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Authors Note

The Lord Jesus Christ has called me and blessed me throughout my life.
This book is an example of only a small portion of what the Lord has al-
lowed me to see and hear in the Spirit. As for my writings | hardly know
how to write this introduction because there are so many facets to the gifts
the Lord has loaned me. | feel that in each line and word he gave me, He
introduced himself to me on a prophetic yet personal level. | just wrote
each verse and line as he quoted them to me.

During this gift of my life, Jesus spoke to me in many prophetic ways. He
spoke to me through the wind of the Holy Ghost; which | heard, Oh so
clear. He showed himself to me in the fig tree, and then with his image as
the one and only glorified Savior. Then most recently and most impacting
was through his distinctive voice speaking directly to me saying; "Yes, but |
made it , and you will too!" Jesus made it possible for me to do so in that
he bore my sins at Calvary. Jesus was crucified not only for me, but for the
whole world, that is if they will only accept him as their personal Savior
and ask for forgiveness.

| dedicate everything to Jesus Christ my personal Savior including, but not
limited to; my long life, all my loved ones and all those | might have won to
him. God bless them all along with every effort they have made and are
going to make in serving Jesus Christ the one and only Begotten son of
God.

Jesus is coming soon and very soon! Are you ready?

L Y e
*/S/*&-—J/«.// /// //Z& B A

Reverend Lois Williams

8-13-10






Reverend Lois Baker Williams, better known to the family as Grandma, is an amazing
godly woman, filled with the Holy Ghost and with an undeniable personal walk with Jesus
Christ. Throughout her life, she has received many blessings starting with and most important
of all receiving salvation at the young age of only six and being filled with the Holy Ghost one
month before her 18th Birthday. This was just the beginning of her Prophetic Song Writing,
Prophesying and Visions some of which are included in this book. She was also blessed with an
anointing for preaching, teaching. and intercessory prayer, She has brought blessings of faith
and trust to all those around her as she has lead many hearts and souls to the Saving knowledge

of Jesus Christ.

Though Grandma has had a wondrous walk with Jesus, this is not to say that she has not
faced many hard times of her own. However, during these times she has been a strong teacher,
showing others how to place their trust in Jesus, through the perseverance of prayer and know-
ing the Living Word of God. Not only has Grandma been a leader, a teacher, and prophetess of
the Lord, but also the stronghold of her family. She is and has always been the stable rock we

have all come to for guidance, support, and strength in the cultivation our own personal walks.

Reverend Lois has given her love, strength, and guidance to her four children, ten grand-
children, and fifteen greajrandchildren. The strength, power, and blessings of our Lord Jesus
have emanated throughout her life bringing joy, love, and blessings to all who have come to
know and love her. With all of our love, we dedicate this portion of her walk with Jesus to the

leading of others.

Your loving Granddaughter

Tonya Birchmore
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A Chance Of Winning If | Run

(The Race Is On)
December 13, 2004

I may not be elected, but
Why, If you have no hope of winning. Are

Are you running just for fun?

Il dm goin

No, |l 6ve stild]l hope of being coun

Maybe a chance to over come

Just may pass my dread opponent

And at | ast I 61 | hear wel | done.

| must build my strength to beat him.
For he is such a wicked one.
He stays up nights just to inform me.
He sets a watch on every turn.
| say the sinnerds prayer
As | call upon my Lord.
He always finds me in the gutter,

Gently handing me his sword.

each mor

Heds the head of al | el ections.

He stands there waiting for my words.
When | admit my sinful actions,
| make another run for home.
Could this one be a start, or a finish?
Can I find a vow to keep?
As | lay upon my pillow
Drifting tdéward eternal

Many times | O0ve bravely

13

sl eep.
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Finished 1213-2004

To correct my wrongs

But | 6ve been a constant failure
Just couldnoét sing their |l ovely s
Now thereds no slack |l eft in the
The hangmands noose is tied.

So | must run and not look back
That | may win the smallest prize,
But wait, the race is not quite over.
| have my heart set on the end.
I now can see the flags a blowing.
| believe I Om going to win!
For it is you whom my soul trusteth
And encouraged me to try
And if | falter by the wayside
You will never pass me by
Even if I d6m |l ost and wounded
Lying very still and quiet
And night shadows are descending
Ruling out all natural light

My prayer is 106l be sound and s

If I have to wait for you,

That 6s where patients comes in ha

When at last my race is through

PS. One of my granddaughters birthday, Lisa Baker

Fine tuned 26-05
The Lead Sheet
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Body Mind And Spirit
Writtenat11:05 PM 7/18/2004

Here my body has been cared for
My mind | déve taught to well
But my spirit lies in patients
With a higher power today
|l control this bodyds ven
My mind speaks up and says how far
It can turnmy sweet to bitter
But my spirit holds my star
The beauty O A body rules you
O0Til time turns your hair
And your mind keeps changing swiftly
It tends to weaken you each day
Soon your body mind and spirit
Which have played their separate parts
Will unite beyond the sunset
Where they heal your broken heart

Choose this day, befc
The light goes oL

Earlier today | had a pleasant visit with my son Scotte. We ate lunch and had a good |
As you know the gifts and callings of God ar¢heut repentance.

This little poem is an answer to prayer, thank you Lord, the giver of gifts, for visiting me
a prayerful evening. First, | went to bed but my mind began to whirl with words and 1 re
the writing gift was not ready to go tode |l wasndt a bit sl e
and | had just finished my poem.
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Through prophecy the Lord still speaks
1995.

| felt in the morning the writing gift seemed to starimy mind. | thought at first it was a son
but it turned out to be a littheerse thatvas until later tonight. | got the little poeinB o d y
And Spirito

At first today | heard Al d&m calling you
prophecy

| 6m calling you my bride fo
Look up toward Mt Zion, and you can plainly see
The changes that | 6ve made f
The hearts of mn have grown so very cold
Theydve | ost their wildl
The greatest story ever told has ngrewn old
Theyove | ost their | ight to
Dread and darkness swirls about
| hear shouts and screams, please get me out
But | cannot retrieve them wh
|l candét reach them, they ca
Once | gave the message strong
Itriedeveryhi ng to turn them 6rou
But now they have a mind set,
For destruction they are bound
What 6s | eft? Eternal sorro:

The morning of 718-04

Updated 49-07, Late
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Come Walk With Me

|l n Los Angeles Califor

Come walk with me dear daddy, like we use to do down that sandy country road
memories to renew. No, you cano6t forge
to live the world willsur el y st op. Once again weoll
Look daddy, thereds the sign. that greasbagigat
one day you threw old cliff. | t hlyokeghisthig
Least it seemed to me you did but I gue
guess | will for ever. Daddy, he looked like a giant, going past your shoulder landing sqt
on his back, sounded like abouldér6 eV en be as strong as Yy
say a lady is prettier, smarter and much boulder. Hold my hands and warm those, yo
hold them cl ose. The wind is getting b
daddy, likeyou always said. November brings the winter snow, and turns it pink and
Thereds the tool house on the right, th
where the oily cloths are kept. The grounds around the silver tamkee darrowed like
garden smooth and | evel l' i ke the plains
red coat? In back it is cut quiet full. It has a long V collar | callrde hull. All timmedwith
fur. 1like it lots, | wear it off my sbulder. Mamma wears her fur like this, she knows for ¢
much older. | think my birthday must bring snow, for then it gets so cold, and | turnec

yesterday. Today | feel so ol d. Ther e
that bend is home to me. Where mamma will be waiting and little sister Bode Jo, She is
apple pie. |l 6dt hlaee. noAflunl wcobl d do i
how about yourself? So | 6ttd work at twelvee Bup in th

morning when the dawning breaks a clear blue sky. Come walk with me Daddy again
and |I.

Daddyods Girl

| was away from my daddy.

He was in PhoeniRZ slowly dying.

| lived in Los Angeles California at this time.
Heand | were buddies

My dad never raised his son, so he
Called me his big bodi

This was from memories of my childhood in 193’
Sasakwa, OK.

An oil town my dad worked for
SinclairQOil Co.
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Cry Freedom

Tired I, speak my mind and say,
Things | most desire
0 not sensesbrdusion seemed
To own the cable wire,
| tried to find the one | searched
For, entangledn the fence,
But the fog made vision dim.
Soon | barley saw a fence.
A wa | dthericlaid, r
Stronger than adobe, even mortared
Clay, but still fenced in and no
Way out, the problem still the same
My mails and hands were striped of
Skin, scalingthe wall halfway, until
| waded blood knee deep, still | was
(Bound to staywhen you aréocked
Up (Bound and gagged, and another holds
The key, you cannot speak the truth o

Lie, thereds no way out, vy
Just hold your peace, soon he will come
To rescue, and rel ease, He

A

Cry for freedom, Heds come

He is Jesus Christ, the only real Peace, and Freedom
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You and | have traveled
Many a happymile
We started in the sandy land
There lingered for awhile

Where the sand and oil are brothers
And the opossum grapegsow wild,
And the slinging of the nettles
Lasted only for a wie

Even when | stubbed my toenalil
You taught me how to smile
Even though a tear had fallen,
You made the pain seem mild.

From the expression in your eyes
| learned to talk to yau
How | love to reminisce
@outthethingswed dayand do

Sudderdarknesssprang upon us,
One sad day i3,
Whenaneuvil, stilled the twinkle,
Of one messenger to me

How you felt theanguish mounting
Whena piece of cold blue stegel
Struckdead center in my hedabreat,
Still long since refused to hiea

How you suffered nigt and morning,
Time became eternity,
Until you gave away to heartbreak,
Gave one eye up totally

Broke your spirit and your courage,
Changed your personality
When you could not complete your message
Toalittlegirtl i ke me. Daddyobés gir

This was formy daddy Bill Childers.
He lost an eye in the oil fields.
This broke his heart completely and he died at an early age of 64.
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Drastic Shadows

In a place of drastic shadows
On the brink oHadesyate.
Pleading eyes have turned to warn you.
Before the weary soul dot h

Plunging down into engulfment.

Wailing overheard | 6 | ouc
Screams that chills a warm blood channel
Reqe st ? | mproper deat hd no

Burn the body, strew the ashes.
Weep no tears, bring no flowers.
For the soul to themmeantlittle.
As they climbed the ivory tower.

Youth, beauty, dashing, witty,
Clad in independence cold.
Thought your body was immortal
Never dreamed it was your soul.

Never did you stop to wonder
Why this duel person you
Yes, a body, soul and conscious
Soul and conscious being used.

Most treat their soul just like a stranger
That you would meet upon the street.
Never knowing what thdanger.
If the soul becomes discreet.
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Dreamd6s Of Real/i
In memory of my Grandfather W. T. Childers
Passed December 28945

One night as dusk was falling
In a lonely part of town.
Appeared to me a vacant cottage,
Setting was a flowered ground.
Loved and cared for were the flowers,
Framedn bedds they were indee
Rare as any precious jewel,
Raked clean of a single weed.
60twas a strange thing as | v
Quiet enhanced by fragrance grand,
Startled was | by a whisper,
Like the voice of a man,
In a quaint path flower surrounding,
Stooda statue strong and bold,
For in such familiar setting,
Sad goodbyeds had | ong been
For oO6was | ike an Indian su
In a valley desert town,
Long before this did | lament,
As | viewed a new made mound.
In a quiet place and peaceful, headed by a reddohb,
Then our home became a vacant,
As this cottage in the gloom.
|l turned, and said; Why Hell
Taken greatly by surprise,
Yea O0twas he whooéd | eft me
Burning tears with sagoodbyes
Often | come here aves
Spoke he in a cheerftone,
Walk among the lovely flowers,
Just before returning home beggi
Meet me as you have today,
Whisper to me in the twilight,
When the winds have died away,
60tis the question that | a
When he said soon he must go,
| d thinkd ¢tould have stood it,
If his answer had been no.
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On the next day just as eventide,
We talked among the flowers,
As Godébés bright and shinning
Rule out all the dark hours.
| have sense longed many evenings,
As | lay upon my bed,
Surely he has not forgotten,
The sweet visitds that we
Perhaps o6tis me that has f¢c
Hawe | lost the path | tread?
TO the flowers where he warns me,
Of the dangers up ahead.

W. T. Childers my Grandfather passed a
December 28th 194

His birthday would have been in 3 d¢

He would have been 76 years
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Expecting No News

No news from you in quiet a while
Has helped me make some plans
|l am busy, and | canodot keep
| never underestimated your high fashion
Style, but | am sure you were amazed at mine.
For | just called the man today
And had thdelephone removed,
Here after the postman knows my box
Will be unused now, | can just go anywhere
If I am not gone to long, and not expect
From news from you, by mail or telephone
Our fancy home reminds me of the many
Ti mes youbve | efis, but my we
Lighter, from the things I

For You,

My Heartos Still A
In LA California
From 1960 63

As | am makingall the rounds tonight my darling,
All the faces that | meet will be the same,
| maybe holding someone else while we are dancing
But for you my heart remains a burning flame.
l'tds a flame that burns so st
Me | 6ve been lneveroxaalyjovedmod t hat
One but you, all though my eyes may still be
Dry, when | bid the crowed goodnight, this burning flame
Will keep this heartache new. If you chance to be around
And think | am happy; pl ease do
| might pretendf or | candét forget you
One moment, and before the dawn, | pray for night to end.
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Extremists Die Out Quickly

Let this man think before he speaks.
And try to understand him.
He may not have the mind to do,
Things as you would do them.
But is it wrong or is it right?
You know you canét be pe
Or must you fight your fellow man
Shodd he reject your subject?
What ere his consciences may be worth?
Let him express his feelings.
You may eat meat at supper time
Il nstead of milk youbre s
Grow stronger and analyze the code
From which you might be living
There could be loop holes your
Brand of thinking with outgiving
Let your Constance brightly shine
In a world so dark and gloomy
Some ideas are far fetched
Perhaps a little loony
Moderation is a word most people
Taketoo lightly
Temperance in all you do, Extremists
Die out quickly
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Faded Portrait

Today | saw your portrait in the album
Of my mind, one that | had cherished
Many years. | found myself just
Touching up the lovely faded lines
That might have been faded by my tears

The greatest artist could

The lines lwanted plainly brought to sight,

But as |1 6d dimly seen, yo
Dream, | made that faded portrait look so bright.

| had painted beautifully, it seemed so long
Ago, this picture that | cherished and adored
Could | compare this certain one? No!
None were quite the same. As the faded
Portrait | had loved before.

| 6ve watched the artist
They do their work so well, on canvas
They bring out each thought in mind
But the portrait | have painted an
Artist might have failed to capture
All your charm when you were mine

This is the first draft talord gave me
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Faded Portrait

Written in the Late 506s o

Last nightl saw your portrait in the albuf my mind,
Onethat | had cherishedhanyyears.
| found myselftouchingup the lovely
Fadedines that might have been faded by my tears

Thegreatestr t i st coul dndét hav
The lines | wanted plainly brought to sight,
But as |1 6d dimly seen vy
In my Dream, t broughtyour faded portraiback to life

| had painted beautifully, it seemed so long
Ago, this picture that | cherished and estb
Could | compare this certain one? No!
None were quite the same. As the faded
Portrait | had loved before.

| 6ve watched the artist
They do their work so well, on canvas
They bring out each thought in mind
But the portrait | have paintesh
Artist might have failed to capture
All your charm when you were mine

My very own, no other help
All my work belongs entirelyo me.
Lois (Childers) Baker Williams

My maiden name i€hilders;l started writing when | was fifteen years old.
| havea son and a daughter (Bakand a son and a daughter (Williams)
My pen is Baker, sig

| am a (Widow) Lois Williams

26



From Hate Saints Run Away
Written For my Mom and Dad
1950H6%600s

|l f you think that
And you could truthfully say.
You would never feel a loss,
If one should go away.
Think how lonely in the home
Things ever more the same
Youod gaie kearma cedain voice,
Gently call your name.
Each dawn would break in sorrow.
Each evening time would hurt.

youor e

Theredd be no bright to

With one beneath the earth
Love is not a constant rose bed.
But you can always stay.
Where as if you had neviaved

From hate saints run away

Now both are in Heaven
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God Sent Me You

Written For Dewey William Baker
Late 5006s / early 6

Midnight came, and burst a flame
To light my whole surroundings
One heartbeat trueoder,
Sure, two hearts were abounding
My life was changed and rearranged
To meet my challege new, the dawn
Then broke, for mortal folk
But | knew God sent you.

This Poem was written for Dewey William Baker, My oldest son, Bor24:04.
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God Sent You

God sent Dewey Baker
To Lois Little Mama
Oct 24", 1944
Big Springs, Texas
Cowper 6s Clinic

Midnight came, and burst a flame.
To light my whole surroundings.
A heartbeat trueder as
Two hearts were a pounding.
My life was change, and rearranged,
To meet the challenge new.
The dawn soon broke for
But | knew God sent you.

My first son and my first chil
God gave this little poe

For him, and he still means -
Same to his moth

Truly was given when | wi
Lois Baker
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He Heard Each Cry
From the Late 19800:¢:
For Scotte my son

A certain Day, you might call yesterday;
When your daily task was through,

You came home to greet the family,
What a joyful time for you.

But you found the home was empty,
Silence ruled the laughteut,

When each breath you took sound amply,
Not a sign of life about.

He saw you open up the windows,
Heard you call upon his name,

You hardly knew just how to tell him,
Cause you knew not who to blame,

You said Lord; I 6m vy
Butl dondét know where
To tell you all the help | am needing,

A bandage for a broken heart.

He said,

| saw you labor in the vineyard,

Saw you start at break of day,

Saw you stand in the misty mornings,
Before they opened up the gate,

Then when shamlvs were descending,
And the night began to fall,

| saw you leaving in the darkness,
Heard you answer when | called,

Another morning became daybreak,
You labored on throughout the hours,
But you had to talk to someone,
About the good times, and the shosjer
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So you came back to your birth friend,
With out pouring from the heart,

She recognized the pain and hurting,
That was tearing you apart.

So she called the great Physician,
Who gently sent down from above,
A bath of Holy Qil for healing,

With his never ending Love.

Now your friend stands by her window,
As her wounded bird flies south

To a warm and gentle climate

Knowi ng thatnogoobtu 6r e

Love you forever, | am that friend
Thank you for the Mothers day card, 1996

| felt your heartbreak
Love, always mamma.

P.S.

heal ed

Second in line to the friend that sticketh closer than a brother.

A prayer request

April 29" 2005

Lord he needs ear.

The lots are full of new cars

But you are even more able to take care of his provisions

After 20 years of marriage, dissolved by the wife, it could have destroyed hir
had not been for Jesus on his side. | felt the Heart Break!

31



Heartbreak In 33

You and | have traveled
Many happy miles
We started in the sandy land
There lingered for a while

Where the sand and oil are brothers
And the opossum grapgsow wild
And thestinging of the nettles
Lasted only for a while

Even when | stbbed my toe nail
You taught me how to smile
Even tho a tear had fallen
You made the pain seem mild

From the expression in yoblueeyes
| learned to talk to you
How I love toreminisce
@outthingswe use tesay andlo

Thensuddenly the darlesssprangupon us
One sad day i@3
Whenaneuvil stilled the twinkle

In one messenger to me

How you felt the anguish mountin
From a piec®f cold blue steel
Struckdead center in my hebdat
And long sincerefused to heal,

How you suffered night and morni
Timebecame eternity
You became a slave to heartbre
Gave one eye up totally

Years have passed my darling da
With both blue eyes closed toda
But the memory of that little girl,

Lingers clear as yesterday

Written for my daddy, | was his first littigirl

And we were real buddies, | was 6 or 7, and he we

He walked me to the bus stop every morr

We had a real father and daughter relationshig

Wedl |l meet again one bright
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How Could | Have Been So Blind
My life in a nut shell at the time.
In Los Angeles, California
Between 1959 and 1965

| arose one morning at dawn
Some years have past, quite a few
But the pain of that dawn | remember.
It was as though my own sword rare through
Then a shadow unveiled on my being
A shroud of destruction like death
It silentds my prayers wi
And left just a legend with breath
My vision was blurred from the darkness
When the battle was over and done
| crawled away blindly anduried my sword
Not knowing the battle
| went on to worry my savior
Thinking he had left me to die
Such hurt | encountered while living
Such a hard life without him thought |,
Then came the day of the court scene
Judging myself to doom.
When Jesusppeared there before me
Y 0 u deadig your verdict to soon

Now I dm rich and so boas
My beautyds arrayed i n =
of all that | own please d
As I 6m telling my story

| 6m exalted a queen or
Grand treasures | hawat my feet
How could | have been ddinded?

As to search for a place to retreat

33



| Broke A Loose And Ran
1985

As | walked along an empty street
In the darkest part of town
| saw a light a faint glowing
In a building quit run down
Voices sang a song of gladness
As they congregated there
Someone invited mto join the group
As one by one they stood to share
They spoke about a lowly Nazarene,
A man a leader and a king
The richest one that ever walked the shores
Of a sea called Galilee
They said he never raised a sword to man
But in love he brought them,in
To the sick hedd say rise u
And be ye cleansed from every sin
That 6s when | broke a | oose
From the bondage | was in,
Chains and fetters flew to pieces
When | said Jesus is his name
He called me from over yonder

A

| candt stay here anymor €
For this prison is to crowed
Since | know who keeps the door
The preacher saidis name was Jesus
That he died upon a tree
They placed two thieves along beside him
On a mountain cold and bleak
One thief seemed to be resentful
The other thought the trimlas odd
And asked that stranger to remember him
If he be the son of God
Now Jesus answered width a promos
As that certain slowly died
This very hour when we depart this earth
You will be with me in paradise
And youol | never have to st
Everything  there is free
All the riches that | promise you will last
Throughout eternity
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| Can Trust You Now
Written For Dana my youngest daughter

5-28-96
| 6ve placed my trust in you
For you have trusted me,
| 6ve taught you to believ

| know that on the morrow,
You will still be there
For you have trusted me my child,
And now | tust you
As shadows of the evening fall,
Across your span of life,
| do not fear that they will hinder you,
For | have placed a lighted candle
In your hand, you still can see the road
| taught you to peruse,
The winds and the storms shall nesail, the
Gates of hell shall not prevail,
Nor shake that solid rock on which you stand.

A day of triumph for Dana my youngest daugt
5-28-96, and | places $$$$SS$S$SSSSSSs

All over the page for some reason, the rigl
Wording was a day of triumph gfory for Dana and
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I Canot Bel il eve |

I need not ask you why your
For itdés plain for me to
On your face the sorrowbs v
Therebdbs only one thing it

You let me go to love another
But thru my hurt | realized
The day would come when youobd
The tears | shed the way | cried.

You told me as the day was dawning
That you were saying your goodbye,
And as you turned to leave me darling
Thetears came falling from my eyes.

You said that | was just pretending,
To try to make you change your mind,
And | coul dndédt even answet
For | wanted to be kind.

|l coul dndt bring myself to
That you might loose your heart one day,
To a cold a heartless lover,
One whodéd throw your | ove &
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| Changed My Mind

On the cross of sorrow, hung the man of Galilee,
Shedding all his |ifebo
For sinners just like me
So | met this gentle stranger
Then | went a stray.
Ohdé savior | pray, resi
| have lost my way

Your light once shown upon npath,
My consciences were all clear,
That s when | humbly as|
To always find you near
| started thinking | could go alone with out your light.
Till I found myself in shadows, deep in the darkest night

Again your light doth shineth bright uporem

| Found Happiness
2101 Buckeye Rd. Phx. AZ
1952

A moment of love and a moment of sorrow
| made up my mind when you came along
| dblive for today and plan for tomorrow
But you entered my world, then left me alone
My arms hold the love of many sweet moments,
I heart holds the sorrow b
How my arms and heart can hold both
Love and heartaches, | put them together and
Found happiness.
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I Fel | ONeath My Lo

WrittenSometimeb et ween | ate 506
In Los Angles California

| walked on a crutch in the grey eadgwn;
| knew | was lamgand blind
Asmy crutchg a v e |delvwitly a thud
Confusionhad strickermy mind.

I Mlosticriedouytas | f eyldad 6neat h
Knowingl 6d nev.er prevail
With a lowtrembling voicel called out for help
And demons brought back every walil

| called out agaipand an angedppeared
Apparentlyreadyfor flight.
The angelthen spokb v e c odn@ce as a
Thatyou must make tonight

| heard you théirst time you called out for help
And would have lightened your load
But you neveponce saidhat you needed my help
Wasl suppose to know?

| 6ve carri edeedlgsstbsag ht , see
Beside you this long bittemight.
| wanted to say as you stumbled and, fell
Thatl am the angel of light

But now tfallerlameg and Blinde
So blind, a miracle tow
If you only had just a spark of faith,

Towoul d make @lme. t he di ff
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Me

So Il tried to compose myself and believe,
That | was never blind,
Now you are confused, a voice then spoke,
Move in just an inch at a time.

Deuvil

The devil therspokeyy o u 6 | | never

Jug what kind of lies does he speak?
Tell me all of your troubles,
| am wise, for without light | see.

Take me and my forceful manner,
| 6ve taken a one

One angel cano6t even

He must have the whole angel band,

| thought in my mind ofurmoil,
Can this devil be right?
Angeles appear in my darkest hour,
And one is the angel of light?

He has the light of a million worlds,
If given to me | could see,
But when he saw | was both lame and blind,
He mentioned a miracle to me,

Another voicespoke with astonishing strength,
So loud as to quake the earth,
To burst my grave of torment,
And show me just what | was worth.

Theangel of light couldhave guided your way,
And warned you before you fell

The angel of Mercy could have given you lpve
Shedoes her job ofteandwell.
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Angel

Child you areblind, lame andconfused
Loston t his worodddds dar kne
A parched wind from hell is blowingfrong;
lto6ll take a mi.racle to
You canot be |l ost if vy
Will listen to God!

Deuvil

More angelsthe demons chanted,
Justwhat dotheythink we are?
Now that they know which one of us spoke
Guess hey o6l | call me a | i

Butl ¢ o ul tessdvhat tlew thirk of me
As long as | stand mground
Theycarbt t o sod With thdirilightfeathered hand
And banish me like aound.

For | justsent back home for some help
Now, | can stand bacénd wait
For | know what kind of trouble
My right hand deceit and create
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Devil

| might be the biggest lian theworld,
And part of my name idefeat
But | canmakeyou believeyour bothlamb andblind,
And knockyouright of your feet

A one mans stand is hard to hpld
Whenfacedby awholeangel band
St i || woried;l latked bymy force
To over comadog, beast or man

When we are settlednd busyat work,
Themeds a fort. we canot
We maychoosea different routine every time
But i tbds eadsoult o steal a

For its better to not see at all for yourself,

Through my etyaks youodol |l s
And when you get ready to leave this world,
| 61 | pick a soft spot fo
Me

But | turned from all of his seductions,
To drink from loves living cup.
True it was darker than night when | fell,
But the angel of light picked me up.

Struck dead center in my so(iyovember & 1950. Recovered 965 Mothers da
5-9-65) Fifteen (15) years in bondage to the enemy.
Devil in warfare and dialogue with angels over our souls.

*xxkEreed from bondage and my second Commission 59-1965***+**

WrittenSometimeb et ween | a-
In Los Angles Californi
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| walked on a crutch in the grey early dawn; | knew | was lame, and blind. As

my crutch gave O6way, | fell with a thud, ¢
|l cried out; as | fell 6neath my | oad, kK nc
bling voice, | called out for help, and demons brought back every wail. They ap-

peared everyone, in an armor of steel, prepared to fight a war. They scoffed, in

chants, as | lay on the ground more helpless than ever before. | called out

again, and an angel appeared, apparently ready for flight. The angel then

spoke; |l 6ve come as a choice that you must
time you called out for help, and would have lightened your load. But you never

once said that you needed my help, was | s
light, seems needless to say, along side you this long bitter night. | wanted to

say as you stumbled and fell, that I am tF
fall en, | ame and Dblind, so blind you may r
mor e; I 61 1 call for the angel of mercy. T
lieve that | was never blind. You are Confused A voice then said, just move an

Il nch at a ti me. The demons then hovered ¢
free. What kind of a I|Iie is he telling Yy
Now just pour out all/l of your troubl es, It
reason shedés here at all, the angel of | i ¢
alone they must have the whole angel band. With myriads of demons behind

him, he said, | 6ve taken a one mans stand.

this demon really be right? Two angels have come in my darkest hour and one
Is the angel of light. He caries all of the light in the world if it was given to me |
could see. When he saw | was both lame and blind, he called for the angel of
mercy and her voice was filled with kindness, | am sure she banished my fears.
Thinking so kindly of her, | spoke the forbidden work Love, when the angel Mira-
cle appeared. She said, the angel of light could have guided your way, and
warned you before you fell. The angel of Mercy could have given you love, she
does her job often and well. Child you are blind, lame and confused lost on this

worl dés darkness road. A parched wind froc
miracle to save your soul. Three angels, the demons chanted, just what do they

Think we are? Now that they know which or
a |iar but | couldnoét care | ess what they
ground. The wondét touch this soul with t

me like a joke. For I just sent back home for some help.
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Now, | can stand back and wait for | know what kind of trouble my right hand de-
ceit and create. | might be the biggest liar of the bunch, and make a man real-
ize defeat. And make him believe he is lamb and blind, and knock him right of
his feet. A one mans stand is hard to hold, faced with a whole angel band. Still

n

l 6m not worri ed; |l 6m backed by a force,
are settled, and busy at work, thereds
ent routine every ti me, but 1 tds easy

lying, and tears a mind into a million shreds with all poison gasses from Hells
kindled flames? That burns the pure hearts when they are asleep in their beds.
All covered with cinders, ashes and coals, as black as the darkest night. | show
him the picture of his black hearted soul

As he lies so solemn and quiet.

This could be your testimony when your backslidden and lost.

Let this wake you up! This was taken from someone who could have been
there if | hadnoét | istened to God.

Written Some time between 1963, 64 or 65

In Los Angles California
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Speak (Loud & Clear)

These are some of my first poems
2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ
Written in 1950
1of4

Speak loud so a thousand ears will hear you.
The wild wind bears a message far and near.
Let it be the truth what
No evil phrags and your consciences will be clear.
Speak loud; be concerned of all you say.
Remember you wil/ reap what
The poison lashes that a tongue can cause.
Makes greater pain the heart has ever known

| Live But Yet
These are some of my first poems
2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ
Written in 1950
2 0f4

| live and hear the voice of the past.
They do not fade but grow so veud.

| 6m puni shed, as by this
| live in reality not in a dream, or a cloud.

| live and yet my future plans are few.
My loves have faded as a troubled dream.
Torture often finds my heart to make it blue.

| live but for real, how useless it aéems.
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Sin (ltdés Call ed

These are some of my first poems
2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ
Written in 1951
3of4

What is it in this life that makes you weep?
That takes the rest from a good nights sleep.
Troubles your mind and brings lonely hours.
The thingthat can wilt the most beautiful flowers,
Breaks trusting hearts and leaves many sad,
Tares you a part from the best
Makes you down hearted, depressed and blue,
Until there is no one that really knows you.
Tell me if you know, thou it mabring tears,
Prepare me for something in even happier years.
That will bring my heart comfort, my troubled mind ease.
A life that is brighter | 06ve
Then shall | be happy, that God hath known best,
And made perfect plans for a soul theeds rest.

Days
These are some of my first poems
2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ
Written in 1950
4of 4

First days are bright with éhlaughter and gay thoughts of childhood; each day turns its pa
time to give you a full life. One day is over and another begins, but no longer are any twc
that you live in your life just the same. There are deep rugged ruts in the roaddbatdea
through a life time. Along down the way you will meet with the strangest of sights. Each
ni shed
into night.

but inside you feel not compl e
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| Met Reality

N

Borninaland of famind, hungered neder
Until | kept a searching, a heritatpefind
My solitude became imgedandturmoil openedloors.
Valleys once alive and green, lay walséside theéroubled moors
Then | searched thelling hills, thedesert, plains and sea.
None were yielding promise, to place my self with these.
| sought thedvely pastures, streams carpeted with blue
| founda towering solid rock, a dodhe lightshonethrough,
Just for a moments time, cast |, mages upon my prize,
Justhow my hands could holal this| coul dnoét vi
So while | wondered what to do,
Time did not wait for me.
Every moment brought me closer.
At last | met reality
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| Tried

Written for Dewey Baker and his sister Karen
My two sweethearts
With all my love your mamma
July 29, 1964 in LA California

Tried I, to speak my mind and say
Things | most desired
But rather came a useless sound
Li ke o6electric current
d\Not made since, when | began to sent the
Message hence, to win the ones whom | cared for
Caught in entangled fence
A fence? A wall | 6d rat|
More strong than mortared clay
With troubled minds, and bleeding hands,
Still my heart choose to stay
My hands and nails, were striped of skin,
Scaling walls halfway,
Until | waded in blood knee deep,
Still my heart chose to stay.
My mind began a screeching sound
L i kekectriocurrent wired
Electrifying both hands and mind,
It caused my heart to tire.
But tiredand maimed as hearts might grow
| count one beat then two, one my dear
For sister the other is for you
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IF

Written While in Los Angles California
Il n the early 1960606s

If I could write a passage
To open up a gate
In this life of sorrow
To a golden strait
Omit not the blood tree
For a lighter cause
Banish crime at entry
Term each phony false
Lay and wait te vukure
That attacks the meek
Light the utter darkness
That entices the weak
Burn vain glory at a stake
And never feel the loss
The individual s6 small
| 6d purchase without ¢
Search the darken gutters
For souls grown obsolete
That the world hén smothered
Turn bitter into sweet
Weep tears of joy and gladness
Work |l ong 1 06d screen an
To rid this life of sadness
And loose the big word IF
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| 6m Calling You
7/18/2004

Rev 22:17

17 And the Spirit and the bride say, Come. And let him that heareth say, Come. And let
is athirst come. And whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.
KJV

| 6m Calling You

The voice of Jesus canso loud and clear

|l 6m calling you my bride,
Look up toward Mount Zion, and you will plainly see,
The change that |1 6ve made
The hearts of man have grown so very cold
| felt their chill; theyov
The greégest story ever told has now grown old
Theydébve | ost the | ight t

Dread darkness swirls about
| hear their shouts and screams please get me out
But | cannot retrieve them
| candét reach them now, and
They dd not heed the message true and strong
| tried everything to turn their hearts around
But now they have a mind set, all their own
Theyodove | ost both sight
So destine for destruction they are bound

Just a message to
Bride of Chris
And whosoever wil
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In A Lonesome Valley
Written for my mother, my first work.

In a lonesome little Valleythat lay just beyond the sea,
There is a child | wandered as happy as could be,
But as | awoke one morning, | found | was alone,
For my precious loving mother hadlgave our happy home,
As | wept and called her, | heard the briney foam,
Of the ocean gently calling, that made me want to roam,
The ships were sailing on the sea, the fisherman at shore,
I looked and saw our home at lea, but heard the ocean roar,
The wawes were gently calling like sweet music in the air,
Just like a flock of doves cooing in the lonesome valley there.

Written by Lois Childers at the age of fifteen, in Phoenix Ar&on
This is the first thing that | wrote at the age of fifteen.

Weeping, tears streaming down my face.
Eyes are closed to all the anguish of this world.
Yet in a room, | picture filled with lace.
My mind keeps searching, for a secret door.
Beaut i aywfe dream$ ybu can afford.
Not surroundings filled witlyold and milk
Youbre all | ocked in, and f ec
Yet fates more cleaver than \

The year was 1942, dedicated to my mother Alice Childens 77 years old now, andhave
written several poems but fifty western songs, | yr
Christian or Gospel songs. All of my songs were given to me by the gift of song writing
the melody came with each lyric.

The gift of writing was given to miey God; all songs were written for some one who was
hurting. | always thought they were for someone else, but one day | awaken to a broke
myself and God had to heal me Isaiah 61:1 and Luke 4:18.

In about 1987, Karen my oldest daughter and It@®hoenix Union High School for a

church service. Brother Grant J. R prayed for my broken heart and | was healed of tha
heart. | believe it was on the second or third prayer.
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The reason | stress that my gifts come by the Holy Spirit so much is. The Lord
spoke audibly to me at 5 and 51/2 years old. (Sasakwa Oil Fields in Oklahoma)
He gave me visions and dreams all my life, and every five years until | was 20.
He would add a gift to my ministry starting at age 8 (Okmulgee Lake) with Spiri-
tual Dreams of life after death also judgment day. At age 10 he gave me the gift
of Music to accompany my singing with the guitar and piano. At age 15 ( Phoe-
nix Arizona) he gave me the gift of writing and discerning of evil spirits and at the
age of 19 and 20 he called me to preach. This calling was at a little churcti on 20
Ave and Buckeye Road in 1946. Called my calling complete in the winter of
1946, Karen my daughter was 4 months old about that time. | was given the gift
of a Prophetess when | was 4 and 5 years old through visions and dreams in 1931
and 1932.

Written for my Mother, My first work
Written by Lois Childers, then
Eight miles north of Phoenix Arizona
On Roy Waylands Ranch

Where | lived when | was 14 yearklo
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Infested Waters

Parched by the winds that blow from hell.
So many go that way,
With swollen tongues and quenched thirst
for what? l'tdés hard to
They find the wells infested,
With poison venom cess.
From serpents of the earth they drink
Only by reqeest
They thrust the face deep in theurd
That thirst may be no mare
But on the 6dmorrow they r
Same as the day before
Each day is filled with foolish whelms
Concocted by the mind
And with the heart that drips with blopd
To strike at all mankid.
Why do they drink from shallow wells?
The answer you should know
They think infested waters free
Drink now, pay later with your soul
An so | stand upon the strait
And plead with passers by,
To slow their Pace and set a spell
To sooth their mournfiery.
For waters from a living well,
Sure thereds a way to kni
As they compare their glass of slime
To my glass of snow
But they must be treated kindly
As a babe in arms
So just compare the good and bad,
To show you mean no harm
Like a toddler ontie loose
They really mean no harm
You try to prove thdargain
To occupy their mind
Then every day when work is dane
And | lay down to rest
I wonder i f l.Ldve proven a
And i f |1 6ve done my best

January 281963 n LA Californis
We must preach to the Alcoholic. Take it e:
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IT BREAKS MY HEART
October 21st 2007

Where has the anointing gone?
Has he taken flight?
Swiftly light is fading

Darkness covers day and night.

It breaks my heart when | hear preachers
Read and written messages well
And exaltation takes the glory
From the living water well

When once the working of the power
Sent from almighty God above
Shook and broke the pride if nature
Humbled knees, and filled with love

My heart cries out O Holy Father

Please don't leave me when you go

When you take your final jouay
Holy Spirit take my soul

When the trumpet is resounding
Over mountains hills and dale,
The voice you hear is not an earthquake
From a paper written well

It's the voice of our dear Savior
Jesus Christ our Risen King
As he takes his blood washed body,
to our home we've not yet seen

Now | know the Holy Spirit
Hass not left us here as yet
For the presence of his power
Gives me a surge | can't forget

Still the precious blood of Jesus
Washes sinners white as snow,
Stand beneath the flow of Calvary,
You'll go with him when he goes.
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| t 6s a Brand Ney

|l t6s a brand new day, and
A new beginning, withou®Id Fear,
Let us face the new, turn our backs on the old.
Shout, Glory to God, let the good times roll.
Our love for each other, and or love for the Lord
Makes a geat appetizewhen supper is served
And when our new year has come to an end,
We still havelesus our Savipand Friend

That 6 s a Imattersanyhdw,especialljwihen supper is served.

Rev 19:7

7 Let us be glad and rejoice, and give hanto him: for the marriage of the Lal
Is come, and his wife hath made herself ready.

Rev 19:9

9 And he saith unto me, Write, Blessed are they which are called unto the n
supper of the Lamb. And he saith unto me, These are the true sayings. of G¢

Under My Title, n\
By; Lois B Williams (Pen Nam:

Rev Lois William:

1-3-200¢
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| TOS BEEN A TRI P

A POEM FOR CALVARY TABERNACLE
ON MOTHERS DAY 514-06

YOU LED ME THROUGH THE WILDEST VALLEYS
THE EARTH WAS PARCHED AND CRACKED BY THE SUN
THEN WE CLIMBED THE HIGHEST MOUNTAINS
RAGEING BATTELS FOUGHT AND WON
NOW WE FACE THE GREATEST HURTE
BUT WITH YOU 1 06LL MAKE THE
FOR FROM THIS VALLEY TO THE MOUNTAIN
YOU CHOOSE THE PLACBWVHERE MOSES LAID
BUT WHAT A TRIP I 6LL HAVE T
THOSE WHO WILL LISTEN TO MY TALE
SOMETI MES YOUO6LL BE TARRED AN
SOMETIMES RIDDEN ON A RAIL
BUTDON6 T GROW WEARY OF THE JC
AN UNSEEN ARMY WINS THE FIGHT
| KNOW THE CAPTION OF THAT ARMY
HE6S THE STRONGEST MAN AL
HEOGLL RENEW THE SHATTERED
OF THAT LIFE YOU THOUGHT HAD DIED

| , LOIS WILLIAMS THANK MY LORD AN D SAVIOR, JESUS CHRIS
FOR THE OPPORTUNITY TO SEND THIS SENCERE NOTE TO I
FRIENDS, MY LOVED ONESAND MY PRECIOUS CHURCH FAMILY, Al
CALVERY TABERNACLE CHURCH 821 S. 30 AVE PHX AZ 8500’
PASTOR REV GLEN AND JANISE LUTTRELL. 602272-3662 SUNDAY
SERVICES 10:00 AMEVERYONE WELCOME.
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| YOUR FAITHFUL FRIEND AND SISTER IN THE LORD JESUS, WROTE THESE

WORDS WHEN PERHAPS LI KE MANY OF YOU, l 6D HI T
THROUGH LIFE, NOW AND THEN YOU CAN NOW SAY, | KNOW SOMEONE ELSE

THAT HAS BEEN THERE TOO. BUT WITH YOUR PRAYERS | AM DOING SUPER

FI NE NOW. BUT DONG6T LET ME DOWN, AND NEI THEF
WOULD NEVER ATTEMPT TO TAKE ON THE TASK OF REPLACING YOUR

MOTHER, ON MOTHER DAY, BUT | KNOW MANY HEARTS WILL BE SAD. AND I

AM HERE IF YOU NEED SOMEONRE TO TALK TO, | AM A CALLED ORDAINED

MINISTER OF THE GOSPEL OF JESUS CHRIST, AND | DEEPLY CARE FOR THE

SICK, WEAK AND THE HURTING, WE ALL HAVE MANY NEEDS TODAY, PERHAPS

ONE CAN HELP THE OTHER? | HAVE A LIST, IF | MISS A NAME REMEMBER

YOU ARE ALL I NCLUDED! l 6LL START WITH BROTHE
(START MEMBERS) THEIR MOTHER DYAH, AND DAD CHUCK. WE WANT THEM

TO JOIN US ALSO, LADIES, AND (MOTHERS FIRST) SISTER VIOLA AND HUS-

BAND, SISTER JANICE, OUR PASTORS HALF, SISTER LAVITA, SISTER SHIRLEY

JOELG6GS FAMI LY, HER NAMES SLIP MY MIND AT THE
SISTER WILLIAMS, THE OLDEST MOTHER IN THE GROUP, | RECON. NOW; THE

BACK BONE OF THE TABERNACLE. BROTHER SILVER, BROTHER CHESTER,

BROTHER JIMMY, BROTHER JOHN, (CHUCK?) BROTHER GEORGE, BROTHER

DAVID, BROTHER CHRIS # | / AND BROTHER CHRIS # Il, CHUCK AND THE

YOUNG GENTLEMAN THAT SITS RIGHT IN FRONMT OF SISTER JANICE, BROR-

HER GLEN. AGAIN, ALL OF THE MOTHERS | WISH A VERY HAPPY MOTHERS

DAY, MAY GOD BLESSEACH ONE WITH A SPECIAL BLESSING. AND MAY ALL

YOUR FAMILY COME TO KNOW THE LORD, IN HIS FULLEST, WITH A RESUR-

RECTION EXPERIENCE, ACTS 1:8. OH, | DID NOT NAME THE YOUNG MAN IN

THE HAT, YOU KNOW WHO | MEAN.

ALL MY LOVE AND PRAYERS

SISTER WILLIAMS
EVERYONE PRAY FOR
SOULS
SOULS
SOULS

TO BE BORN INTO THE KINGDOM OF GOD. JESUS GAVE HIS LIFE, AND IS NOT
WILLING THAT ANY SHOULD PARISH. 2 PETER 3:9 BUT THAT ALL WOULD
COME TO REPENTANCE i BE SAVED --& SPIRIT FILLED ACTS 1:4-8
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| t 6s Getting Lat
While in Prayer
Bible reading in Ps.
Mon 2-5-07, 11:20 AM

| t 6s getting | ate Lord; darkness s
ago you showed me in a short vision that we only had six inches if light left in
world. We candét see everything Lord,
has even almost taken the whole church organizations, still you see all Lord,
l'ive i n a small wor |l d, but you wil

cannot be calmminated, or spoiled, nor soiled.

Still days will come and go

One at atime,

They pass mighty slow

Not two of a kind
Yet we know not the day or the hour

He shall come,

So let us all be patient

Til days work is done.

Just a thought while at prayer, améditation, on this beautiful day. It could be
day just like this when he shell come, so let us all be patient and wait for our t
and loving savior from heaven. The son of God.

Rom 10:910

9 That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Seand shalt believe in thir
heart that God hath raised him from the délady shalt be saved

10 For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness; and with the mouth
confession is made unto salvation.
KJV
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| 6ve Known Def ea
Los Angeles California
1960606s

Silentbroke;a million drums began to beat,
My wounded bleeding heart lay in deep despair.
| 6ve known defeat

Tensewas |, in my mind, strings played sad melodies,
Or was it taps? Strange as it seenfedmusianeant
Retreat, | 6ve known dei
Come close cried I, My visions blurred, my sight is near

Yet in the distance | hear sounds that come from wilds and
Deep, | 6ve known def ea

Askmel 6ve bekeen there
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Jesus Said
Just a thought, and a Prayer.
Not good Poetry

When youbve done all yol
And your doctor has too,
Call my name for | am the healer.
Lifer is not worth a cent,
|l f you donodt repent,
Cal | my name for 1 06m th
Creator of light, a lighin your night
Beaming brightly from the light house

Over the way, tossed in a trouble sea
How lost can anyone be?
| f youdve done | ost sel
Call on me.
Call my name for | am the captain.
My name is Jesus, just call me Jesus,
| am always here,
Always ready to mend a broken heart
Or set a captive free,

On |l ifeds ship I am in cot
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Just to You
Writtenin LA. California
About 1963

You and | have traveled,
Many a happy mile,
We started in the sandy land
And lingered there a while,
Where the sand and oil are brothers,
And the opossum grapes are tame,
The wild flowers on the hill side
Puts the artist work to shame.
Where the stinging of the nettle
Lasted only for a while, and even when
| stubbed my toe you taught me how
To smile, from the expression of the
Bluest eyes, | learned to talk to you

How | | ove to reminisce
Wedd @aad do, oOtill suddei
Sprang upon us, one sad

When an angry piece of babbit, pierced
One way you talked to me, how | felt
Your anguish mounting, as that piece of
Cold blue steel struck dead center
In my heartbeatand your eye refuse
To heal. How you suffered night and morning,
Time became eternity, till which came a kin
To heartbreak, from which never were you free.

My Dad lived five years after this poem was written,
He never heard it read. He never really recovered from the

Loss of his eye.
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Life (Life is Gold)
Writtenat2101 Clyde Ave
Los Angles California
December 21, 1960

Life is Precious, Life is gold.
Like a book as it unfolds.
Or a reel not yet complete.
Do your best, for life is sweet.

Smiles and tears, the years may bring.
Loveores near thereds hymns to
Soon you will find the ransom thrill.

For life is great and oh so real.

Fret no more tomorrowds sn
Nor the colddrisk winds that blow.
For soon the spring will bind the earth

With life celestial dew and mirth

Spirit low and sorrow bound.
Heartbreak written all around.
Shadows creep to still the light.
Change the pattern of your life.

Look up in prayer and trust your sight
For through the gloom youdl |l
Love your life, love he who gave,
Eternal life and lifdo save.

Witten when | had lost my we

| am glad there was three of
Your mind alone can play tricks
You, respect your conscience, it\
Straighten your mind out, and mi
Your spirit light bright and hapg

| have just enlisted in the sece of the lord
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Mend The Link
Writtenin Los Angles, California
August 4, 1964

Links of chain, band of gold.
Hidden thoughts, crimes untold,
Stronger force, these may not hold,

Links of chain, bands of gold.

Link the grey dawn with the noon,

Dark skyoés moonght ed by the
Birds may hide behind their plumes,
Call a truce, the hunt means doom.

Confusing isnoét it? To kr
Chain reaction follows snow.
Oh, how fercethe wind doth blow,
How cold hearted can one grow.

Break the length of chain and go,
Bound for Hell, wth your new foe,
Bleak and cold, the chill you know,

Hang your head for it is all so.

Make a pattern for your life,
Cut each link of instant strife
Leave the past, lie still and quiet,

Linking now and forever tight.

Death stings more than winter snow,
Link this message to your soul,
For earthly hands you love to hold,
Release their clasp, retire to fold.

Firmly grip yourma s t hand0 s
Mend each link of chain and band,
Tried as by fire is gold by man,
So tried by god shall man with stand.

Will you be in the number, when the saints go marching in?

62



Mother and Daddy
Written For my Mother Alice Childers and my Dad W.T. Childer
In Los Angles California
196060s

Should | search this whole wide world, for fame, wealth or Gold?
Should | cross the ocean, for fables that are told?
Should | search the heawe for angels there that dwell?
I 61 | never find such preciou
For when awaken with the dawn, or when | sing a song.
| think of you Ohdédébprecious ol

And yet |1 6ve known yastu bet t
|l 6d | i ke to | ay d galdpandanirth.y our
So you could rest from toil and care, and just be near to me.

So everyday | 6d have you t

Some years haveotbeenrosyfor you dear momma and dad.
But you have beerhé sweetest pals a girl could ever have.
|l canét forget one |little t
And as my future broadens and seasons come and go.
Still spring will bring the flowers and melt the driven snow.
Just like your love will never change. So muchrfe to hold.




My Fervent Prayer

(The Real I'll Keep)
2101 Clyde Ave L.A. CA
|l n the early 600s

My fervent prayer is th
Whence from my heart the real doth go,
That evil sparks will not replace,
And burn a wildfire, in its place

(9}

Real ity 1 s m@indgoo a l | 6ve s
Keep that | have kept, yet in my sleep

| 6ve prayed, and wept,h t
Not to counterfeit, the |

With those who feel, reminds me that
| still am real, | also know my wounds
Will heal aside from counterfeit | deal

My Future

| am building my future, somewhere in the blue.
My friends and love ones, down here have been true.
But thereds t ootradeumgliieherenf usi
Just to cross the great river, free from sorrow and care.

| am building my future, with the faithful and true.

At the banks of the river
I 61 | meet my maker, heodol |
Wedbl |l span the brllande yonder

| am building my future, for eternity.
| 6ve | ost earths enchant me
Now | have my passport, | am ready to say.
Goodbye to the lowland, my homes far away.
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My Good News Reporters

My little Princess of the Nile
My private news reporter
Spreads good news round the world
Keeps on file no other
The gospel is the good news
That Jesus Christ brought forth
She keeps repeating word, for word
The joy that brings New Birth
She tells of an old man in the bible
Wondering how it came about
When Jesus told him of the miracle
That brings you in, or shuts you out
The man rejoiced and caught the vision
As the door swung open wide
For whosoever cared to enter
This kingdom of eternal life
My princess has a Godly helper
He reaches out in darkest nights
Snatches lost and wayward travelers
Woos them from their dreadful plight
His strength lies deep in spiritual
Knowledge which the Lord has given him,
He 6 s nmindedhprogdynor greedy,
And never quickly to condemn
A real major in the army
Of Jesus Christ, | like his style
He belongs to Jesus, and forever
My little Princes of the Nile
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Written by, Reverend Lois Baker Williams;1P-05. | am proud to be the Mother

of AMy Little Princess and her Major o (
the Lord Jesus Christ, whom we three serve with all our hearts while we love and

pray for (multitudes) of the world to be saved.

To God be the Glory, Now and ever more.

Dedi cated to the oneobds | | ov e, Dan

| just wrote my heart, as the Lord gave me the Love message,

And his words are shed abroad in my heart

W

2
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My Love For You Both

My love for you both is greater
Than human tongue can tell
My heart is saevealing,
It knows too much to well,
So sad to pass the childhood stage
From whence great affection once came,
| feel like a little lost doggie,
Even more athough | am lame

So much of your love and affection
Once seemed to be just for me.
Your love was everywhere | looked

| wondered how it could be.
But again beyond this dreadful place
That | still see so clear
Waits for me the treasure chest,
Filled with your love and care
Trying to raise me as you did

Thereds somet hing

| know your going to surprise me.
Like you did when | was a kid.

67

you

h



No Counterfeit

My fervent prayer is, th
Whence from my mind the real doth go,

That a spark of evil won
And burn a wild fire in its place,

Real ity is a goal | 6ve

Mind to keep thus far |
The wounds | share witlhhdése who
Feel, reminds me that | still am real

Old
1959- 1965

Burning as they swiftly fall, my tear drops
Find a resting placepon my lonely bed.
| feel as thou, far from me, my life is being robed.
The pen cannot relate the painful path my heart doth tread.
You leave my thoughts so seldom dearest one,
| search the heavens from my window for your star.
| find the brightest of tha all, to match the sun.
| stare to view your loving presents from afar.
| woo the past, and all the loving sentiments,
That passes between a little daughter and her dad.
Every twinkle of your eyes have brought me happiness,
And still I find your love forme is not a passing fad.
Your blood you freely shared with me along with your flesh and bone.
May you never think my mind be crazed or odd.
My thoughts and heart reach out for you alone,
While my remains the saved belongs to God
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Once Again A Child

My love for you is greater
Than human tongue can tell
My heart is so revealing
It knowstoo much to well
So sad to pass the childhood
Stage, from where great affection
Once came, | feel like a little
Lost doggie, even more as tho | am

Lame, so much of your love and

Affection seemed to be for me

Love was everywhere | looked,

| wonder how it could be

But just beyond that wonderful

Pl ace, that now | canot

Clear, awaits the treasures you

Have for me, that love and constant
Care, tryng to raise me like you
Shoul d, thereds somethin
Hid, you are just trying to surprise
Me, like you did when | was a kid.
Now when | take my journey back to
You, youoll take me to t
Where you have all my love locked up,
Then the flowersgain will bloom.
And the spring time will come again,

I 61 | reap the wildfl owe
Youol !l wunfold your | oving
To welcome a girl like me, turmoil has
Left my heart now, | can even smile

Through blinding tears,
| 6 m o nnaehilda g ai

Dedicated to my loving parents, especially my Mo
When part of my you
Written in
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Parched Winds From Hell
Written in the early

Parched by the winds that blow fromlhe
So manywind theirway,
With swollen tonguesandthirst urguenched
Cry water just for today,
But they find the wells infestedithl vinouscess
And fromthe sapents of the earth
Drink only by request
They thrust the face deep in theurd
That thirst may be no mare
But on the Omorrow they
The Same as thehad donédefore
Each day idived with foolish whelms
Concoctedyy the mind
And with the hed that drips with blood
And strikes at all mankind
Why do they drink from shallow wells?
The answer you should know
Celestial water flow,
Celestial water ah you say,
We say a vain mirage,
But please | know the muck and slime
Is just acamouflage
Stopand read the signs before you,
Heed the warning lest you die,
For once | was caught in that current,
Suddenly | heard a cry,

It came from far above the heagen
From my master in the sky,
Stopping me just short of Hades,

Where the flames still scorch ahdrn
Finally | heard Jesus calling,
Towas a voice | knew so
| will save you from destruction,
From parched winds that blow from hell
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Stop and read the signs | am posting. They are not fables nor are they lies! Look
straight a head. There is a warning. You play with fire and you will be burned.
Look there is a Y. Two roads divided, one is straight and one is crooked but their
beginnings are side by side.

| strayed from God and was almost caught up into the current of no return. The
Holy Ghost came to me in a most special way. In a way that | was very familiar

with. The sounding of the wind as it started to genteelly blow in the fig tree. |

then knew my sight was being restored and | accepted his forgiveness. | was so
glad to be back home. | was thirty nine when the message came, and also the
messenger came and brought the message.
around and now | am seventy seven and |
be too much longer.

The Lord spoke this part to me or42004, years from when Jesus caught up
with me and rescued me.

WOW now in 2006 | am 80 years old
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Remind The Intruder
written Friday 109-09 at 1pm

This body you fought so hard to process
may soon give away to your lust
but the mystery unfolds at the ending
says you will have nothing but dust.

When the last time you see her frail figure
no human wl claim such a sight.
For the pride has been stripped from your honor
she changed at the twinkling of the eye.

He came at an hour unexpected,
no one knows the day nor the hour
the mystery still lies with the maker
something you can't devour

so what didyou win in the garden?
with all your deception and lies
woe, your plan perfect, just back fired
when almighty God paid the price.

He sent his dear Son to redeem what was lost
yet in shame he hung high on a cross.
but he took back all that you stole frommh
including an escape for the lost.

But just like his own, we'veejectechim,

Now the time of redemption’'s a must.

either you will take hold of his offer
or with the intruder Bite the Dust.
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She passed away September 26th 2005 at 75 ye:
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Sharpen Your Senses

At the age of four, | entered the real world.
As a stranger opened the door
| stepped inside to view the grand beauty
Mine eyes had nevére heldbefore.
Walking closelyhand in hand listening to his
Every word, trying to mold my neVife,

By all the instructions
Each mile of the tour was delightful.
A portrait of I|ifeds ot

Free from unrest fate could deal me,
If blindly | choose to recline.
For years | felt safe with this stranger
Never seeing my blue skies turrag.
| floated with him on white fluffy clouds
With never a care to display.
o0til one dayWhat?met oppos
Another all dressed in black.
His very appearancedikedmy perfect view
To the right roagdHe cut me no slack.
For the first strangers reaame is Jesus.
Hold firmly when he offers his hand.
Make no mistake; i1itodés the
Hey o | 61 |thispheoautr ny@o/w sa te n

Part of my profile, | put this together 7/24/@3pecially for the contest | am invited to er
Another of mygreat tasting meals; with desert. @ thanks my pleasure, my gift kicked in
the wee hours 0f-24-09 and | seemed to get the picture. No other help but the stranger. .
sending invitations to who so ever will come along, FRigkets to all whoride on the grar

tour.
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Sweet Moment

One moment of love, one moment of sorrow
| 6d made up my mind, when
| 6d |ive for today, and p
You entered my world, and then left me alone.
My arms hold the love of many sweet moments,
My heart holds the sarw, but youdd neve
My arms and my heart hold both love and heartache
| put them together and got happiness

Should | Decide

Los Angles California
1960

The sweetest wine, | would not take
Nor fat foul from the shed.
Should | forsake my very own, and choose to eat instead.
|l 6d only eat a better
Ever i n my |life 106d ta
The memory of your love divine.
That | had changefr waste.
Let not my eyes look backward
Where | escaped the press.
But rather to Mt Calvary
Presented fully dressed
Robed in righteousness and found
Upon this narrow strait
A pilgrim in the will of God.
Judged only for her sake.
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Sir, Grant Me A Halo
Writtenin L.A California
About 1960

These times are past tens
Of a queen once a princess with soft raven hair
Her eyes were like onyx, with a spark of the flint
Engraved were white angels on her heart of content

orwas a cold snowy morning when | found my way

To her humblemansion where shepherds might pray

But in a bright blanket, cuddled close by her side
A tiny blue haired infant lay so satisfied

So light were her footsteps, so tender so quiet
Long afterlampil ght , shedd pray thr
To the great king in heaven, her blessing to share
With her tiny fair infant with the blue colored hair

Never empty her place but full all the time,
With real things that mattered, things that were fine
Now gold might le treasured, and silver a must

But her room was filled with love, kindness anakst

Her place might have been, an tattered old tent

|l 61l boast no her dwelling
But a tent or a place, | was well satisfied
Just to be close,toaprinées war m si de

Now in a quaint village, in a small western town
My queen and her king, sits quietly around

They speak of the past and the things they have seen
Sir grant me a halo to give to my queen

The End
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This poem was written by Lois Baker Williams in L.A. CA. about 1960. My
mother and Father are now deceased. My mother went home to be with Jesus,
February 18, 1998, at 9:45 P.M... As for me, she was the best friend | have ever
had, her understanding, and love, and the gift of writing poetry, and songs, with
melody when | got the words, everything | have ever written, belongs totally to
me. Like | have stated on my other Author profiles, | consider the gift from God.
My prayers, and my poetry, and songs, have been my best Medicine, when | was
il from any cause. All the years past, others troubles seem to break my heart. |
would write as | hurt for them until one day | awoke to the real story. It seemed to
be my own life but then | had my own biography by putting my many poems and
songs together in a book. In my other poems that have been expected, my profile
Is the same. | was born to Alice and Bill Childers, the oldest of two daughters and
of a son that died in his first year of life. Dad was an oil field worker in Seminole
OK. | was born in Clarksville, Texas and my mother was born in Eldorado MO.
She came to OK when she was three months old in a wagon train. My dad was
born the son of a freewill Baptist minister and also had one home in Weletka OK.
By the name of the lone star place he had sharecroppers working for him. My
Grand mother Mary Elizabeth Rogers and Robert Nathan Davis were married
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Still | Search the Heavens

Burning as they swiftly fall, my teardrops
Find a resting place upon my bed
| feel as thou from me my life is being robbed
The pin cannot relate the painful path my
Heart doth tread, you leave my thoughts so seldom
Dearest ae, | search the heavens from my window
For your star, | find the brightest of them all
To match the sun, | stare to view your loving presents
From afar, | woo the past and all the loving
Sentiments between a little daughter
And her dad, every twinkle ofoyr eye have
Brought me happiness and | still find you love
For me it isnot apassing fad, your blood you freely
Shared with me, your flesh and bongay you never think
My mind be crazed and odd, my thoughts and heart reach
Out for you alone, while | reain, my soul belongs to God.

It has been said of me that | worship my love ones; | pray the Lord will not |
happen to me. | only mean to worship my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. N\
sweet daddy has been gone from this earth for 37 yeadshia picture com
before me daily. Li ke David When
back but the hope remains with in my heart and soul, to go to him one day.
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That | Must Know
195006s polisihead4 up a b

My ferventpr ayer i s, that | ol
Whence from my mind the real doth go,
That a spark of evil wort
To burn a wild fire in its place,
Real ity i s a goal | 6ve

Mind to keepthusfar 6ve kept
The wounds | share with those who
Feel, reminds me that | still am real,
The real road runs O6rour
It will catch your eye, and spin your
Wheel, so the real | pledge be truth
| will not wed a bogus thought

That | May Know
1950060s poli sihead4 up a b

My ferventprayer is, that | may know
Whence from mine heart the real may go,
That a spark of evil, wilteplace
And burn a wild fire in its place,

Real ity is a goal | OV e
The mind to keep thus fa
And in my sleep | 06ve ev
| shall not wake to cou

The wounds | share with those who feel,
Reminds me that | still am real,
| also knowmy wounds will heal aside
From counterfeit | deal,
The real path lies beside a force,
To lure an evil eye to cross,
Yet to the real | pledge my troth,
| will not wed useless thoughts.
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The Gypsy Understands
Written at4816 W Bethany Home Rd Apt #24
Glendale, AZ 85035226

Weep here on my shoulder, let tears fill your eyes
Tel | me all your troubl es,
Your loving heart is broken, that is plain to see

Your past is jgt a token, filled with bad memories

You say your heart keeps pinning, your blue eyes never dry
From the falling tear drops of all the years gone by
Your thoughts just keep returning to heartaches that are old
And you just keep on yearning for a love that g jrowm cold

Friends are good to have arou
When your depressed just meet

But today youbve met a strange
So weep here on my shoulder, and | will understand.

P.S. Thanks Noble House, for considering my poem, | hope it is wor

publication.
This poem is one of my poems

| was fifteen, | have others to offer if interested.

wr i tt
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The Question Now Is How?
(Searching)

In a placenot far from freedom
On the brink oHadesshore
Pleading eyes turbpackto warn you.
Torture pinned the soul is sore
Plunging down into engulfment.
Wailing overheard | 6 |
Screams that chéda warmblood
ChannelRequest? Improper deatb
Shroud Burn the body, strew the ashes.
Weep no tears, bring no flowers.
For the soumeantvery little.
As they climbed the ivory tower
Searching for a place called freedom

Simple words bring you in touch
To the place where major is minor,
In this life you loved so much
Now folly torn futures pending
No more beauty left of youth
Longing only for the present
For the past is long removed
Youth, and beauty, dashing witty
Clad in independent cold
All attention paidto body
Not considering your soul
Hair comes falling, broken spirit
Deepening lines have maimed your brow
Perhaps you might have helped invite this
But the question now, is HOW?
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This Little Man

Written in 1953 for my Daddy
2901 West Buckeye Road
Bills Radiator Shop

My Daddy

A quiet man with a tender Past,
Stands at his work his eyes cast

On the welding torch thatoés bu
Working hard to defeat his foe

With his steady hand, tho many things
Has broken his heart he whistles
And sings day after day his torch

Burns low as he works to defeat his foe

From morning to night he plans and schemes
For the big five party thatds
Dreams and his five tenderly loved him

So is why he works to defeat his foe

| look from my window to his shop |
See a small frame and hear his torch pop
But thereds more than a small

His soul as he works to defeat his foe
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My Two Karen and Dewey

He works with many a thought in mind
And the thoughts he has are oh so kind
Of a small little boy and girl he knows

As he works to defeat his foe

He thinks of a mother and a wife so fine
His thoughts are just how genuine, he loves
To think what he knows is right, as he

Works on through the night

Billie his baby and his love Alice Childers

Then of a l|little brown eyed gi
Treasure to him in this old world
And he works with pleasure as his torch

Burns low, as he works to defeat his foe

Know | well known this little man we treasure
All our past webve has great day
Away but in memory they still last, his tired and ailing body

Fights hard to beat the snow, | i febs v
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Lois Williams (Me)

| to have been since a little girl, included in his plans

For | am his oldest daughter of

And 1 6m his pal, he |l oves his

His torch burns low, to defeat the approaching foe.

The End

Written in 1953, for my daddy, 2901 West Buckeye Road, Phoenix Az.,
Bills Radiator Shop. His very own little haven, he loved to work. He
worked until 1963 when his foe won the battle here, but | know he has a
beautiful radiator shop in heaven. | pray this is for him or what ever God
has for him to work at there. This poem is full of precious memories. Oh
how they linger and how they ever fool my soul. Just the memories give
me strength to travel on. in a few days | will be 78 years old. | have al-
ready lived thirteen years more than daddy did. He was only 64 when he
went on to be with Jesus.
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Turn Not Around

Turn not suddenly around
You may be forced to see.
A universe so mighty
Shacking violently
A quake, you say, | might agree
If you could see earths tremors
A richterscale has not been made
To measure this consumer
Should you feel the ngmitude
The breakage and the loss
Should you expose the spiritual
Youbd have to pay the
You mustnoét see whatos |
To Godsd great <creat.
But turn not suddenly around
Youbll see a falling n

Have you ever?
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Turn Not Suddenly Around

Turn not suddenly around; you may be forced to see
A universe once so mightis shakingrzehemently.
A Quake you say? | might agree, | even fessiremors,
A rectorscale has not been made, to measure its consumer
Should youeel its magnitude, the breakage andldss?
And still expel the spiritual
Can you really see whatos hap|
Turn not suddenly around beca

America, America, God Shddis Grace on Thee

Written by Lois Baker Williams

In Los Angles California

Finished 6/25/2004n view of the US giving Iraq
Back to their own country men.

6/30/04, God Protect our American Troops
And bring them safely home!!
A prayer forldoeeur troopb6s wo
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TOWas Kar en
Also known as

It Was Karen
Published under: It Was Karen
Written by Lois Baker Williams
Los Angles California

1963
This Poem Won*iPlace
By
Al nternational Society of
For

Outstanding Achievement in Poetry

Two rosebud lips, a swebkearted face,
| found a tear drop in her place,
My arms were limp where she once lay,
My Karen
| lit the lamps burned all the fuel
And with a heart ache fought a due
Searched behind the paneled lacg
But found no tracer of Karen
| slipped to bed in theagly gloom
To smell the sweet night jasmine blo
Il knew at once
My Karen
To soon the dawn broke fresh and cl
Hark! Someone called my name
She spoke, | just turned seventee
Towas Karen

My oldest daughter was broken hearted; thve Ishe thought would last forever suddenly er

| felt her heart break and wrote this poem for her, My Karen.

Written for my oldest daughter when at seventeen | felt her first break, she thought her c

sweetheart romance would last forever thias not always true

My children two Bakers and two Williams,
Karen and Dewey Baker and Dana and Scotte Williams
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What Becomes Of Paupers?
Written at 3356 West Moreland, Phx AZ
1970

What becomes of paupers, rich paupers that are poor?
Who use their many talents, as on a guided tour
They paint a little, write a little, sing and play the harp,
And behind drawn curias steal copy from the heart
Their minds create rare beauty, to be displayed at night
When all the flames are muffled, and lamps give no more
Light, i1itdés not he wish of
Are poor, to hide in earths dark caverns, to reap no fruit
At all, then journey single handed at their masters call.
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Why | Candot Forg
WrittenLat e 500s or ear |y
L.A. California

In this heart of mine, a real hurt is borne.
| candt shake the pain
A constant refrain of an
Haunts me where ever | go
And | shudder to think, whahé future may bring.
That the past coul dndt h
| 6d even try, to borrow or b

But there are a thousand goo:
And a thousand sweet memor i
But a million blue leartaches keep finding a way

Into this heart of mine
Seems life has me labeled as one who must pay.
For wrongs | have done, | except it this way
But 1 6d welcome a change; i
Relief for this heart of mine

Sing First part over again.

This is a song that has been requested to be placed in the poems
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Why Use Your Head?

Written by Lois Baker Williams
Published and Won First Prize
Young Poet 2004, 5, 6
Written
195960

This Poem Won%tPlace
By
Al nternational Soci ety of
For
Outstanding Achievement in Poetry
2004, 2005, 2006, and 2007
Publishedn a book Titled
ATouch of Tomorrowo
Page #3

Never have | been content
My heart has always ruled me
If I have never used my head
My memory now had fooled me
A heart is good for many things
But find a man whooés | ed
Just by his heart sure you will find
He never used his head,
A heart can love, morn, laugh and sing
Without one you are dead
Still itds not worth two ce
I f you don6ét wuse your hea
This heart you have inside you
With love its daily fed
Yet essence from | ifeds swe:¢
Comes righthrough your head,
Sometimes | cry great rivers,

And eat | ifebds tasteless ¢k
The tears are from my heart | know,
For 1 dondét use my head

Poetry.com
1 poetry Plaza
Owings Mills, Maryland 21117
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Midnight Cry

TheTrumpetSounded
7-1-10

The trumpet Now is sounding
O'er yonder distant hill.
Its sh&ing all the churches
in the valley's, hills and dale.
Has the congregation Noticed?
the Holy Spirit leaving out
For in his pace there's been injected
a false spirit called "purdoubt”
Manyyears the Lord has pleaded
just to save another soul.

Now the trumpet sounds at Midnight.
Virgins lamps are burning low.
Only five lamps are bright enough
for one to see the door of thesgage
set before them,

Soon you'll hear his cry no more

With All My Heart

For my son Dewey W. Baker

Tried I, to speak my mind and say, things | most desire

But rather came useless sound, like electric current wired

It made no sense, when | began to send my message hence,

To free the ones whom | tried for, barricade entangled fence.

A fence?

A wall | 6d rather c¢clam, as strong as mo
With troubled mind and bleeding hands, still my heart choose

My hands and nails were stripped of skin from scaling walls halfway.

And asl wade in blood knee deep, my body felt betrayed,

My mind took on a screeching sound, like trains changing tracks,
But | held firm my endless fight, and cut myself no slack,

As tired and maimed as hearts may grow, | count one beat then two,
One my deafor sister, the other one for you
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You And |

You and | have traveled many happy miles
We started in the sandy land
There lingered for a while
Where the sand and oil are brothers
And the opossum grapegere tame
And the wild flowers in the hillside
Put an artist work to shame
The slingingof the nettles
Lasted only for a while

Even when | stubbed my toe nail
You taught me how to smile

From the expression in your eyes
| learned to talk to you
How | | ove to reminisce
We use to do; suddenly the dark days sprang upon us,
One sadday in 33 when an angry piece of medal

Cl ai med one wayéone way VYo

How | saw the anguish mounting
When the piece of cold blue steel struck dead center in my heart
Beatand your eye refused to heal,
How you suffered night and morning, time bee eternity,
oTi I It became a kin to
For which never were you free
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Sweet Harmony

Jonathan, | hear your voice,
as gentle as rain.
With words that brings me joy,
and lyrics to my refrain.

You put words to My Melody.
One's | love to hear
you stopped the flood of Noah,
which brought me joy and cheer.

Your handsome lovigp manner
and your angelic smile,
Mixed with all the bright SorShine
makes my life worthwhile.

No one else can sing a message

as this one that caught my ear.

The lyrics and swat harmony.
The Melody rang clear.

Written at 12 Midnigh6-28-10
for Jorathan my Grand sem-law
with all my love your G. Grand M
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My Baby Ewe

Very precious is my baby ewe
youngest daughter of my little lamb
With blessings over flowing.

I've no words teexplain.

Tho winter chill keeps threatening me
| still cannot complain.
Patiently my baby ewe

Works days into the eve,
Until eachsingle chore is done.
She never leaves the scene.
| don't know how | survived
Without her beautiful love.
It had to be a secret sent dgwn
From God above.

She doesn't know how perfect,
That | think she is.
Everything pertaining to her
Is highlighted on myist.

She never has to prove her love.
| feel the glow so bright.
When she walks into my presents,
my heart makes candles light;
and when | hear her tender voice,
say; Grandma how are you?

It tells me how concerned she is,
bout me and my well being.
Holly; you've never let me down
the race you've bravely run.
God Bless you life and happiness

you prize is numbeone

Written from the hea

for Holly Williams (Ewe
little sheep and Grand daugt
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Prophetic Sonqgs

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING 2

A LOVE SONG GLOWS

AN OLD FAMILIAR RECORD

BORN AGAIN

BRING JESUS WITH YOU

BROKEN HEART'S CANNOT SING

BUT YOU'LL KEEP CHEATING

CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR

DON'T FORGET WHAT I'M SAYING

DON'T LEAVE ME CHILD

DON'T LEAVE ME CHILD

FACE REALITY

FROM A STABLE TO A THRONE

HE WHOM THE LORD HAS SET FREE

| AM BUILDING MY FURTURE

| DIALED THE NO. TO GLORYLAND

| DIALED THE NO. TO GLORYLAND 2

| KNOW THE VOICE OF MY LORD

| KNOW THE VOICE OF MY LORD 2

| MUST FORGET

I'LL SHARE YOUR HAPPINESS

I'M SINGING A NEW SONG

I'VE FOUND A NEW ROAD

JESUS MEET US AT THE TABLE ONCE AGAIN
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Prophetic Songs

JESUS YOU PROMISED

JUST BEYOND THE SILVER LINING

MY FUTURE LOOKS BRIGHT

MY HEART'S A BURNING FLAME

SIGNED WITH LOVE

SIMPLY HE

THE GIFT AND THE GIVER

THE LOVE OF GOD

THE MESSAGE ON THE WALL

THE MESSAGE ON THE WALL 2

THERE'S ONLY ONE REASON

THINK ON THINGS LOVELY

WEARY TRAVELER

WHAT A GLORIOUS ENDING

WHEN | BROKE ALOOSE AND RAN

YESTERDAY | CRIED

YOUR KINGDOM IS FALLING
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A BURNING FLAME 1S SPREADING

Words and Melody 197006S

VERSE 1

ALL THE WORLD SEEMEDS TROUBLED, WONDERING AIMLESSLY,
MY BURDEND HEART CAN ONLY SEE, A FLAMING ONE WAY STREET.
THE SAD THI NG I TS PACKED WITH BLI NI
AND LAME, BUT JESUS STANDS TO QUENCH THIS BURNING FLAME.

CHORUS.........ooii,

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING, DEVOURING AS IT GOES,
HIDEING ALL THE SUNLIGHT, WITH ITS DARK CLOUD OF SMOKE,
| T BELLOWS HI GH SO WE CANOT SEE THAT
STILL JESUS WALKS ABOVE THIS FLAMING GROUND.

VERSE 2
JESUS MADE A FIRE EXCAPE FOR WHOSOEVER WILL,
WITH WATER FLOWING FROM THE THONE, TIS SWEET
YOUR CUP TO FILL, HE ALSO PAVED A STAIRWAY, AND
FREELY PAID THE COST, LEST YOU SHOULD CHOSE TO
SOJURN WITH THE IOST.
VERSE 3

THE TIME IS SURLEY COMMING, AND NOW IS AT HAND,
WHEN ALL THE DEAD, SHALL HEAR THE VOICE, OF THE SON
OF MAN, THE FURANCE ONCE HAD BLINDED THEM,

BUT THEY REGAINED THEIR SIGHT, TO LATE, JUST AS A THEIF,

HE CAME AT NIGHT.

All song are given to me through prophe
| sang them, and play my guitar, for the g
of God. PreachiTeach, Pray, Sing, arRfophesy

Watchman what of the night? Isa. 21:11,
Stumble in the night,
No man can work, John 9:4,

Al'l through the 706s, through prophecy, I saw
city, CA., to preach to the dope, aaldoholics addicted | believe a taste of what we might be doing in the |
time, which is at our door. Ezek. and Phillip also were transported in the spirit.

WHEN THE NEED ARISE!
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A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING 2

Words and Melody 19706S

VERSE 1

ALL THE WORLD SEEMEDS TROUBLED, WONDERING AIMLESSLY,
MY BURDEND HEART CAN ONLY SEE, A FLAMING ONE WAY STREET.
THE SAD THI NG I T6S PACKED WI TH BLI DM
AND LAME, BUT JESUS STADS TO QUENCH THIS BURNING FLAME.

CHORUS........ooiiiiiiiiiveeee

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING, DEVOURING AS IT GOES,
HIDEING ALL THE SUNLIGHT, WITH ITS DARK CLOUD OF SMOKE,
I T BELLOWS HI GH SO WE CANOGT SEE THAT
STILL JESUS WALKS ABOVE THIS FLAMING GROUND.

VERSE 2

JESUS MADE A FIRE EXCAPE FOR WHOSOEVER WILL,
WITH WATER FLOWING FROM THE THONE, TIS SWEET
YOUR CUP TO FILL, HE ALSO PAVED A STAIRWAY, AND
FREELY PAID THE COST, LEST YOU SHOULD CHOSE TO
SOJURN WITH THELOST.

VERSE 3

THE TIME IS SURLEY COMMING, AND NOW IS AT HAND,
WHEN ALL THE DEAD, SHALL HEAR THE VOICE, OF THE SON
OF MAN, THE FURANCE ONCE HAD BLINDED THEM,

BUT THEY REGAINED THEIR SIGHT, TO LATE, JUST AS A THEIF,

HE CAME AT NIGHT.

All song are given to me through prophe
| sang them, and play my guitar, for the g
of God. PreachTeach, Pray, Sing, artophesy

Watchman what of the night? Isa. 21:Rbm 13:12; Night far sgnt
Stumble in the nighto man can work, John 9:4,

Night cometh when no man can work.

AWarning Prophesybo

Song and Melody

Al I t hr o usghshowedbe b&ghriing and the entEven1979,He transportedne in the sprito
Culver city, CA Willing to go andpreach to the dope, aattoholics From 1970 through 79, He prepal
me for a ministry. I havenét really been ab

1965, Called me as a Watchman,Ezek3i n 19706s, told me to pre:t
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A LOVE SONG GLOWS

Written | ate 506s and 60606s

VERSE 1

When dawning comes, | am so alone with out.you
Evening spent, where does day disappear?
Night draws near and shadows are descending.
My loves a lasting pageant just for you my dear.

CHORUS

Candét you still see the beau
Or has it vanished like the love once in your heart.

Youodl | never | eave this |ifeée
For somehow you canodét forget

VERSE 2

Your voice | hear somewhere out in the distance.
The echo falls just like a falling star.

I love song glows just like a flam that burns dear.

Il tds hidden now but once was ¢

VERSE 3

Oh modern times are just a passing fanc
You may think theyoll free yi
But when your heart begins to dty breaking.
T hen remambdrlbve songs made from nursery rhymes.

The melody is a seci
Locked with in my Memor
August 14' 2001
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AN OLD FAMILIAR RECORD

Written 1959, rewritten 197060s
Words and Melody given in inspiration of the GIFT OF SONG WRITING,
From THE LORD JESUS CHRIST.

VERSE 1
LIKE AN OLD FAMILIAR RECORD, YOU HEAR IT ALL THE
TIME, SOMEONE WILL SAY | ONCE KNEW HIM, YOURSAV-
IOR ONCE WAS MINE, UNTIL ONE DAY | WENT MY WAY,
ANOTHER LIFE TO FIND, | TURNED AND LEFT MY
SAVIOR FAR BEHIND.
CHORUS.......oovii,

THE RECORD GOES | GAVE UP EVERYTHING | REALLY
TRIED, BUT DID YOU EVERTAKE THE TIME TO HEAR THE
OTHER SIDE, SHOULD THE RECORD GO
PAY THE BIGEST PRICE, REDEMPTION FOR THIS SINFUL SOUL OF MINE.

VERSE 2

FOR IN LONELY NIGHTS OF SILENTS, | FEEL DEEP
DESPAIR, AND EVERYTIME | CLOSE MY EYES, THE LORD
IS STANDING THERE, BUT BEFORE | CAN TOUCH HIM,
HIS LOVING WAY TO FIND, | MUST GIVE UP THIS SINFUL STATE OF MIND.

VERSE 3

HIS SPIRIT CROSSES RIVERS, HIS WORD STILL CALMS
THE SEA, HE MENDS THE BROKEN HEARTED, THIS MAN
FROM GALILEE, THE PRISON DOORS SWING OPEN, THE

CAPTIVE IS SET FREE, HE HEALED AND SAVED A SINNER
SUCH AS ME,

Hosea 14:4 | will heal their backsliding, | will love théraely, for mine anger is turned aws
from them,
A RESTORATHE®ROMISE OF GODS BLESSING.

Jeremiah 2:1
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BORN AGAIN

Words and Melody written about October 1993

VERSE 1

| WASENT RAISED ON THE STREETS OF YOUR CITY,
NEGLECTED, ABUSED, OR LEFT ALONE.
IVE KNOWN WHAT IT MEANS TO BE LOVED AND CARED FOR,
AND IVE ALWAYS HAD A PLACE TO CALL HOME.

CHORUS.......ooiee

BORN AGAIN; | AM SENT HERE TO HELP PICK YOU UP,
TO HELP, BRUSH THE TEARS FROM YOUR EYES.
TO REMIND YOU, THERES A BOOK UP IN HEAVEN ABOVE,
WITH YOUR NAME WRITTEN DOWN INSIDE IN BLOOD,
OH YES, YOUR NAME IS WRITTEN DOWN, SIGED WITH LOVE.

VERSE 2

IVE KNOWN SOME OF YOUR LOSS, AND YOUR SUFFERING,
HOPES, AND DREAMS, THAT CRUMBLED WITH THE FLOODS,
BUT MY FRIENDS, THE NEWS | BRING IS LIFE ETERNAL,

THE MESSAGE IS, HE TOOK YOUR PLACE, HE SHED HIS BLOOD.

VERSE 3

| WOULD BE WALKIN G IN YOUR SHOES, HAD | NOT HEARD HIM,
CALLING FROM THE CROSS OF CALVERY, AS HE DIED.

FATHER PLEASE DONT BLAME THE ONES, | LEAVE BEHIND ME,
FOR THEIR CAUSE, | SENT MY LOVE, | GAVE MY LIFE.

| SLEPT LATE THAT MORN. AROSE ABOUT 8 OCLOCK, WALKED INTO THE
LIVING ROOM, RUBBING MY EYES, REALIZING | WAS HAVING A VISION OF A
BACK ALLEY IN SOME CITY, | SAW A MAN GET OUT OF A LARGE CARDBOARD
BOX, WHERE HE HAD SLEPT ON THE STREET ALL NIGHT. HEUDDENLY
STARTED BRUSHING HIS DARK TROUSERS, AND THE LORD LET ME IN OWN
SOME OF HIS THOUGHTS, (WHICH WERE, ANOTHER DAY, | MIGHT AS WELL NC
WOKE UP, | HAVE NOTHING TO LIVE FOR, NO LOVED ONES, NO HOME, JUST
ANOTHER LONG DAY. THROUGH THIS SONG OF PROPHESYF
INCOURAGEMENT, THE LORD SPOKE THESE WORDS OF THIS SONG TO ME, Al
GAVE ME A MELODY TO SING IT, AND | SING IT TO THE BROKEN HEARTED, ITS
NOT GODS WILL THAT ANY SHOULD PERISH, BUT THAT ALL SHOULD COME TC
REPENTANCE.

THE MESSAGE IS THE SONG.
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BRING JESUS WITH YOU

Written Lyrics & Melody
7-27-2000

VERSE 1

REMEMBER, | USE TO LIVE, IN THAT VALLEY DOWN YONDER,
0CROSS THAT OLD BROKEN BRI DGE, WASE
ATIL I WON THE ULTI MATE PRI ZE, THE
A CI TY THIATTFOSR SHUAREWITH STREETS OF PURE GOLD.

CHORUS. ...

JUST GIVE ALL THE GLORY, TO CHRIST MY REDEEMER,
WHO SETS HIGH ON HID THRONE, ARRAYED IN HIS GRACE,
RIGHTOUSNESS BECOMES MY KING, CREATOR OF MERCY,
HE RIPPED ASUNDER THE INNER VALE, SO WE COULD TALK FACE TO FACI

VERSE 2

SO BRING, JESUS WITH YOU WHEN YOU COME TO MY HOUSE,
I AM SURE | F YOU ASK HI M, HEGOLL
A PERMNANT RESIDENT, IN MY TEMPLE F TREASURES,
MASTER OF ALL | OWN, HE PLANNEDIT THAT WAY.

Words & Melody
By Lois Baker William:
Pen Name Publish
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Broken Heart s Ca
Written in 1951

VERSE 1
Once my heart was light and gay, like the children as they play.
All my future plans were dreams | built for you.
Soon the love that | held dear brought me many bitter tears.
That 6s wh elearn you weeequatroe. t o
CHORUS. ...t

Broken hearts cannot laugh, broken hearts cannot sing.
Broken promises can it bring you peace of mind
Lovely songs canét bring yau che
All a broken heart can do is sit and pine.

VERSE 2
When spring comes youoll love it
If the one you love is walking by your side.
So donodot take it as a joke, A
Just be careful of théaings that make you cry.
VERSE 3

You were walking by the side of another love that night.
Thinking only of your self

I heard the story that vyou told
But youobve fooled me, now I
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But Youol | Keep C

Written 1965 or there about

VERSE 1
You say your6 | eaving, were getting
I must concede, yourdé pending
But my heart is slowly breaking, as with your new loeey6 ve annou
That when the Iights go out to
CHORUS......ooiiiiii et
But youodol | keep cheating, for
Each home you wreck, each heart you break, you fawgat.
Il know I 6ve | ost, and | feel bl u
For in some way, we all must pay, our cheating debt.
VERSE 2

The day is coming, when this wild passion, your cheating heart now strongly hol
Will leave you longing, fosomeone to call your own.
But you will still get invitations, from this world, that gloom enfolds.
And youodl |l go back, just to w
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CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR

Written 1950

VERSE 1

TODAY | AM WEARY, BUT HAPPY, ISTILL HAVE MY
INHEIRITANCE GRAND.
MY SAVI OR HAS MADE RESERVATI ONS,
MADE SOME PLAINS.
MY MIND IS COMPLETELY ESTABLISHED, AND IN HEAVEN
I SOON MAY ARRASKED FOR®@ CAIN BCHTOM
ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE RIVER OF LIFE.

CHORUS

| 6VE ASKED FOR A CAI N BOTTOM ROCKI
DOWN BY THE RIVER OF LIFE, SO | CAN SEE ALL OF MY

LOVE ONES, AND HALETHEM AS THEY PASS ME BY.

THERE |1 6LL SEE MY GREAT MESSI AH,
MY SOUL FROM ALL STRIFE, SO I|IOVE
BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE RIVER OF

LIFE.
VERSE 2
|l M PLEASED WITH WHAT JESUS HAS
MANSION WITH STREETS & PURE GOLD.
WITH WALLS MADE OF JASPER AND BEAUTIFUL STONES,
THAT I NEVER IN THIS LIFE MAY OWN,
BUT | WANT TO BE HUMBLE BEFORE HIM, SO HIS SPIRIT

MY SOUL CAN REVIVE, SO I 06VE-ASKED

OM ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE RIVER OF LIFE
VERSE 3

TO YOU WHO ARE WEARY AND TROUBLED, THERE ARE
RICHES PROMISED TO YOU,
YOU MAY NOT OWN MUCH IN THIS WORLD BELOW,
BUT WHEN MY DREAM OF BRIGHT GLORY COMES TRUE,
THIS WORLD WANT BE ABLE TO HOLDME, CAN |

LEAVE WI THOUT SAYI NG GOODBY, SO |

CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE

RIVER OF LIFE.

™
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This song was written in a time of great sorrow. | was 23 years old and two fam-

ily members were just killed, in November 1950. This song was written after |
went to bed on a paper towel.

| was living at 2§ Ave Buckeye Rd. Phoenix Az.
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