“Telephone Line to Heaven”
By Jason Kirk Bartley
If there were a telephone
line to heaven,
I’d be the first to call,
I’d want to speak to the 
saints and the ones who had given all,
I believe first I’d call my little brother,
Who while in the womb had left this earth,
And was inside my mother and conceived as a still birth,
I’m sure that he’d be happy of all the things I’d done,
full of joy upon his face and the kind of race to this point I’d run,
He would be so joyful and greet me like a king,
I would hear in the background the blessed angels sing.
Then I’d call saint Paul and ask him about how He walked in power and grace,
He’d give me many tips on how I’d win my race,
Next, I’d dial my grandma,
no need to rehearse what I’d say from my heart,
“Grandma I still love you,” I’d say from the start.
She’d ask me about, “How I’d been doing?”
I’d tell her, “Very well.”
I’d ease her mind with how I met Jesus and escaped the bonds of hell,
Maybe I’d tell her about my marriage,
And how I’d met my wife,
And many other details about how I’d lived my life,
Last but not least,
I’d want to speak to Jesus, 
if He wasn’t too busy answering all the prayers,
I’d ask him about the rest of my life and my many cares,
I’d thank Him for His saving grace,
How I’m headed to heaven that special place,
One day Jesus will dial my number,
For all my life I have
 prepared,
One day He will call me with His loving care,
We will all have to take this call,
And answer for what we’ve done,
And Jesus will advocate to the Father,
as the Son,
about what we have and the race we’ve run,
no more need for a phone line,
It’ll be a glorious celebration with some friends, family, and  Jesus there,
warm embraces will welcome me in His loving care.






