand, and support the comparison. This poem tells why. This
was written as that same time as "Civil Wars".

——————
I have prayed at two
walls

And moistened both with my tears.

Both walls stand as witness

of great loss

and of pain

and of tragedy that should have never been.



People are silent at these walls;

their tears speak for them -

Tears for what was lost;

Tears for what could have been;

Tears that say: "If only… ".



As people leave these two walls

their tears speak of resolve -

A resolve to not repeat

the great loss

or the pain

or the tragedy that should not have been;

A resolve to live so there will never have to be

another wall to remind us

of what was lost

or what could have been

or at which we will mourn and say "If only… "



I have prayed at two walls

and both have moistened me with their tears.










Upon a Family Hearth


2000; Small Metering: 6-6-8-6;
One of the great lessons that goes too unnoticed is
that the Church was reorganized in a family’s home.It took until
the temple blessings were fully realized in Nauvoo that the
significance of this was realized.

——————
Upon a family
hearth

The prophet Joseph stood

To organize the Church of Christ

In these, the latter days.



And still within the family,

Through fathers strong and good,

The Lord still guides His family

In true and righteous ways.










Upon Thy Wings


2000; Common Metering:
I love the imagery of the Old Testament!

——————
The shadow of Thy wings
I seek

Refuge and shelter, dear -

May Thy embrace remain my home

Ev’n when the skies are clear.



Spread now Thy wings and shelter me

Through all the storms of life -

That I may rest, and may rejoice

Through all the stormy nights.



Bear me upon Thine eagle wings

As eagles’ young are borne -

Keep me within Thy loving touch

Above the windy storm.



Lend Thou Thy wings and lift me up

That I may soar Thy heights -

That I may run and not weary

And walk Thy ways in might.










We Come Now To Thy House, O Lord


2004; Common Metering;
written at the announcement of the Draper Utah
temple. In times past hymns have been written especially for temple
dedications, and I was wondering what I would write if given such a
chance. This is what I came up with.

——————
We come now to Thy
house, O Lord;

Thy presence here we seek -

To learn of Thee; to follow Thee,

With hearts and minds so meek.



No unclean thing will we allow

To stain Thy holy place -

Our hearts we first will purify

Through Thy Son's holy grace.



And as we learn of holy things

And covenant with Thee,

May we find courage in Thy ways

Of Truth and Modesty?



To holy altars in this place

We'll bring each family name -

And stand for them before Thee, Lord,

For them Thy blessings claim.



Our children we will bring, prepared,

To be presented there -

To speak with Thee of holy things;

Of things precious and dear.



We come now to Thy house, O Lord -

Thy presence may we find?

And may we dwell as One within

Thy love - so pure, so kind?










We Gather at Thy Table, Lord


2004; Common Metering;
This was written for a hymn search looking for
songs about the Holy Communion - also called the Sacrament of the
Lord's Supper, and the Eucharist, by different denominations. I
wrote the church sponsoring this hymn search to get some guidance
as to what they were looking for, and this part of their reply
impressed me enough to write this hymn text: "The more we've
studied Holy Communion, the more we have come to understand that it
is more of a mystery to be entered and explored than an activity
that can be fully understood. The arts (visual and music) are in a
good position to help us in that exploration. One of the things
that became apparent to us was that few hymns in our hymnals
emphasized the joy of coming to the table… "

——————
We gather at Thy table,
Lord,

With broken hearts we pray:

Our willingness to follow Thee

Wilt Thou accept this day?



With contrite spir't we call on Thee

To he-al and make whole

The pains and sorrows of the fight

Between body and soul.



Thy body torn; Thy blood like sweat,

Show love beyond compare -

They gather us together, Lord,

Thy fellowship to share.



This broken bread, this simple cup -

Such ageless hope they hold

In turning human hearts to Thee

And gathering Thy fold.










We Will


2000; U.S. President
Ronald Reagan spoke at the 50th Anniversary ceremonies of the
Allied invasion at Normandy, France known as D-Day: "We will always
remember. We will always be proud. We will always be prepared, so
we may always be free."

——————
I took my children for a
walk one day

Among the silent rows of stone -

Stones with crosses and stars and angels -

Where soldiers lay in silent rest.



And then we walked

With reverent footsteps

Those places of battle

Where not all the dead were found.



And in these holy places,

We heard voices whispering

As if from the dust

That was stirred by the morning breeze,

Asking us if we remembered:

‘Do you remember me?’

‘Do you remember what I did?

‘Do you remember why I died?’

‘Do you remember what I gave my life for?’

And,

‘Have you remembered my wife and children?"



I could not contain the tears as we answered back:

‘We will always remember.’



Our walk took us through chambers

And halls

And chapels

Where laws were passed;

Where decisions were made;

Where prayers were offered;

Where Declarations and Constitutions were written -

And in those places the voices still whisper

As they do among the stones:

‘Are there still those who understand what we did?’

‘Is anyone still thankful?’

‘Does anyone still care?’



And through our tears our spirits answered:

‘We will always be proud.’



Our walk continued across a bridge

Where a group of common citizens

Held the bridge against an army -

Even though many of them fell.

We continued on to places

Where mothers and fathers

Held each other tightly

As they waved goodbye

To their children -

Hating and fearing death,

But also knowing

That freedom is not paid for

In a single payment

Or by a single generation.

We walked with those mothers and fathers

As they returned to homes

Where silent banners

In sad, hopeful windows

Bore stars for those who served -

Stars which marked just how many directions

Those parents’ hearts were torn,

And how many times their hearts

Were broken.

Again we heard the silent questions:

‘Have we died in vain?’

‘Is the Union still free?’

‘Are there any still ready to protect

That for which we paid so dearly?’



And my heart soared

As my childrens’ voices rang clear

Even before I could clear my throat enough

To answer-

‘We will always be prepared.’



I took my children for a walk one day

That they may always remember;

That that they may always be proud;

That they may always be prepared;

That they might always be free.

Come, and walk with us…










Weep Not For Me


2004; Long Metering - 8-8-8-8;
I am a Sacred Harp/Shape Note/Southern Harmony
singer, and I have been wanting to write along the lines of many of
the great hymns in those hymnals that speak of death from a
Christian point of view. This is my first attempt.

——————
Weep not for me, eternal
friends,

My mortal life at last is done!

I'm now returning to my home -

Armor secured; victory won!



I did not linger on this earth

Long enough to be a burden -

Neither did I return too soon,

Leaving hearts and hopes a-ruin.



I tarried in my mortal frame

With time to find His one strait path -

I followed Him through all my days,

Striving for all my Father hath.



I fed the hungry, clothed the bare,

Gave all, that we might be as One.

I spoke His message, clear and sound.

What He taught me - that, I have done.



My race is through, the garland dons

My ti-red, worn, and weary brow -

Now I will face Him, unafraid,

As before His throne I will bow.



Weep not in sorrow, but in joy!

I've fulfilled all He has asked me.

And when your time comes to return,

I'll be waiting there to greet thee!










What Then Is Man?


2000;
A workshop project to write a lyric based on Psalms
8:3-8. I added to it Psalms 144:3-4, and Moses 1:37. This is meant
to sound like an old cowboy song.

——————
When I consider All the
works of Thine hands -

And marvel at all Thy beauty

I often wonder Just what have I done

To deserve all the grandeur I see?



When I consider All the Heavens above

And all of the world around me,

I think it a truth - I do not deserve

Such love and attention from Thee!



O Lord, what is man That Thou carest so?

What is Man, That Thou givest him thought?

For I know I am Like a breath of wind;

All my days just a passing shadow.


Chorus:What,
what then is man,

That Thou art so mindful and near?

A little below the angels are we -

While Thine image and glory we bear.


That we are in fact Thy sons
and daughters

'Tis a marvelous, wonderful truth!

'Tis wond'rous to know - Thou carest so much

To trust us with so much in our youth!


 Chorus


May we grow and learn To
become like Thee

And master all of Thy lessons!

That we may receive Immortality

And eternal life with- Thee win!


Chorus










Whatever It May Be


2005; Short Meter;
What if the person conducting the worship service
announced the hymn number for a song but failed to write down the
title so they simply said - "whatever it may be" … well, what
if if there wasn't a hymn titled "Whatever It May Be"? What would
we do? Never fear - I've solved the problem.

——————
Whatever it may be

That Thou requires of me -

O Lord, please hear my humble plea:

Help me return to Thee!



Whatever I may do

To be Thy child anew -

I will for all Thy Mercy sue,

And I will follow true!



To Thee, O Lord, I pray

For Thee to guide by day -

And through the night show me the way

To Thee, O Lord, I pray!










When Heaven’s Gates Were Opened Wide


2001; Metering: Iambic 8-7-8-8; Two Suggested Tunes:
Hymn: "Danby"; Folk: "Water Is Wide";
This also is one my very favorite of all the things
I have written. I was actually praying for an inspiration to write
upon an Easter theme, and this whole picture came to mind.

——————
When Heaven’s gates were
opened wide

And Jesus stepped in through the way,

Did Heaven’s light shine brighter then;

Brighter even than the noonday?



How did Father show His great love

For what His Son for us had done?

Were angels’ eyes allowed to gaze

As the Father greeted His Son?



Did Father touch the pierc-ed hands?

Did He reach for the wounded side?

Did Father’s tears fall on scarred feet?

Did they embrace, both teary-eyed?



Did Father speak to all present;

Assembled there on bended knees -

"Beho-ld - My Beloved Son,

In whom I am, I am well pleased"?










When Jesus Comes to Claim His Own


2000; to the tune of ‘When Johnny Comes Marching
Home’; I love the 'marching' hymns -
and we need far more of them. The final, virtually-unknown verse of
the original song has been retained and only about half of it
changed as it fit my intent.

——————
When Jesus comes to
claim His own, HALLELUJAH!

We’ll willingly become His own, HALLELUJAH!

His name confess; His name we’ll call;

Around His feet we’ll gladly fall!

And we’ll all rejoice When Jesus comes to Reign!



Temple trumpets will once more sound, HALLELUJAH!

To welcome Him upon the Mount; HALLELUJAH!

Saints old and young upon that day

Will lay palm branches in the way

And we’ll all rejoice When Jesus comes to Reign!



Get ready for the Jubilee, HALLELUJAH!

When we will finally crown Him King, HALLELUJAH!

Then Hate and Sorrow will disappear;

Glad tidings only will we hear;

And we’ll all rejoice When Jesus comes to Reign!



Let love and friendship on that day, HALLELUJAH!

Their choicest treasures then display, HALLELUJAH!

And let each one perform some part

To prove the love within their heart;

And we’ll all rejoice When Jesus comes to Reign!










When Will the Messiah Return?


1989; This was
actually written before either of my trips to Israel, and it is
based on the 12th, 13th, and 14th chapters of Zechariah in the Old
Testament. I wrote it in haiku because one of the verses fell into
it so naturally that I decided to make them all so. Like any haiku,
the reader should pause after each verse and soak in the verse
before moving on.

——————
A world full of
hate

will soon gather thick like wolves

'round Jerusalem.


God's covenant children

who live there will all be held up -

the end will seem so near.


To the temple mount

the remnant will all retreat

as the city falls.


As the temple falls

Mount of Olives they will spy -

to the cleft they'll run.


The mountain divides

to let the Shepherd pass through

to gather His sheep.


There He will greet them

in the new-formed mountain pass

as they gather 'round.


The figure in white

stands with arms spread wide -

they'll see Him and stop.


 "These marks in your hands;

these marks on your feet -

what are these that you bear?"


 "In the house of my friends

did I receive all these wounds

to heal all mankind."


They'll look upon Him -

He who their fathers had pierced -

And for Him they'll mourn.


The people will kneel,

His holy name they'll call out -

He'll welcome them home.


Then light shall shine forth

healing the night and the day -

all will be one day.


Living waters shall

from Jerusalem flow forth

healing all the land.


Messiah shall reign

over all peoples on earth -

Millennial Reign.










When Words Fail


2002; My favorite
co-worker experienced a tragedy in her life, and I wrote her these
words:


There are times in our
lives

For which there are no words –

For such times

Only our hearts

Are able to speak.



This one of those times

In which I will attempt

To be wise

And allow

My heart to speak.

(You know I would never

Try to be wise for just

Anyone -

Has to be

Someone special…)



Know that my heart and my

Love are turned to you …

And I pray

You can feel

All of my love!










Where Eagles Fly


1987; written to
express the desire to continuously improve in achieving a godly
stature.


 Where eagles fly -

    There I want to be.

  Soaring high -

       Entire worlds to see.

    Spreading wing -

        Leaving earth
behind.

      Heaven-bound -

          Brighter
skies to find.



Tied to earth -

    Not the life you dream.

  Your rebirth -

      Spirit reigns supreme.

    Turn your face -

        To the bright, warm
sun.

      Leaving base -

          Eternity
won.










Where Peace, His Covenant, Reigns


2005; Common Meter;
This is my entry for a hymn text search looking for
texts under the theme of the "Power and Promise of Peace". Isaiah
2:4 was one of the suggested scriptures, and I added to it Isaiah
54:10.

——————
Come, gather all your
tools of war,

and through His loving ways

Make them anew His tools for Peace

to use through all your days.



The hating mind, the lying tongue,

must be forever stilled,

That His own Love and Truth and Way

may ever be distilled.



The weary and the troubled hearts

find Hope in Him Above,

While evil hearts must be refined

to vessels of His Love.



And every hand in anger raised

must turn from fist to palm

As we reach out to serve, not harm,

and turn all fears to calm.



Come now unto His holy hill,

where every soul obtains

The power to become like Him;

Where Peace, His covenant, reigns.










While Walking Down Life's Darkened
Path


2006; Common Meter;
This first verse just came to me and I obediently
wrote it down and then had to struggle a bit for the rest. The
world does not need yet another retelling of Psalm 23, but on the
other hand writers must be true to the shreds of inspiration that
come if they wish them to continue.

——————
While walking down
Life's darkened path

I call my shepherd's name -

He hears me and He calls for me;

He calls me by my name.



I'll never fear - my shepherd's near;

'Twill keep me safe from harm

If only I will follow Him -

There'll be no fear; alarm.



He bids me to His pastures, green,

and to His water, pure,

Where it is safe to rest awhile

For one so weak and poor.



With His strong staff He guides us on

Through Life's dark veil of tears -

His rod He wields on our behalf,

To save us from all fears.



A gospel feast He ever holds

Though enemies oppose -

Anointing us to be His own,

His Spirit freely flows.



His goodness and His mercy shall

Make light my path through Life -

And I will ever dwell with Him,

Forsaking pain and strife.










While Walking in the Quiet Shade


2006; Common Meter; I
wish every Christian could have the chance to walk the places made
sacred by Christ's mission and to feel the history and Spirit of
those places. This text was written as I remembered my thoughts and
feelings from my visits those places in which the Atonement was
carried out.

——————
While walking in the
quiet shade

of Gethsemane

We ponder on Christ's wond'rous Love -

Redeeming you and me.



We gaze across the rock-strewn hill

where Jesus hung in pain,

And marvel that He'd die for us

to break Death's awful chain.



While pausing at the empty tomb,

where Life began anew,

Let us renew our covenants -

His footsteps to pursue.



Each Sabbath day we join as one

within this holy place

To thank God for His loving Son;

for Love's redeeming Grace.










Who Will Bear My Sorrow?


2004; based on Isaiah 53:4-5 and Matthew 11:28-29;
Short Meter (6-6-8-6) + LM chorus;
Combining these scriptures as a question and
response just feels right to me - one asking mankind's questions
and the other supplying His answer.

——————
Who will bear my
sorrow

When I can bear no more?

When life's harsh cares encircle me,

Who'll drive them from my door?



Chorus: "Come unto me," the Savior
calls,

Ye wearied from life's crushing load;

My easy yoke, my burden, light -

Come, walk with me on Mercy's road.


When grief's dark pow'r
deepens,

And I cry out in pain,

Whose arms will then encircle me

And heal my heart again?



Wounded by transgression;

Bruised by iniquity -

Whose love will then encircle me

With pow'r to make me free?










Why Seek the Living Here?


2000; These lyrics are
my tribute to my favorite scripture. I wrote this to Naomi Shemer’s
JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN, an incredible Israeli folk song written as a
love song to the city of Jerusalem. I hope my Jewish friends can
forgive me for using this melody for such a Christian theme, but it
fits, and I think it fits beautifully.

——————
The morning mist was
barely rising

Among the rocks and trees

The morning birds were barely singing

Their music on the breeze

When suddenly the stone was rolling

Leaving the tomb door bare

The guards all fled in fear and horror

Their hearts in great despair



The women came that first-day morning

In sadness and in grief

They found the tomb open and empty

Much to their disbelief

They found His shroud folded and empty

Upon the cold stone seat

And in His place two shining angels

Who bore a message sweet:



CHORUS: Why seek the living
here

Within an empty tomb?

He is not here; He has risen

To set Mankind free


Apostles came to see the
wonder

Within the empty tomb

They and the women left together

For their small, rented room

But Mary stayed behind that morning

And knelt among the boughs

To her the Savior spoke that morning -

"Woman, why weepest thou?"


Woman, why weepest thou

For He who is not dead?

I go now unto my Father

To set Mankind free."



Why seek the living here

Within an empty tomb?

He is not here; He has risen

To set Mankind free.










The "WHY?" Questions


2001

——————
This is not a pretty
world we live in,

And quite often changes must be made.

I have noticed through the years

That those who make the changes

Are those who ask "Why?"



But they do not only ask the question,

They also set out to find the answer -

And then act upon it.



"Why?" changed a little jewish girl

Who went to sleep to the sounds

Of jailed prisoners being beaten

Into a Golda Meir.



"Why?" changed a young preacher

Who had to find ways

To call for peace among his congregation

Into a Martin Luther King.



"Why?" changed a young lawyer

Who believed in Equality

And Independence for his people

Into a Mahatma Gandi.

"Why?" changed a Polish electrician

Who believed in Democracy

And the right of Unions to organize

Into a Lech Walensa.



"Why?" changed a Hollywood actor

Who believed in Democracy

And in the Constitution of his land

Into a Ronald Reagan.



"Why?" changed a New England carpenter

And glass maker

Who believed in religious freedom

Into a Brigham Young.



"Why" changed a young European socialite

Who saw the need

To end suffering in the world

Into a Mother Theresa.



Each of them were

Only one person,

But each of these one persons

Knew they must do something

With the answers they received

To the "Why?" questions…



…So,

What have you been doing lately

With the "Why?" questions?










Wilt Thou Ever Firmly Hold Me?


2001; Iambic 10-9-8-8;
We all walk in the steps of the Peter as he stepped
out of the boat to walk towards the Messiah. Eventually we realize
the only way to keep our heads above water is to trust the Lord to
hold us up.

——————
Although my faith is
weak before Thee;

Although my li-ght seems very small -

Wilt Thou ever lift my spirit

Towards thy li-ght which shines for all?



Chorus: Wilt Thou ever firmly hold
me

As I travel life’s stormy sea?

Wilt thou ever calm the waters

As I journey home to Th-ee?


Although my wo-rks are barely
seen,

Although my stren-gth seems ever weak,

Wilt Thou ever be-ar me up

As for Thy wi-ll I ever seek?



With thy great Lo-ve, shining forever,

Wilt Thou ever gui-de me ho-me?

With Thy mercy and Thy Grace,

Guide me through the stormy fo-am?










Words of Blessing


2003; Numbers 6:24-26 from the King James Version
& the New English Bible; set to the tune "Park Street"

——————

The Lord bless thee, the Lord keep thee;

The Lord make His face shine u-pon thee,

The Lord be gra-cious un-to thee,

And lift His count'-nance u-pon thee,

And give thee peace; and give thee peace.



The Lord bless you and watch o'er you;

The Lord make His face shine u-pon you

A-nd be gra-cious un-to you;

The Lo-rd look kind-ly on you

And give you peace;

And give you peace.










Worthy Is the Lamb!


2005; Short Meter; I
have a friend who is a Christian of Jewish heritage, and he asked
for a hymn text that combines the tradition and tokens of the
Passover with its fulfillment in the Sacrament of the Lord's
Supper. It took me a year, but I did it!

——————
Worthy is the
Lamb!

Who marks each heart and mind,

That Death and Sorrow might pass o'er;

Pain's darkness left behind.



Worthy is the Lamb!

His flesh He freely gave -

Death's price He paid in full to save

Us from the mortal grave.



Worthy is the Lamb!

His blood He freely spilt -

Redeeming us from Sin's dark grasp;

From all our mortal guilt.



Worthy is the Lamb!

Who opened Heaven's gate

And bids us still to come to Him

On His path, sure and strait.



Worthy of the Lamb -

'Tis all I want to be!

I will be ready when He calls

Me home, His face to see.










Would You Sing a Song For Me?


2000; This was written
after a few viewings of the video for the song ‘Through the Rocking
Years’, by Ricky Van Shelton and Dolly Parton. It just came. I can
hear someone like Kenny Rogers singing it. In January of 1997 I
rewrote it into "A Song For Karen", but here it is in its original
form.

——————
I hear her on the radio
-

Singing; her voice soft and sweet.

Then his deep voice joins up with her’s

And all my heart can say is -



Lady, oh lady

Would you sing a song with me?

‘Cause your soft sweet voice can make

This tired heart start to sing.

We could sing of love, and then

Of all the things that love could bring.



I see her in her video

Staring up into his eyes,

And his dark eyes keep staring back,

And all my heart can say is -



Lady, oh lady

Would you sing a song with me?

‘Cause your soft sweet voice can make

This tired heart start to sing.

We could sing of love, and then

Of all the things that love could bring.



Someday I’ll find my lady

With a voice for me, soft and sweet.

Then my deep voice will join up with her’s

And all my heart will sing is -



Lady, oh lady

Would you sing a song with me?

‘Cause your soft sweet voice can make

This tired heart start to sing.

We could sing of love, and then

Of all the things that love could bring.

Reprise: Lady… oh,
Lady…

Would you sing a song with me?










Part 1

Written for All Age Groups








Armor of Light


2000;
I had been looking for a way to teach the
"Whole Armour of God" (Ephesians 6:10-20) to the children.…and then
started it all with Romans 13:12 and then added D&C 49:27-28,
D&C 121:46, and D&C 88:125. This is written to the tune of
“We'll Bring the World his Truth” in the LDS Children's Songbook -
some people have written to tell me they us this as additional
lyrics to that song.

——————
The
night is spent; ‘tis nearly finished -

The day is coming, ‘tis hopeful and bright.

We must cast off all works of darkness,

We must put on- the armor of light.



Girted with truth, We stand for the Right

And never waver From Tru-th, so bright.

Ri-ghtousness our only breastplate;

Our soul protected From evil and hate.



Our feet are shod In go-spel truths

To gain firm footing While in- our youth.

We carry, too Our faith as a shield

Against which Evil Ever must yield.



Salvation is Our helmet so strong

To keep our minds pure Our whole life long.

A mighty sword, Our Father’s Spirit,

Will cut through Evil And Tru-th invite.



Like a mantle, I’ll wear Charity

Forever reaching To tho-se I see

Like my Savior, I never will cease

To do for others And show them His peace.



If I'm faithful To my commission

My King will be there to see His will done -

He'll protect my back from those who would try

To circle 'round me, my soul to destroy.



If I but wield His sword righteously

A Scepter for Ri-ght It then- will be.

Ri-ghteousness And Truth will prevail

And all that's good never will
fail.










A Child’s Thanksgiving Prayer


2001; Common Metering 8-6-8-6; Suggested
tune: "Newbury"

——————

I thank Thee, Lord, for all Thy love;

For Thy great care for me -

In planting time and harvest time

Thou hast been there for me.



For my fam’ly I give Thee thanks;

I love them, ev’ry one.

Father, Mother, Brother, Sister -

My thanks for ev’ry one.



For my country, and for my flag

In rev’rent thanks I bow,

For the Freedom to worship Thee

My heart and head I bow.



And for Thy Son and His great love,

And what He's done for me -

On bended knee I come to Thee,

My thanks to Thee above.










Choice Land


2001; Irregular Meter – 8-8-8-8

——————

Lord, help us make this a choice land;

Guide us ever with Thy strong hand –

Help us always acknowledge Thee

And Thy power, keeping this land free.



May Freedom's light guide day by day;

As we walk in Thy light; Thy way -

Wilt Thou hold Thy banner hi-gh

Like a bright torch in the night sky?



Help us gather from all the world

To Thy banner, ever unfurled,

All those who from oppression flee -

One flock, one shepherd, may there
be.










Christian Thoughts


2001; Common Metering 8-6-8-6

——————

Lord, help us all to build bridges

Of Knowledge and of Faith -

No more walls of ignorance

For those who on Thee wait.



Lord, let me be Thy instrument -

Though I'm so weak and small -

In showing Faith and Charity;

In giving Hope to all.










A Cov’nant Is a Promise


2001; Metering: 7-6-6-6-6-6 +
chorus; I haven’t
found a Primary song that actually defines what a covenant actually
is… so I gave it a try.

——————
A
cov’nant is a promise To live a certain way.

Cov’nants are specific Directions to obey -

If I keep my cov’nants, His blessings come my way -



Chorus: For the
Lord has told us –

"I am bound when ye do what I say";

But if ye do not what He says,

Then ye have no promise.


A covenant
is a promise Showing who’s side I’ll take

When choosing right from wrong - So ev’ry day I’ll take

The path that leads me to His blessing to
partake.










Faith Is…


2001-2002; Common Metering
8-6-8-6; I wrote
two short lyrics on Faith in 2001 - then in 2002 I combined them,
added to, and did some rearranging to make one song.

——————
The faith within
my child's heart

Is how I can be sure

Of things I cannot touch and feel

Or see with eyes so poor.



Faith is the power to believe

All Jesus has revealed -

Through scriptures and through daily prayer,

We can know what is real.



Faith is a lamp, showing the way

The Savior’s footsteps lead -

Within its light we’ll follow Him

In thought and word and deed.



Faith guides the individual steps

We take so slow but sure -

That step by step and line by line

God’s truths will dawn, so pure.



Faith is the fiber that gives strength

To all the Father’s works -

It brings to pass His promises;

It brings to life His words.



Faith is the power giving strength

To follow all His words,

That we might learn to be like Him

In thought and deed and word.



Faith is the power and the shield

Protecting us from all

The evil thoughts and evil deeds

In this world, great or small.



Faith is the power to become

Like Father up above -

By Faith we listen to Christ's words

And learn to live in Love.










From the Dust


2003 (to celebrate the Book of Mormon)
Inspired by Isaiah 29:4 & 2 Nephi 26:16; Mixed Meter

——————

From the dust it speaks to us –

A voice so strong and sure!

Speaks of Christ; Redeeming Lord –

His truths so clean and pure.



From the dust it lifts us up

As if on eagle wings –

Speaks healing to our mind and soul

As in our heart it rings.



From the dust His voice still calls

For us to follow Him –

Responding with a heart renewed,

We’ll ever follow Thee.










God Sent His Son on that Still Night


2002; Long Metering: 8-8-8-8; Two
Suggested Tunes: Hymn: "Danby"; Folk: "Water Is Wide"

——————

God sent his Son on that still night

To save us from sin and the grave-

A shepherd’s stall was His first throne,

To gather all; their souls to save.



An angel choir proclaimed His birth;

The shepherds heard, were sore afraid-

They knelt before their Good Shepherd,

Before the Child their hearts they laid.



A new star shone in the dark sky,

Showing mankind where God’s Son lay-

It led Wise Men to Bethlehem;

Great gifts they gave on that new day.



May all the world before Him kneel

And there be cleansed by Mercy’s light,

Then sing as one, His love proclaim-

Love freely giv’n on that still
night.










The Godhead


One to teach us,

And One to guide us -

And One who sent them both.



One guides our feet,

And One guides our heart -

And One who guides them both.



One came to teach;

One to testify -

And One bears witness of both.



One teaches truth;

One brings truth to mind -

And One taught truth to both.



One planned the world;

One fulfilled the plan -

And One gives life to all.”










The Godhead Is a Quorum Strong


2002; Metering: 8-6-7-6; Suggested Tune:
"Farrant"; how
I've explained the Godhead to my Primary children

——————
The
Godhead is a quorum strong

Who plans and acts as one -

Each has a different calling

To carry out ‘til done.



God gave us life and gave us breath,

He gave us all a plan

How to become just like Him -

Can do it, yes we can!



Then Christ opened a single way

To gain all Father hath -

He saved us and redeemed us;

Leads us up gospel paths.



The Holy Spirit guides us still -

Christ’s words he will recall.

He comforts and protects us

And helps us to stand tall.



The Godhead is a quorum strong

Who leads and guides in love.

And if we follow faithfully

We’ll gain our home Above.










Gone Ahead


2002; Long Metering: 8-8-8-8

——————

Some family members I can’t see;

To share this earthly life with me,

But they’re not sleeping; they’re not lost -

For they have only gone ahead.



Sometimes I feel them close at hand

And feel the family ties, so grand.

We are still a family, you see -

For they have only gone ahead.



For some there’s work that I must do

To show my love so strong and true -

In temples then I’ll stand in stead

For all those who have gone ahead.



Someday we will all meet again,

Our ties as strong as ever then -

And all our hearts will turn to those

Who have not yet all gone ahead.










Goodly Parents


2004; Metering -
8-7-8-7; Not
having a Primary calling at church anymore, I am watching themes in
the adult classes for song ideas, and this one came along as we
begin a year of learning the Book of Mormon. It is based on 1 Nephi
1:1 and 1 Nephi 4:2.

——————
I was
born of goodly parents,

As was Nephi long ago,

Therefore, I've been taught Thy gospel -

How to love and how to grow.



Chorus: Goodly
parents teach their children

What is right and what is wrong -

Goodly parents teach their children

To be good and to be strong.


I thank
Thee for my goodly parents

And for all they do for me -

Helping me through this life's journey -

As I strive to follow Thee.










Grace! Sacred Word


2002; Irregular Metering: 8-8-8-8;
Suggested Tune: "Ernan";
His Grace sets the stage for our Faith and
Works, and then it fills in the blanks left empty by our human
weaknesses. Thus it takes all three - Faith, Works, and Grace - to
effect our salvation. I wrote this to help explain Grace from this
point of view.

——————
Grace!
Sacred word used to describe

The Father's Love for all mankind -

Love that blesses; love that saves;

Purifying both heart and mind.



He gave us life, He gave us breath,

Then taught us how to live in love.

He gave to us the gospel plan

That we may be like Him Above.



Then He sent One to redeem us

From all the wrong that we have done;

To bear our pains and our sorrows -

For this He sent His Belov'd Son!



We thank Thee, God, for all Thy Grace;

We'll walk in Thy path day by day -

Then, after all the good we do,

May Thy Grace will bring us home to
stay?










The Grove on His Father's Farm


1985;
This was written MANY years ago when I'd
first started writing. I wrote a series of poems about events in
church history, but I've thrown all of them away as they were so
geeky… except for this one.

——————
"IF ANY OF YOU
LACK WISDOM"…

'Well, I lack wisdom'; or so he thought -

"LET HIM ASK OF GOD"…

'I'll trust in the word of God!'

With simple faith he made
his way

To a grove on his father's farm.

'I'll ask of God, for He will know

Who on this earth has the truth -

I know that Hell answer my prayer!

Truth says "… IT SHALL BE GIVEN"!

With simple faith he
knelt to pray

In a grove on His father's farm.

The boy had never prayer aloud -

Faith and courage helped him to speak.

Thick darkness overcame him, then,

As Evil tried to bind his tongue

Hate tried to stop the
spoken prayer

In a grove on his father's farm.

The prayer was stopped, the life was dimmed -

Joseph felt his life was in ruin!

His soul cried out to God above,

For no other could have saved him!

In faith and pain he
cried out that day

In a grove on his father's farm.

"SUDDENLY A LIGHT DESCENDED… "

And Darkness fled as Light shone forth -

Light as bright as at the noonday…

And in that light… God and His Son!

Father and Son appeared
that day

An a grove on his father's farm.

One spoke: "This Is My Beloved."

He trembled then, but not in pain -

The glory of God brought him Peace.

They asked "What do you wish to know?"

In faith he asked of
Christ that day

In a grove on his father's farm.

Some truth's on earth; but no one church

Could they advise him to join with -

Only a form of godliness

Was left; and that too was barren.

No church was God's, he
learned that day

In a grove on his father's farm.

They said through him truth would return -

And they priesthood they'd restore.

His kingdom would return to earth;

He'd prepare the way of the Lord.

On earth - a latter-day
prophet

In a grove on his father's farm.

The vision closed, the light was dimmed.

But he carried it in his heart.

His life's work known, with simple faith

His whole life he turned to the light.

Light now shines for to
all the world

From the grove on his father's farm.










He Knows My Name


2003

——————

He knows my name and all about me;

Knows where I am and what I do -

He knows my mind, He knows my heart;

Knows all my needs, both great and few.



Because He knows, He'll surely help me!

If I will pause and call his name;

If I'll listen and trust his voice,

His help I'll gain; His blessings
claim.










He Went Home


2000; Metering: 7-7-8-7 + chorus

——————

The silent, sacred gro-ve

Is where Joseph went to pray,

And God and Jesus came to him

On that bright, shining day.

Where did Joseph go

After such a great vision?

Who would believe such a boy?

He could think of only one -



Chorus: He went
home to his family

Who loved him in his youth;

He went home to his family,

Who knew he spoke the truth.


When Joseph
was discouraged

And when other visions came,

Joseph had a place to go

Where they loved him just the same.

Where did Joseph go to rest

When his life felt all undone?

How many places were there?

He could think of only one -










He Will Speak Peace


Bruce T. Forbes and Jim Carter;
copyright 2002;
The first two verses were written in August
2001 - I had an overwhelming need to write something to remind
children where to look for peace in this big, ugly, scary world.
The third verse was written barely a month later, when I was
searching for a message of reassurance for the children in the wake
of the September 11th terrorist attacks on the World Trade Center
and the Pentagon. I felt as if I'd written the first two verses
almost in anticipation of this event, with this verse waiting to be
added. The fourth verse was written later, based on Isaiah 54:10,
when I realized that the children also need to know that He has
covenanted Peace with His children. This is a tune that came to me.
Jim changed one note and wrote a beautiful arrangement. He is SO
talented!

——————
When
there’s trouble all around me;

When things happen and I’m afraid -

I know to turn my heart to Jesus,

He will make all my fears fade.

He will speak Peace;

He will speak Peace.



When I don’t know where I should go,

And I don’t know what I should do -

I know He’ll send the Holy Spirit -

He will guide me, strong and true.

He will speak Peace;

He will speak Peace;



Although evil won’t disappear,

He gives me strength to feel

His hand guiding, firm and strong,

Heart and mind He will heal -

He will speak Peace;

He will speak Peace.



Though the mountains may be removed,

And the hills all tremble and shake,

His love will never depart from us -

Cov’nant of Peace He’ll not break.

He will speak Peace;

He will speak Peace.

——————
Another
verse that is good but I don’t think fits the flow of the song so I
don't use it (based on Psalms 4:8):


Now I know
I can safely rest,

I can sleep with His care so near.

With Jesus I will dwell securely;

With Him there is no fear -

He will speak Peace;

He will speak Peace.










Home Will Be a Holy Place


2001; Metering: 9-6-8-7-9-6-9-6 +
chorus; inspired
by remarks made by a member of the Quorum of the Twelve at a stake
conference.

——————
In
temples families are organized

And given a good start;

In chapels families are strengthened,

And to others help impart -

But the Home is the real fortress

Where families learn and grow -

It is only in the humble home

That God’s true seeds we sow.



Chorus: I’ll
stand firm with my Father

As he fills our home with his strength.

I’ll stand firm with my Mother

As she fills our home with her grace -

With brothers and with sisters

Home will be a Holy Place.


My Father
is my Patriarch -

Stands with authority.

My Mother is my Matriarch -

Nurturing her family.

As one they counsel together

To lead their family in love-

Then as one we work together

To receive help from Above.










I Know He Hears Me


2003; Irregular Metering: 10-9-8-8

——————

I know He hears me when I kneel to pray;

He hears my words; all I have to say.

He hears my plea; He answers me

In His own time, in his own way.



I know He hears me; gives me pow’er to stand

When I’m afraid and I need His hand -

He’ll comfort me, He’ll protect me

And shower me with Love so grand.



I know He hears me, so I must listen,

His whispered voice ever guiding then -

I’ll trust in Him, I’ll follow Him

No matter where, no matter when.



I know He hears me….










I Know Who I Am


2000;
This was inspired by the words of Paul to the
Corinthians - as I read it one day, I literally heard a melody in
my mind as well as the overwhelming desire to write a poem to fit
the melody.

——————
By
the grace of God I know who I am.

Neither was his grace given me in vain -

I've worked with my might

And overcome all;

Not by my strength,

But my Father's above



By the grace of God I know who I am -

I'm a heavenly child, my parents to meet.

The road may be long,

The climb may be steep;

But with Father's help

I will kneel at His feet.



By the love of God a Savior did come,

And He took my hand to show me the way -

The path covered o'er

With temptation?s cloud,

But with the Savior,

Towards His home we'll embark.



By the light of God I will follow His lead.

No more will the dark bring fear to my heart -

I walk through the night,

Cannot see my steps,

But by God's full grace

I will walk in the light.










I Love My Primary Teacher!


2004;
my musician's group put out a challenge to
write something humorous.

——————
I
love my Primary teacher!

I hate to see him cry -

And what I do not understand

Is when he cries and why!



I'll be as bad as I can be -

He doesn't shed a tear.

But when I am an angel fair

His tear ducts kick in gear!



And when I sing the songs of Zion

As if they're from my heart,

He even sniffles once or twice

And thinks I am so smart.



I love my Primary teacher,

I really care for him!

So I will be bad every week -

I'm doing it for him!










I Took His Name


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6; Suggested
Tune: "Prodigal Son";
Companion song to "I Wear His Name" on the
general Christian page, but this reflects the fact that Latter-day
Saints baptize their children at the age of eight.

——————
I
took His name when I was eight,

I wear it proudly still -

I’m not ashamed of His grand name;

My heart with joy it fills.



It is the gate for His path, strait

I walk with all my might -

It is the Truth, It is the Way,

It is the one true Light.



For I was baptized in His name -

It is the only gate

To return to Father on High

Along His path so strait.



I wear His name upon my heart

And upon my mind, too -

I love His name like no other,

And to it I’ll be true.



(An alternate first line for the younger children:

"I'll take His name when I am eight; I'll wear it proud, I
will!")










I Want to Enter


2002; Metering:
9-8-9-7; a song
for the children to sing about their goal to enter the temple

——————
I want to enter
in God’s temple

And of His Spirit there partake;

I want to kneel at His altars,

Holy covenants there to make.



I want to learn all He can teach me

As His spirit speaks to mine -

I want to know His great love for me;

So amazing; so divine … !



I want to marry in God’s temple

By one who holds His sealing powers;

I want my family gathered there,

Eternity forever ours.










I Want to Walk with Jesus


Bruce T. Forbes, music by Janet C.
Sloan; copyright 2001; Metering: 7-6-8-8

——————

I want to walk with Jesus

Like those in days of old -

Walking the narrow, dusty roads,

Gathering sheep into His fold.



I want to walk with Jesus

To hear Him teach and pray -

And so I’ll read the scriptures;

The words that teach His truth, His way.



I want to walk with Jesus

Great miracles to see -

In Faith and Works I’ll grow strong;

His works He will send through me.



If I obey commandments

And follow the Spirit’s voice,

I’ll be walking beside Him,

And in His light I will rejoice.










I Wear His Name


2002; Common Metering 8-6-8-6 -
Suggested Tune: "Prodigal Son"

——————
I wear
His name upon my heart

And upon my mind, too -

I love His name like no other,

And to it I’ll be true.



For I was baptized in His name -

It is the only gate

To return to Father on High

Along His path so strait.



I’ll speak His name with reverence;

In tone and voice so kind -

I’ll never use it when I’m mad,

But with a rev’rent mind.










I Will Decide


2002; Irregular Metering:
9-9-9-10; based
on remarks made by President James E. Faust in the priesthood
session of April 2002 General Conference

——————
I’ll
decide early, yes! - in my youth

To walk His footsteps of light and truth,

And when I kneel to start my day

I’ll ask Father’s help each step of the way.



Chorus: I will
decide things early;

I will decide things once -

I will ask FATHER often

For - courage to stand strong.


I’ll decide
just once, then all through life

I won’t have to struggle to do what’s right -

I won’t be tempted to go wrong ways,

‘Cause I’ve decided for all my
days!










I'll Choose Today


2005; inspired by Joshua 24:15; Common
Meter

——————

I’ll choose today whom I will serve,

And it will be the Lord –

My shepherd He’ll forever be;

His grace a choice reward.



I’ll choose today to follow Christ

With ev’ry step I take –

He is the Light, the Truth, the Way;

He is the choice I make.



I’ll choose today to follow Him

Wherever He may lead –

Along His path, narrow and strait

I’ll walk in word and deed.










I’ll Hold to the Iron Rod


2001; Metering: 8-8-7-7

——————

I’ll hold on to the Iron Rod

As I travel along the wa-y -

It was forged so strait and stro-ng

To guide by night and by da-y.



I’ll hold on to the Iron Rod

Whenever Satan tempts me-

Although the way is clouded o’er,

On Father’s path I know I’ll be.



I’ll hold on to the Iron Rod

And taste the fruit of His love-

Then I’ll help others on the path

That leads to Father Abo-ve.










I’ll Know Why


2002; Metering: 9-9-9-9

——————

Whatever Jesus wants me to do,

That is exactly what I will do -

No matter He doesn’t tell me why -

I will find out after I do it.



I’ll live His commandments ev’ry day,

By following Him in every way -

When I receive the promised blessings

I’ll know I did good, and I’ll know
why!










It's Not His Fault


2003; Long Metering:
8-8-8-8; Too many
people blame God for things that are not His fault. Here's my take
on it.

——————
God's
given us a precious gift

To treasure, protect, and to prize:

The gift to choose what we will do -

But know that it carries this price:



Chorus: It's not
His fault when I choose wrong

Or forget to do what is right.

When I obey I will be blessed;

But when I don't, I'll lose His
light.



I may choose wrong; I may chose right

But the results I cannot choose -

For once I have begun the act

His approval I'll win or lose!










Jesus Knows Who I Am


Text by Bruce T. Forbes; Music by Lindy
Kirby; copyright 2005; Short Meter -
6-6-8-6; This is
just a tender thought I had while listening to a church leader
speak on the subject. I sent it out to my musicians friends to
critique, and Lindy sent back sheet music that I just love. Thank
you, Girl!

——————
Jesus
knows who I am,

And Yes, He cares for me!

I am to Him a precious lamb

He gathers to His knee.



He speaks Peace to my heart

And calms my every fear -

His voice I follow from day's start;

I'll ever feel Him near.










Look to the Temple


2001; Metering:
5-9-5-8-9-10;
based on remarks made by Elder L. Tom Perry
at the dedication of the Winter Quarters Nebraska temple…But
several years before that, my family was on vacation and we had not
yet been to my parents’ new home. I knew how to get to their house
from the nearest temple, so I told my children to - "…look for the
temple, because if we aim for the temple, we know we’ll make it." I
hadn’t realized what I’d said until later - I was too busy
driving.

——————
Look
to the temple -

The way to reach your home on hi-gh.

A shining beacon,

Bright spires piercing the darkened sk-y;

Windows of Heaven,

Shining brightly through the long ni-ght,

Guiding us home to His lofty hei-ght.



Look to the temple -

The place to gather your family.

Forever bo-und

By those who hold the right priesthood keys.

Families then as One -

Hands joined together in joy and in love,

Family ties sealed by pow’r from Above.



Look to the temple -

The place to make holy covenants.

There, in God’s presence

Seeds of godhood in our hearts we plant -

Eternity blooms;

To become like Him in all of our ways,

That all that He hath may be our’s
someday.







