
An original thought

Like a fresh found spring, no one has tampered.

No professors, just the 3 r’s.

Life experiences, common sense.

An agreement with self, mostly from observa� on,

conclusions that find me mortal and content. 

Ole’ don’t you love to wander into those thoughts.

You pick the topic and put it to the test.

What’s this, I have a helper, the Holy Spirit came along to guide my reasoning,

hone my conclusion.

Older now, discovering original thought isn’t so original, our maker placed the

meaning of life in our soul thousands of years ago,

and through prayer and medita� on it awaits.
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