Blessed be the tie that binds
Morgan’s Moment
Summertime on Puget Sound


    sunshine lunch on the deck

    as Jean reads e-mail aloud.

Still another close-heart


    news of grievous illness…


    not without tears.

Hard news shared…

    illness never solitary

    the circle of hurt wide.

Many others in other places


    read that same letter…
    thunder on a summer day.

Years of life and ministry


    thrust grief news too often


    hurting then as right now.

I used to wonder why



    church members liked

    a hymn that made them cry.

“Blest be the tie that binds…”


    …binds our hearts…

    in love.

“Our fears our hopes are one”

   …our comforts our cares…

   yes…binds our hearts.
Such letters are hard to read

   harder I think to write

   an invitation to share.

“We share our mutual woes

   our mutual burdens bear”

   Blest be the tie that binds.

— Art Morgan
