                                   Night Voices
I hear the words of the Ancients they speak to me from the brightest stars above; constantly telling me there is more to come and to keep faith in my soul in what they tell me of the Great Spirit Father.

So many times my beliefs have fallen to the foe of heartbreak emotional pain and loss. I look to the Heavens for answers, only lately is the picture becoming clear. As my Sun starts to set on the horizon I thank my Spirit Father for every minute to grow before my time to kneel at his feet and ask forgiveness for my weak moments in my journey to Him. 
I have cried out to him in anger and in sorrow so many times from this rock and watered place where I reside. I pray he has also heard my words of love for him. As the light dims more and more day after day, I feel His love for me and mine. I pray that my children search out his love as I know without a doubt now He is there.
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