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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 I hardly know 

how to write this introduction because there are so many facets to the gifts 

the Lord has loaned me. I feel that in each line and word he gave me, He 

introduced himself to me on a prophetic yet personal level.  I 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 I 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 I 

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. 

I dedicate everything to Jesus Christ my personal Savior including, but not 

limited to; my long life, all my loved ones and all those I 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? 

 

 

Reverend Lois Williams   

8-13-10 



  

7 



  

8 

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 great-grandchildren. 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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Poems 



  

10 

Page # Prophetic Poems 
  

Year Written 

     
13-14 A Chance Of Winning If I Run 

   
15-16 Body Mind And Spirit 

  
July18, 2004 

17 Come Walk with Me 
   

18 Cry Freedom 
   

19 Daddy's Girl 
  

Late 60's 

20 Drastic Shadows 
   

21-22 Dreamôs Of Reality 
   

23a Expecting No News 
   

23b For You, My Heart's Still A Burning Flame 
  

1960 - 1963 

24 Extremists Die Out Quickly 
   

25 Faded Portrait 1st 
   

26 Faded Portrait  
   

27 From Hate Saints Run Away 
  

1950's - 1960's 

28 God Sent Me You 
  

Oct 24,1944 

29 God Sent You 
  

1933 

30-31 He Heard Each Cry 
   

32 Heartbreak In 33 
   

33 How could I Have Been So Blind 
   

34 I Broke A Loose And Ran 
  

1985 

35 I Can Trust You Now 
  

May 28, 1996 

36 I Can't Believe It's You 
  

 

37a I Changed My Mind 
   

37b I Found Happiness 
  

1952 

38-41 I Fell 'Neath My Load.... Dialogue 
  

 1963, 64 or 65 

42-43 I Fell 'Neath My Load 
  

 1963, 64 or 65 
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Page # Prophetic Poems 
  

Year Written 

     
44a Speak 

  
1950 

44b I Live But Yet 
  

1950 

45a Sin (It's Called Sin) 
  

1951 

45b Days 
  

1950 

46 I Met Reality 
   

47 I Tried 
  

July 29, 1964 

48 IF 
   

49 I'm Calling You 
  

July 18, 2004 

50-51 In A Lonesome Valley 
   

52 Infested Waters 
   

53 It Breaks My Heart 
  

Oct 21, 2007 

54 It's a Brand New Day 
  

Jan 3, 2009 

55-56 It's Been A Trip 
  

May 14, 2006 

57 It's Getting Late 
  

Feb 5, 2007 

58 I've Known Defeat  
  

59 Jesus Said 
   

60 Just To You 
   

61 Life 
   

62 Mend The Link 
   

63 Mother And Daddy 
   

64a My Fervent Prayer 
  

Early 60's 

64b My Future 
   

65-66 My Good News Reporter 
   

67 My Love For You Both 
   

68a No Counterfeit 
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Page # Prophetic Poems 
  

Year Written 

     
68b Old 

  
1959 - 1965 

69 Once Again A Child 
  

Late 50's 

70-71 Parched Winds From Hell 
  

Early 60's 

72 Remind the Intruder 
   

73 Sharpen Your Senses 
   

74a Sweet Moment 
   

74b Should I Decide 
  

1960 

75-76 Sir, Grant Me A Halo 
  

1960 

77 Still I Search The Heavens 
   

78a That I Must Know 
  

1950's  

78b That I May Know 
  

1950's  

79 The Gypsy Understands 
  

Late 50's 

80 The Question Now Is How 
   

81-83 This Little Man 
  

1953 

84 Turn Not Around 
   

85 Turn Not Suddenly Around 
   

86 T''Was Karen 
   

87 What Becomes Of Paupers 
  

1970 

88 Why I Can't Forget 
  

Late 50's or Early 
60's 

89 Why Use Your Head 
  

1959 - 1960 

90a Midnight Cry 
  

July 1, 2010 

90b With All My Heart 
   

91 You And I  
   

92 Sweet Harmony 
  

June 28, 2010 

93 My Baby Ewe 
  

July 1, 2010 
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A Chance Of Winning If I Run 
(The Race Is On) 
December 13, 2004 

 

                      I may not be elected, but Iôm going to run.   

Why, If you have no hope of winning.  Are 

Are you running just for fun? 

No, Iôve still hope of being counted 

Maybe a chance to over come 

Just may pass my dread opponent 

And at last Ióll hear well done. 

I 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. 

I say the sinnerôs prayer each morning. 

As I call upon my Lord. 

He always finds me in the gutter, 

Gently handing me his sword. 

Heós the head of all elections. 

He stands there waiting for my words. 

When I admit my sinful actions, 

I make another run for home. 

Could this one be a start, or a finish? 

 Can I find a vow to keep?  

As I lay upon my pillow 

Drifting tôward eternal sleep. 

Many times Iôve bravely started 
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To correct my wrongs 

But Iôve been a constant failure. 

Just couldnôt sing their lovely songs. 

Now thereôs no slack left in the rope 

The hangmanôs noose is tied. 

So I must run and not look back 

That I may win the smallest prize, 

But wait, the race is not quite over. 

I have my heart set on the end. 

I now can see the flags a blowing. 

I believe Iôm going to win! 

For it is you whom my soul trusteth 

And encouraged me to try 

And if I falter by the wayside 

You will never pass me by 

Even if Iôm lost and wounded 

Lying very still and quiet 

And night shadows are descending 

Ruling out all natural light 

My prayer is Iôll be sound and solid 

If I have to wait for you, 

Thatôs where patients comes in handy 

When at last my race is through 

 

Finished 12-13-2004 

PS. One of my granddaughters birthday, Lisa Baker 

Fine tuned 2-26-05 

The Lead Sheet 
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Body Mind And Spirit  
Written at 11:05 PM; 7/18/2004 

 

 

 
Here my body has been cared for 

My mind Iôve taught to well behave 

But my spirit lies in patients 

With a higher power today 

I control this bodyôs ventures 

My mind speaks up and says how far 

It can turn my sweet to bitter 

But my spirit holds my star 

The beauty O A body rules you 

óTil time turns your hair grey 

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, before 

The light goes out. 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

Earlier today I had a pleasant visit with my son Scotte.  We ate lunch and had a good prayer.  

As you know the gifts and callings of God are without repentance. 

 

 

This little poem is an answer to prayer, thank you Lord, the giver of gifts, for visiting me with 

a prayerful evening.  First, I went to bed but my mind began to whirl with words and I realized 

the writing gift was not ready to go to bed.  I wasnôt a bit sleepy so now itôs around midnight 

and I had just finished my poem. 
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Through prophecy the Lord still speaks to me, ñBlow ye the trumpet and call my nameò since 

1995. 

 

I felt in the morning the writing gift seemed to start in my mind. I thought at first it was a song 

but it turned out to be a little verse that was until later tonight.  I got the little poem ñBody Mind 

And Spiritò 

 

At first today I heard ñIôm calling youò The voice of Jesus came so loud and clear through 

prophecy. 

 

Iôm calling you my bride for I am near 

Look up toward Mt Zion, and you can plainly see 

The changes that Iôve made for you and me 

The hearts of men have grown so very cold 

Theyôve lost their will, I feel the chill 

The greatest story ever told has now grown old 

Theyóve lost their light to guide them 

Dread and darkness swirls about 

I hear shouts and screams, please get me out 

But I cannot retrieve them where theyôve gone 

I canôt reach them, they canôt see me 

Once I gave the message strong 

I tried everything to turn them óround, 

But now they have a mind set, 

For destruction they are bound 

Whatôs left?  Eternal sorrow and regret 

 

 

The morning of 7-18-04 

 

Updated 4-9-07, Late 
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Come Walk With Me  
In Los Angeles California 1960ôs 

 

Come walk with me dear daddy, like we use to do down that sandy country road, sweat 

memories to renew.  No, you canôt forget them the same as I cannot.  The day our past will cease 

to live the world will surely stop.  Once again weôll breathe the freshness of the morning air.  

Look daddy, thereôs the sign.  You said it spelled Sinclair.  Now just inside that great big gate, 

one day you threw old cliff. I thought for sure youôd killed him, just near óbout broke his hip.  

Least it seemed to me you did but I guess you really never.  For I still see him walking óround, 

guess I will for ever.  Daddy, he looked like a giant, going past your shoulder landing square dab 

on his back, sounded like a boulder.  Iôll never be as strong as you even when Iôm older.  But you 

say a lady is prettier, smarter and much boulder.  Hold my hands and warm those, you always 

hold them close.  The wind is getting brisker; itôs nipping at my nose.  My nose is not a cherry 

daddy, like you always said.  November brings the winter snow, and turns it pink and red.  

Thereôs the tool house on the right, the dog house on the left. Please, I want to see the steam box 

where the oily cloths are kept.  The grounds around the silver tanks youôve harrowed like a 

garden smooth and level like the plains.  Itôs strange they never hardened.  Do you like my new 

red coat?  In back it is cut quiet full. It has a long V collar I call a turtle hull.  All trimmed with 

fur.  I like it lots, I wear it off my shoulder.  Mamma wears her fur like this, she knows for she is 

much older.  I think my birthday must bring snow, for then it gets so cold, and I turned seven 

yesterday.  Today I feel so old.  There is an oil well, and beyond I see the old air station óround 

that bend is home to me.  Where mamma will be waiting and little sister Bode Jo, She is sweet as 

apple pie.  Iôd have no fun without her.  All I could do is cry.  Iôm hungry daddy and so tired, 

how about yourself?  So Iôll be sleeping soundly when you start to work at twelve.  But in the 

morning when the dawning breaks a clear blue sky.  Come walk with me Daddy again just you 

and I. 

 

 

Daddyôs Girl 

I was away from my daddy. 

He was in Phoenix AZ slowly dying. 

I lived in Los Angeles California at this time. 

He and I were buddies 

 

My dad never raised his son, so he  

Called me his big bodie, Daddyôs girl 

 

This was from memories of my childhood in 1932. 

Sasakwa, OK. 

 

An oil town my dad worked for 

Sinclair Oil Co. 



  

18 

 

 

Cry Freedom 
 

 

Tired I, speak my mind and say, 

Things I most desire 

ónot made sense confusion seemed 

To own the cable wire, 

I tried to find the one I searched 

For, entangled in the fence, 

But the fog made vision dim. 

Soon I barley saw a fence. 

A wall Iôd rather claim, 

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, scaling the wall halfway, until 

I waded blood knee deep, still I was 

(Bound to stay) when you are locked 

Up (Bound) and gagged, and another holds 

The key, you cannot speak the truth or 

Lie, thereôs no way out, you canôt be free, 

Just hold your peace, soon he will come 

To rescue, and release, Heôs heard your 

Cry for freedom, Heôs come to set you free 

 

 

 

 

He is Jesus Christ, the only real Peace, and Freedom 
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Daddyôs Girl 
In the late 60ôs 

 

You and I have traveled 

Many a happy mile 

We started in the sandy land, 

There lingered for awhile. 
 

Where the sand and oil are brothers, 

And the opossum grapes grow wild, 

And the slinging of the nettles, 

Lasted only for a while 
 

Even when I stubbed my toenail 

You taught me how to smile. 

Even though a tear had fallen, 

You made the pain seem mild. 
 

From the expression in your eyes, 

I learned to talk to you, 

How I love to reminisce 

óBout the things weôd say and do. 
 

Sudden darkness sprang upon us, 

One sad day in ô33, 

When an evil, stilled the twinkle, 

Of one messenger to me 
 

How you felt the anguish mounting 

When a piece of cold blue steel, 

Struck dead center in my heart beat, 

Still long since refused to heal 

 

How you suffered night 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 

To a little girl; like me.  Daddyôs girl 

 

 

This was for my 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 of Hades gate. 

Pleading eyes have turned to warn you. 

Before the weary soul dothô faint. 

 

Plunging down into engulfment. 

Wailing overheard Iô loud. 

Screams that chills a warm blood channel 

Request?  Improper deathô no shroud. 

 

Burn the body, strew the ashes. 

Weep no tears, bring no flowers. 

For the soul to them meant little. 

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 the danger. 

If the soul becomes discreet. 

 

 



  

21 

 

Dreamôs Of Reality 
In memory of my Grandfather W. T. Childers 

Passed December 28
th
 1945 

 

 

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, 

Framed in bedôs they were indeed. 

Rare as any precious jewel, 

Raked clean of a single weed. 

ótwas a strange thing as I viewed them, 

Quiet enhanced by fragrance grand, 

Startled was I by a whisper, 

Like the voice of a man, 

In a quaint path flower surrounding, 

Stood a statue strong and bold, 

For in such familiar setting, 

Sad goodbyeôs had long been told. 

For ówas like an Indian summer, 

In a valley desert town, 

Long before this did I lament, 

As I viewed a new made mound. 

In a quiet place and peaceful, headed by a marble tomb, 

Then our home became a vacant, 

As this cottage in the gloom. 

I turned, and said; Why Helloô Grandpa, 

Taken greatly by surprise, 

Yea ótwas he whoôd left me grieving, 

Burning tears with sad goodbyes, 

Often I come here at eves, 

Spoke he in a cheerful tone, 

Walk among the lovely flowers, 

Just before returning home begging him, upon the ómorrow, 

Meet me as you have today, 

Whisper to me in the twilight, 

When the winds have died away, 

ótis the question that I ask him, 

When he said soon he must go, 

I donôt think I could 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 Godôs bright and shinning countenance, 

Rule out all the dark hours. 

I have sense longed many evenings, 

As I lay upon my bed, 

Surely he has not forgotten, 

The sweet visitós that we had, 

Perhaps ótis me that has forgotten, 

Have I lost the path I tread? 

T0 the flowers where he warns me, 

Of the dangers up ahead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

W. T. Childers my Grandfather passed away 

December 28th 1945.   

His birthday would have been in 3 days. 

He would have been 76 years old 
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Expecting No News 
 
 

 

No news from you in quiet a while 

Has helped me make some plans 

I am busy, and I canôt keep wasting time 

I never underestimated your high fashion 

Style, but I am sure you were amazed at mine. 

For I just called the man today 

And had the telephone removed, 

Here after the postman knows my box 

Will be unused now, I 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 

Times youôve left, but my weary heart is 

Lighter, from the things I donôt regret. 

 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

For You, 

My Heartôs Still A Burning Flame 
In LA California 

From 1960 - 63 
 

 

 

As I am making all the rounds tonight my darling, 

All the faces that I meet will be the same, 

I maybe holding someone else while we are dancing 

But for you my heart remains a burning flame. 

Itôs a flame that burns so strong, it always tells 

Me Iôve been wrong, and that I never really loved no 

One but you, all though my eyes may still be 

Dry, when I bid the crowed goodnight, this burning flame 

Will keep this heartache new.  If you chance to be around 

And think I am happy; please donôt judge me by the way 

I might pretend, for I canôt forget you darling for 

One moment, and before the dawn, I 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 canôt be perfect. 

Or must you fight your fellow man 

Should he reject your subject? 

What ere his consciences may be worth? 

Let him express his feelings. 

You may eat meat at supper time 

Instead of milk youôre stealing. 

Grow stronger and analyze the code 

From which you might be living 

There could be loop holes in 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 

Take too lightly 

Temperance in all you do, Extremists 

Die out quickly 
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Faded Portrait 
 

 

 

Today I saw your portrait in the album 

Of my mind, one that I had cherished 

Many years.  I found myself just 

Touching up the lovely faded lines 

That might have been faded by my tears 

 

The greatest artist couldnôt have detected 

The lines I wanted plainly brought to sight, 

But as Iôd dimly seen, your picture in my 

Dream, I made that faded portrait look so bright. 

 

I had painted beautifully, it seemed so long 

Ago, this picture that I cherished and adored 

Could I compare this certain one? No! 

None were quite the same. As the faded 

Portrait I had loved before. 

 

Iôve watched the artist as they paint 

They do their work so well, on canvas 

They bring out each thought in mind 

But the portrait I have painted an 

Artist might have failed to capture 

All your charm when you were mine 
 

 

 

This is the first draft the lord gave me 
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Faded Portrait 
Written in the Late 50ôs or early 60ôs 

 

 

 

 

Last night I saw your portrait in the album of my mind, 

One that I had cherished many years. 

I found myself touching up the lovely 

Faded lines, that might have been faded by my tears 

 

The greatest artist couldnôt have detected 

The lines I wanted plainly brought to sight, 

But as Iôd dimly seen your picture 

In my Dream, It brought your faded portrait back to life. 

 

I had painted beautifully, it seemed so long 

Ago, this picture that I cherished and adored 

Could I compare this certain one? No! 

None were quite the same. As the faded 

Portrait I had loved before. 

 

Iôve watched the artist as they paint, 

They do their work so well, on canvas 

They bring out each thought in mind 

But the portrait I have painted an 

Artist might have failed to capture 

All your charm when you were mine. 

 
 

 

 

My very own, no other help 

All my work belongs entirely to me.  

Lois (Childers) Baker Williams 

 

My maiden name is Childers; I started writing when I was fifteen years old. 

I have a son and a daughter (Baker) and a son and a daughter (Williams) 

My pen is Baker, sig 

I am a (Widow) Lois Williams 
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From Hate Saints Run Away 
Written For my Mom and Dad 

1950ôs ï 1960ôs 
 

 

 

If you think that youôre unhappy. 

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 

Youôd never again hear a certain voice, 

Gently call your name. 

Each dawn would break in sorrow. 

Each evening time would hurt. 

Thereôd be no bright tomorrow 

  With one beneath the earth 

Love is not a constant rose bed. 

But you can always stay. 

Where as if you had never loved 

From hate saints run away 

 

 

 

Now both are in Heaven 
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God Sent Me You 
Written For Dewey William Baker 

Late 50ôs / early 60ôs 
 

 

 

Midnight came, and burst a flame 

To light my whole surroundings 

One heartbeat trueôer, as if for 

Sure, two hearts were abounding 

My life was changed and rearranged 

To meet my challenge new, the dawn 

Then broke, for mortal folk 

But I knew God sent you. 
 

 

 

 

 

This Poem was written for Dewey William Baker, My oldest son, Born 10-24-44. 
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God Sent You 
God sent Dewey Baker 

To Lois Little Mama 

Oct 24
th
, 1944 

Big Springs, Texas 

Cowperôs Clinic 
 

 

 

Midnight came, and burst a flame. 

To light my whole surroundings. 

A heartbeat trueôer as if for sure, 

Two hearts were a pounding. 

My life was changed, and rearranged, 

To meet the challenge new. 

The dawn soon broke for mortal folkô, 

But I knew God sent you. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

My first son and my first child 

God gave this little poem 

For him, and he still means the 

Same to his mother 

Truly was given when I was 

Lois Baker. 
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He Heard Each Cry 
From the Late 1980ôs 

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 laughter out, 

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; Iôm yours since childhood, 

But I donôt know where to start, 

To tell you all the help I am needing, 

A bandage for a broken heart. 

 

He said, 

I 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 shadows were descending, 

And the night began to fall, 

I saw you leaving in the darkness, 

Heard you answer when I called, 

 

Another morning became daybreak, 

You labored on throughout the hours, 

But you had to talk to someone, 

About the good times, and the showers,  
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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 Oil 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 

Knowing that youôre healed no doubt. 

 

 

Love you forever, I am that friend 

Thank you for the Mothers day card, 1996 

 

 

I felt your heartbreak 

Love, always mamma. 

 

 

P.S. 

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

 

 

A prayer request 

April 29
th
 2005 

Lord he needs a car.  

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 him if it 

had not been for Jesus on his side.  I felt the Heart Break!  
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Heartbreak In 33 
 

You and I 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 grapes grow wild 

And the stinging of the nettles 

Lasted only for a while 
 

Even when I stubbed 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 your blue eyes 

I learned to talk to you 

How I love to reminisce 

óBout things we use to say and do 
 

Then suddenly the darkness sprang upon us 

One sad day in ó33 

When an evil stilled the twinkle 

In one messenger to me 
 

How you felt the anguish mounting 

From a piece of cold blue steel 

Struck dead center in my heartbeat 

And long since refused to heal, 
 

How you suffered night and morning 

Time became eternity 

You became a slave to heartbreak, 

Gave one eye up totally 
 

Years have passed my darling daddy, 

With both blue eyes closed today, 

But the memory of that little girl, 

Lingers clear as yesterday 

 
Written for my daddy, I was his first little girl 

And we were real buddies, I was 6 or 7, and he was 27, 

He walked me to the bus stop every morning. 

We had a real father and daughter relationship, and  

Weôll meet again one bright and glorious day, never to part again. 
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How Could I Have Been So Blind 
My life in a nut shell ï at the time. 

In Los Angeles, California 

Between 1959 and 1965 
 

 

 

I arose one morning at dawn 

Some years have past, quite a few 

But the pain of that dawn I remember. 

It was as though my own sword ran me through 

Then a shadow unveiled on my being 

A shroud of destruction like death 

It silentôs my prayers without warning 

And left just a legend with breath 

My vision was blurred from the darkness 

When the battle was over and done 

I crawled away blindly and buried my sword 

Not knowing the battle Iôd won 

I went on to worry my savior 

Thinking he had left me to die 

Such hurt I encountered while living 

Such a hard life without him thought I, 

Then came the day of the court scene 

Judging myself to doom. 

When Jesus appeared there before me 

Youôre reading your verdict to soon 

Now Iôm rich and so boastful of it 

My beautyôs arrayed in the new 

Of all that I own please donôt judge me vein 

As Iôm telling my story to you 

Iôm exalted a queen or a princes 

Grand treasures I have at my feet 

How could I have been so blinded? 

As to search for a place to retreat 
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I Broke A Loose And Ran 
1985 

 

As I walked along an empty street 

In the darkest part of town 

I saw a light a faint glowing 

In a building quit run down 

Voices sang a song of gladness 

As they congregated there 

Someone invited me to 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 heôd say rise up and walk 

And be ye cleansed from every sin 

Thatôs when I broke a loose and ran 

From the bondage I was in, 

Chains and fetters flew to pieces 

When I said Jesus is his name 

He called me from over yonder 

I canôt stay here anymore, 

For this prison is to crowed 

Since I know who keeps the door 

The preacher said his 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 trial was 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 youôll never have to steal again 

Everything up there is free 

All the riches that I promise you will last 

Throughout eternity 
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I Can Trust You Now 
Written For Dana my youngest daughter 

5-28-96 
 

 

Iôve placed my trust in you my child, 

For you have trusted me, 

Iôve taught you to believe 

I know that on the morrow, 

You will still be there 

For you have trusted me my child, 

And now I trust you 

As shadows of the evening fall, 

Across your span of life, 

I do not fear that they will hinder you, 

For I have placed a lighted candle 

In your hand, you still can see the road 

I taught you to peruse, 

 The winds and the storms shall not assail, the  

Gates of hell shall not prevail, 

Nor shake that solid rock on which you stand. 

 

 

 

A day of triumph for Dana my youngest daughter, 

5-28-96, and I places $$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$signs 

All over the page for some reason, the rightful 

Wording was a day of triumph of glory for Dana and I 
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I Canôt Believe Itôs You 
 

  

 

I need not ask you why yourô crying 

For itôs plain for me to see. 

On your face the sorrowôs written 

Thereôs only one thing it can be. 

 

You let me go to love another 

But thru my hurt I realized 

The day would come when youôd remember, 

The tears I shed the way I cried. 

 

You told me as the day was dawning 

That you were saying your goodbye, 

And as you turned to leave me darling 

The tears came falling from my eyes. 

 

You said that I was just pretending, 

To try to make you change your mind, 

And I couldnôt even answer, 

For I wanted to be kind. 

 

I couldnôt bring myself to tell you, 

That you might loose your heart one day, 

To a cold a heartless lover, 

One whoôd throw your love away. 
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I Changed My Mind 
 

 

On the cross of sorrow, hung the man of Galilee, 

Shedding all his lifeôs blood 

For sinners just like me 

So I met this gentle stranger 

Then I went a stray. 

Ohô savior I pray, rescue me! 

I have lost my way 

 

 

Your light once shown upon my path, 

My consciences were all clear, 

Thatôs when I humbly ask at night 

To always find you near 

I started thinking I could go alone with out your light. 

Till I found myself in shadows, deep in the darkest night 

 

 

Again your light doth shineth bright upon me 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 

I Found Happiness 
2101 Buckeye Rd. Phx. AZ 

1952 
 

 

A moment of love and a moment of sorrow 

I made up my mind when you came along 

Iôd live 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 but youôd never guess 

How my arms and heart can hold both 

Love and heartaches, I put them together and 

Found happiness. 
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I Fell óNeath My Loadé Dialogue 
Written Sometime between late 50ôs or 60ôs 

In Los Angles California 
 

 

I walked on a crutch in the grey early dawn; 

I knew I was lame, and blind. 

As my crutch gave óway, I fell with a thud, 

Confusion had stricken my mind. 

 

Iôm lost I cried out; as I fell óneath my load, 

Knowing Iôd never prevail. 

With a low trembling voice, I called out for help, 

And demons brought back every wail. 

 

I called out again, and an angel appeared, 

Apparently ready for flight. 

The angel then spoke; Iôve come as a choice 

That you must make tonight. 

 

I heard you the first time you called out for help, 

And would have lightened your load. 

But you never once said that you needed my help, 

Was I suppose to know? 

 

Iôve carried my light, seems needless to say, 

Beside you this long bitter night. 

I wanted to say as you stumbled and fell, 

That I am the angel of light. 

 

But now that youôve fallen, lame and blind, 

So blind, a miracle tôwould be, 

If you only had just a spark of faith, 

Tôwould make all the difference to me. 
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Me 

 

So II tried to compose myself and believe, 

That I was never blind, 

Now you are confused, a voice then spoke, 

Move in just an inch at a time. 

 

Devil 

 

The devil then spoke; youôll never be free, 

Just what kind of lies does he speak? 

Tell me all of your troubles, 

I am wise, for without light I see. 

 

 

Take me and my forceful manner, 

Iôve taken a one mans stand, 

One angel canôt even work alone, 

He must have the whole angel band, 

 

I thought in my mind of turmoil, 

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 I could see, 

But when he saw I was both lame and blind, 

He mentioned a miracle to me, 

 

Another voice spoke with astonishing strength, 

So loud as to quake the earth, 

To burst my grave of torment, 

And show me just what I was worth. 

 

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. 
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Angel 

 

Child you are blind, lame and confused, 

Lost on this worldôs darkness road. 

A parched wind from hell is blowing strong; 

Itôll take a miracle to save your soul. 

You canôt be lost if you 

Will listen to God! 
 

 

Devil 

 

More angels, the demons chanted, 

Just what do they think we are? 

Now that they know which one of us spoke, 

Guess theyôll call me a liar 

 

But I couldnôt care less what they think of me, 

As long as I stand my ground. 

They canôt touch this soul with their light feathered hand, 

And banish me like a sound. 

 

For I just sent back home for some help. 

Now, I can stand back and wait 

For I know what kind of trouble 

My right hand deceit and create. 
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Devil 

 

I might be the biggest liar in the world, 

And part of my name is defeat. 

But I can make you believe your both lamb and blind, 

And knock you right of your feet. 

 

A one mans stand is hard to hold, 

When faced by a whole angel band. 

Still Iôm not worried; Iôm backed by my force, 

To over come dog, beast or man. 

 

When we are settled, and busy at work, 

Thereôs not a fort we canôt hold. 

We may choose a different routine every time, 

But itôs easy to steal a mansô soul. 

 

For its better to not see at all for yourself, 

Through my eyes youôll see it all, 

And when you get ready to leave this world, 

Iôll pick a soft spot for you to fall, 

 

Me 

 

But I turned from all of his seductions, 

To drink from loves living cup. 

True it was darker than night when I fell, 

But the angel of light picked me up. 

 

 

Struck dead center in my soul, (November 9
th,

 1950.  Recovered 1965 Mothers day  

5-9-65)  Fifteen (15) years in bondage to the enemy. 

Devil in warfare and dialogue with angels over our souls. 

 

 

******Freed from bondage and my second Commission 5-9-1965******  
 

 

 Written Sometime between late 50ôs or 60ôs 

In Los Angles California 
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L CŜƭƭ ΨbŜŀǘƘ aȅ [ƻŀŘ 
 

 

I walked on a crutch in the grey early dawn; I knew I was lame, and blind.  As 
my crutch gave óway, I fell with a thud, confusion had stricken my mind.  Iôm lost 
I cried out; as I fell óneath my load, knowing Iôd never prevail.   With a low trem-
bling voice, I 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 I lay on the ground more helpless than ever before.  I called out 
again, and an angel appeared, apparently ready for flight.  The angel then 
spoke; Iôve come as a choice that you must make tonight.  I heard you the first 
time you called out for help, and would have lightened your load. But you never 
once said that you needed my help, was I suppose to know?  Iôve carried my 
light, seems needless to say, along side you this long bitter night.  I wanted to 
say as you stumbled and fell, that I am the angel of light.  But now that youôve 
fallen, lame and blind, so blind you may never see.  It isnôt a job for me any-
more; Iôll call for the angel of mercy.  Then I tried to compose myself, and be-
lieve that I was never blind.  You are Confused A voice then said, just move an 
inch at a time.  The demons then hovered around me saying youôll never be 
free.   What kind of a lie is he telling you, you know she canôt make you see?  
Now just pour out all of your troubles, it just wonôt help you at all.  For the only 
reason sheôs here at all, the angel of light had to call.  One angel just canôt work 
alone they must have the whole angel band.  With myriads of demons behind 
him, he said, Iôve taken a one mans stand.  I thought in my mind of turmoil, can 
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 I 
could see.  When he saw I was both lame and blind, he called for the angel of 
mercy and her voice was filled with kindness, I am sure she banished my fears.   
Thinking so kindly of her, I 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 
worldôs darkness road.  A parched wind from hell is blowing strong; Itôll take a 
miracle to save your soul.  Three angels, the demons chanted, just what do they 
Think we are?  Now that they know which one of us spoke, guess theyôll call me 
a liar but I couldnôt care less what they think of me, as long as I stand my 
ground.   The wonôt touch this soul with their light feathered hand, and banish 
me like a joke.  For I just sent back home for some help.  
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Now, I can stand back and wait for I know what kind of trouble my right hand de-
ceit and create.   I 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 
Iôm not worried; Iôm backed by a force, to surpass the golden strand.  When we 
are settled, and busy at work, thereôs not a fort we canôt hold.  It may be a differ-
ent routine every time, but itôs easy to steal a manôs soul.  Iôm the one that starts 
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.  I 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 I hadnôt listened 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 

1 of 4 
 

 

 

Speak loud so a thousand ears will hear you. 

The wild wind bears a message far and near. 

Let it be the truth what óere your saying. 

No evil phrases and your consciences will be clear. 

Speak loud; be concerned of all you say. 

Remember you will reap what óere youôve sown. 

The poison lashes that a tongue can cause. 

Makes greater pain the heart has ever known 
 

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

I Live But Yet  
These are some of my first poems 

2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ 

Written in 1950 

2 of 4 
 

 

I live and hear the voice of the past. 

They do not fade but grow so very loud. 

Iôm punished, as by this way I pass. 

I live in reality not in a dream, or a cloud. 

 

I 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. 

I live but for real, how useless it all seems. 
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Sin (Itôs Called Sin) 
These are some of my first poems 

2101 W. Buckeye Rd Phoenix AZ 

Written in 1951 

3 of 4 
 

 

 

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 thing that can wilt the most beautiful flowers, 

Breaks trusting hearts and leaves many sad, 

Tares you a part from the best friend youôve had, 

Makes you down hearted, depressed and blue, 

Until there is no one that really knows you. 

Tell me if you know, thou it may bring tears, 

Prepare me for something in even happier years. 

That will bring my heart comfort, my troubled mind ease. 

A life that is brighter Iôve never known these, 

Then shall I be happy, that God hath known best, 

And made perfect plans for a soul that needs 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 the laughter and gay thoughts of childhood; each day turns its page in 

time to give you a full life. One day is over and another begins, but no longer are any two days 

that you live in your life just the same.  There are deep rugged ruts in the road that leads down 

through a life time. Along down the way you will meet with the strangest of sights.  Each day is 

finished but inside you feel not completed.  Donôt sit down and weep, that day has just turned 

into night. 
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I Met Reality  
 

 

 

Born in a land of famine, I hungered neôer a time. 

Until I kept a searching, a heritage to find 

My solitude became in raged and turmoil opened doors. 

Valleys once alive and green, lay waste beside the troubled moors 

Then I searched the rolling hills, the desert, plains and sea. 

None were yielding promise, to place my self with these. 

I sought the lovely pastures, streams carpeted with blue 

I found a towering solid rock, a door the light shone through, 

Just for a moments time, cast I, mine eyes upon my prize, 

Just how my hands could hold all this I couldnôt visualize. 

So while I wondered what to do, 

Time did not wait for me. 

Every moment brought me closer. 

At last I met reality 
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I 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 I most desired 

 But rather came a useless sound  

Like óelectric current wired 

óNot made since, when I began to sent the 

Message hence, to win the ones whom I cared for 

Caught in entangled fence 

A fence? A wall Iôd rather claim 

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 I waded in blood knee deep, 

Still my heart chose to stay. 

My mind began a screeching sound 

Like óelectric current wired, 

Electrifying both hands and mind, 

It caused my heart to tire. 

But tired and maimed as hearts might grow 

I 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 

In the early 1960ôs 

 

 

 

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 the vulture 

That attacks the meek 

Light the utter darkness 

That entices the weak 

Burn vain glory at a stake 

And never feel the loss 

The individualsô small mistakes 

Iôd purchase without cost 

Search the darken gutters 

For souls grown obsolete 

That the world hath smothered 

Turn bitter into sweet 

Weep tears of joy and gladness 

Work long Iôd screen and sift 

To rid this life of sadness 

And loose the big word IF 
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Iôm 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 him that 

is athirst come. And whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely. 

KJV 

 

 

Iôm Calling You 

 
The voice of Jesus came so loud and clear 

Iôm calling you my bride, for I am near 

Look up toward Mount Zion, and you will plainly see, 

The change that Iôve made for you and me 

The hearts of man have grown so very cold 

I felt their chill; theyôve lost their will to hold 

The greatest story ever told has now grown old 

Theyôve lost the light to guide them 

Dread darkness swirls about 

I hear their shouts and screams please get me out 

But I cannot retrieve them, where theyôve gone 

I canôt reach them now, and they cannot touch me 

They did not heed the message true and strong 

I tried everything to turn their hearts around 

But now they have a mind set, all their own 

Theyôve lost both sight and sound 

So destine for destruction they are bound 

 
 

 

 

Just a message to the  

Bride of Christ  

And whosoever will 



  

50 

In A Lonesome Valley 
Written for my mother, my first work. 

  
 

In a lonesome little Valley, that lay just beyond the sea, 

There is a child I wandered as happy as could be, 

But as I awoke one morning, I found I was alone, 

For my precious loving mother had to leave our happy home, 

As I wept and called her, I 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 waves 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 Arizona 

This is the first thing that I 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, I picture filled with lace. 

My mind keeps searching, for a secret door. 

Beautiful, Iôd say are dreams you can afford. 

Not surroundings filled with gold and milk 

Youôre all locked in, and feel no ill can come. 

Yet fates more cleaver than youôd ever think. 

 

 

The year was 1942, dedicated to my mother Alice Childers. I am 77 years old now, and I have 

written several poems, but fifty western songs, lyrics and melodyôs, and thirty or more 

Christian or Gospel songs.  All of my songs were given to me by the gift of song writing and 

the melody came with each lyric. 

 

 

The gift of writing was given to me by God; all songs were written for some one who was 

hurting.  I always thought they were for someone else, but one day I awaken to a broken heart 

myself and God had to heal me Isaiah 61:1 and Luke 4:18.   

 

In about 1987, Karen my oldest daughter and I went to Phoenix Union High School for a 

church service.  Brother Grant J. R prayed for my broken heart and I was healed of that broken 

heart.  I believe it was on the second or third prayer. 
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The reason I 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 I 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 church on 20th 

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.  I was given the gift 

of a Prophetess when I 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 I lived when I was 14 years old 
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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?  Itôs hard to say. 

They find the wells infested, 

With poison venom cess. 

From serpents of the earth they drink, 

Only by request. 

They thrust the face deep in the gourd, 

That thirst may be no more. 

But on the ómorrow they repeat. 

Same as the day before. 

Each day is filled with foolish whelms, 

Concocted by the mind. 

And with the heart that drips with blood, 

To strike at all mankind. 

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 I stand upon the strait, 

And plead with passers by, 

To slow their Pace and set a spell. 

To sooth their mournful cry. 

For waters from a living well, 

Sure thereôs a way to know. 

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 on the loose. 

They really mean no harm. 

You try to prove the bargain. 

To occupy their mind. 

Then every day when work is done. 

And I lay down to rest. 

I wonder if Iôve proven a thing. 

And if Iôve done my best. 

 

January 29
th
 1963 in LA California 

We must preach to the Alcoholic. Take it easy! 
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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 I 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 journey 

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 I know the Holy Spirit 

Hass not left us here as yet 

For the presence of his power 

Gives me a surge I 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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Itôs a Brand New Day 

 
 

 

Itôs a brand new day, and a brand new year. 

A new beginning, without Old 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 great appetizer when supper is served, 

And when our new year has come to an end, 

We still have Jesus our Savior, and Friend. 

 
 

 

 

Thatôs all that really matters anyhow, especially when supper is served. 
 

 

Rev 19:7 

 

7 Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honour to him: for the marriage of the Lamb 

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 marriage 

supper of the Lamb. And he saith unto me, These are the true sayings of God. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Under My Title, ñVisions of a Long Nightò 

By; Lois B Williams (Pen Name) 

Rev Lois Williams 

1-3-2009 
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ITôS BEEN A TRIP 

 
A POEM FOR CALVARY TABERNACLE 

ON MOTHERS DAY 5-14-06 
 

 

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 HURTLE 

BUT WITH YOU IôLL MAKE THE GRADE 

FOR FROM THIS VALLEY TO THE MOUNTAIN 

YOU CHOOSE THE PLACE WHERE MOSES LAID 

BUT WHAT A TRIP IôLL HAVE TO TELL THEM 

THOSE WHO WILL LISTEN TO MY TALE 

SOMETIMES YOUôLL BE TARRED AND FEATHERED 

SOMETIMES RIDDEN ON A RAIL 

BUT DONôT GROW WEARY OF THE JOURNEY 

AN UNSEEN ARMY WINS THE FIGHT 

I KNOW THE CAPTION OF THAT ARMY 

HEôS THE STRONGEST MAN ALIVE 

HEôLL RENEW THE SHATTERED PIECES 

OF THAT LIFE YOU THOUGHT HAD DIED 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I , LOIS WILLIAMS THANK MY LORD AN D SAVIOR, JESUS CHRIST, 

FOR THE OPPORTUNITY TO SEND THIS SENCERE NOTE TO MY 

FRIENDS, MY LOVED ONES AND MY PRECIOUS CHURCH FAMILY, AT 

CALVERY TABERNACLE CHURCH 821 S. 30
th
 AVE PHX AZ 85007 

PASTOR REV. GLEN AND JANISE LUTTRELL. 602-272-3662 SUNDAY 

SERVICES 10:00 AM  EVERYONE WELCOME. 
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I YOUR FAITHFUL FRIEND AND SISTER IN THE LORD JESUS, WROTE THESE 
WORDS WHEN PERHAPS LIKE MANY OF YOU, IôD HIT A FEW HARD PLACES 
THROUGH LIFE, NOW AND THEN YOU CAN NOW SAY, I KNOW SOMEONE ELSE 
THAT HAS BEEN THERE TOO.  BUT WITH YOUR PRAYERS I AM DOING SUPER 
FINE NOW.  BUT DONôT LET ME DOWN, AND NEITHER WILL I LET YOU DOWN.  I 
WOULD NEVER ATTEMPT TO TAKE ON THE TASK OF REPLACING YOUR 
MOTHER, ON MOTHER DAY, BUT I KNOW MANY HEARTS WILL BE SAD.  AND I 
AM HERE IF YOU NEED SOMEONRE TO TALK TO, I AM A CALLED ORDAINED 
MINISTER OF THE GOSPEL OF JESUS CHRIST, AND I DEEPLY CARE FOR THE 
SICK, WEAK AND THE HURTING, WE ALL HAVE MANY NEEDS TODAY, PERHAPS 
ONE CAN HELP THE OTHER?  I HAVE A LIST, IF I MISS A NAME REMEMBER 
YOU ARE ALL INCLUDED!  IôLL START WITH BROTHER TRAY AND SISTER TESS. 
(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 
JOELôS FAMILY, HER NAMES SLIP MY MIND AT THE MOMENT, AND THEN ME, 
SISTER WILLIAMS, THE OLDEST MOTHER IN THE GROUP, I RECON.  NOW; THE 
BACK BONE OF THE TABERNACLE.  BROTHER SILVER, BROTHER CHESTER, 
BROTHER JIMMY, BROTHER JOHN, (CHUCK?) BROTHER GEORGE, BROTHER 
DAVID, BROTHER CHRIS # I / AND BROTHER CHRIS # II, CHUCK AND THE 
YOUNG GENTLEMAN THAT SITS RIGHT IN FRONMT OF SISTER JANICE, BROR-
HER GLEN.  AGAIN, ALL OF THE MOTHERS I 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, I DID NOT NAME THE YOUNG MAN IN 
THE HAT, YOU KNOW WHO I 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 ï BE SAVED --& SPIRIT FILLED ACTS 1:4-8 
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Itôs Getting Late 
While in Prayer 

Bible reading in Ps. 

Mon 2-5-07, 11:20 AM 
 

 

  

 

Itôs getting late Lord; darkness surely has covered this earth by now?  Many years 

ago you showed me in a short vision that we only had six inches if light left in this 

world.  We canôt see everything Lord, but we can see that darkness and deception 

has even almost taken the whole church organizations, still you see all Lord, and we 

live in a small world, but you will still have a ñGlorious Churchò for your body, 

cannot be contaminated, or spoiled, nor soiled. 

 

Still days will come and go 

One at a time, 

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, and meditation, on this beautiful day.  It could be a 

day just like this when he shell come, so let us all be patient and wait for our true 

and loving savior from heaven.  The son of God. 

 

Rom 10:9-10 

 

9 That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine 

heart that God hath raised him from the dead, thou 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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Iôve Known Defeat 
Los Angeles California 

1960ôs 
 

 

 

Silent broke; a million drums began to beat, 

My wounded bleeding heart lay in deep despair. 

Iôve known defeat 

 

Tense was I, in my mind, strings played sad melodies, 

Or was it taps?  Strange as it seemed the music meant 

Retreat, Iôve known defeat. 

 

Come close cried I, My visions blurred, my sight is near 

Yet in the distance I hear sounds that come from wilds and 

Deep, Iôve known defeat. 

 

 

Ask me, Iôve been there! 

 



  

59 

Jesus Said 
Just a thought, and a Prayer. 

Not good Poetry 
 

 

When youôve done all you can do, 

And your doctor has too, 

Call my name for I am the healer. 

Lifer is not worth a cent, 

If you donôt repent, 

Call my name for Iôm the savior. 

Creator of light, a light in your night, 

Beaming brightly from the light house 

 

Over the way, tossed in a trouble sea 

How lost can anyone be? 

If youôve done lost self control 

Call on me. 

Call my name for I am the captain. 

My name is Jesus, just call me Jesus, 

I am always here, 

Always ready to mend a broken heart 

Or set a captive free, 

On lifeôs ship I am in control, so call on me! 
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Just to You 

Written in LA. California 

About 1963 

 
You and I 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 

I stubbed my toe you taught me how 

To smile, from the expression of the 

Bluest eyes, I learned to talk to you 

How I love to reminisce óbout things 

Weôd say and do, ótill sudden darkness 

Sprang upon us, one sad day in ô33, 

When an angry piece of babbit, pierced 

One way you talked to me, how I felt 

Your anguish mounting, as that piece of 

Cold blue steel struck dead center 

In my heart beat and 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) 
Written at 2101 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. 

Love ones near thereôs hymns to sing. 

Soon you will find the ransom thrill. 

For life is great and oh so real. 

 

Fret no more tomorrowôs snow. 

Nor the colds brisk 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 youôll see the light 

Love your life, love he who gave, 

Eternal life and life to save. 

 

 

 

 

Witten when I had lost my way. 

I am glad there was three of us  

Your mind alone can play tricks on 

You, respect your conscience, it will 

Straighten your mind out, and make  

Your spirit light bright and happy. 

 

I have just enlisted in the service of the lord 
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  Mend The Link 
Written in 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 skyôs lighted by the moon, 

Birds may hide behind their plumes, 

Call a truce, the hunt means doom. 

 

Confusing isnôt it?  To know, 

Chain reaction follows snow. 

Oh, how fierce the wind doth blow, 

How cold hearted can one grow. 

 

Break the length of chain and go, 

Bound for Hell, with 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 your masterôs hand, 

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? 



  

63 

Mother and Daddy 
Written For my Mother Alice Childers and my Dad W.T. Childers 

In Los Angles California 

1960ôs 
 

 

Should I search this whole wide world, for fame, wealth or Gold? 

Should I cross the ocean, for fables that are told? 

Should I search the heavens, for angels there that dwell? 

Iôll never find such precious hearts as two I know so well. 

For when awaken with the dawn, or when I sing a song. 

I think of you Ohôôprecious ones, Iôve never known you wrong. 

And yet Iôve known you better, than anyone on earth. 

Iôd like to lay down at your feet, treasures, gold, and mirth. 

So you could rest from toil and care, and just be near to me. 

So everyday Iôd have you to just adore you see. 

Some years have not been rosy for you dear momma and dad. 

But you have been the sweetest pals a girl could ever have. 

I canôt forget one little time you have loved me so. 

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 much for me to hold. 
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My Fervent Prayer 

(The Real I'll Keep) 
2101 Clyde Ave L.A. CA 

In the early 60ôs 
 

 

My fervent prayer is that Iôll know 

Whence from my heart the real doth go, 

That evil sparks will not replace, 

And burn a wildfire, in its place 

Reality is a goal Iôve set, a mind to 

Keep that I have kept, yet in my sleep 

Iôve prayed, and wept, that I wake 

Not to counterfeit, the pain Iôve shared 

With those who feel, reminds me that 

I still am real, I also know my wounds 

Will heal aside from counterfeit I deal 

 
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

My Future  
 

 

I am building my future, somewhere in the blue. 

My friends and love ones, down here have been true. 

But thereôs too much confusion, Iôll trade my life here. 

Just to cross the great river, free from sorrow and care. 

 

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

At the banks of the river, Iôll bid all ado. 

Iôll meet my maker, heôll take my hand. 

Weôll span the blue yonder cannans fair land. 

 

I am building my future, for eternity. 

Iôve lost earths enchantments, on land or sea. 

Now I have my passport, I 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, 

Heôs not high-minded, proud, nor greedy, 

And never quickly to condemn 

A real major in the army 

Of Jesus Christ, I 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, 1-12-05.  I am proud to be the Mother 

of ñMy Little Princess and her Majorò (mine too!)  This is a Great Blessing from 

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. 

 

Dedicated to the oneôs I love, Dana and Tommy Bohanske 

 

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

And his words are shed abroad in my heart 
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My Love For You Both 
 

 

 

My love for you both is greater 

Than human tongue can tell 

My heart is so revealing, 

It knows too much to well, 

So sad to pass the childhood stage 

From whence great affection once came, 

I feel like a little lost doggie, 

Even more as though I am lame 

 

So much of your love and affection 

Once seemed to be just for me. 

Your love was everywhere I looked 

I wondered how it could be. 

But again beyond this dreadful place 

That I still see so clear 

Waits for me the treasure chest, 

Filled with your love and care 

Trying to raise me as you did 

Thereôs something you have hid 

I know your going to surprise me. 

Like you did when I was a kid. 
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No Counterfeit 
 

 

My fervent prayer is, that Iôll know 

Whence from my mind the real doth go, 

That a spark of evil wonôt replace, 

And burn a wild fire in its place, 

Reality is a goal Iôve set, the 

Mind to keep thus far Iôve kept 

The wounds I share with those who 

Feel, reminds me that I still am real 
 

 

 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

Old 
1959 - 1965 

 

 

Burning as they swiftly fall, my tear drops 

Find a resting place upon my lonely bed. 

I 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, 

I search the heavens from my window for your star. 

I find the brightest of them all, to match the sun. 

I stare to view your loving presents from afar. 

I 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 for me 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 knows too much to well 

So sad to pass the childhood 

Stage, from where great affection 

Once came, I feel like a little 

Lost doggie, even more as tho I am 

Lame, so much of your love and 

Affection seemed to be for me 

Love was everywhere I looked, 

I wonder how it could be 

But just beyond that wonderful 

Place, that now I canôt see so 

Clear, awaits the treasures you 

Have for me, that love and constant 

Care, trying to raise me like you 

Should, thereôs something you have 

Hid, you are just trying to surprise 

Me, like you did when I was a kid. 

Now when I take my journey back to 

You, youôll take me to this room, 

Where you have all my love locked up, 

Then the flowers again will bloom. 

And the spring time will come again, 

Iôll reap the wildflowers seed. 

Youôll unfold your loving arms again, 

To welcome a girl like me, turmoil has 

Left my heart now, I can even smile 

Through blinding tears, Iôve stolen yearsô 

Iôm once again a child. 
 

 

Dedicated to my loving parents, especially my Mother, 

When part of my young life I led her dogsô life. 

Written in the late 1950ôs 
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Parched Winds From Hell 
Written in the early 60ôs 

 
 

 

Parched by the winds that blow from hell, 

So many wind their way, 

With swollen tongues, and thirst unquenched, 

Cry water just for today, 

But they find the wells infested with vinous cess, 

And from the serpents of the earth , 

Drink only by request. 

They thrust the face deep in the gourd, 

That thirst may be no more. 

But on the ómorrow they repeat. 

The Same as they had done before 

Each day is lived with foolish whelms, 

Concocted by the mind. 

And with the heart 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 I know the muck and slime 

Is just a camouflage, 

Stop and read the signs before you, 

Heed the warning lest you die, 

For once I was caught in that current, 

Suddenly I heard a cry, 

It came from far above the heavens, 

From my master in the sky, 

Stopping me just short of Hades, 

Where the flames still scorch and burn 

Finally I heard Jesus calling, 

Tôwas a voice I knew so well, 

I will save you from destruction, 

From parched winds that blow from hell 
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Stop and read the signs I 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. 

 

 

I 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 I was very familiar 

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

then knew my sight was being restored and I accepted his forgiveness.  I was so 

glad to be back home.   I was thirty nine when the message came, and also the 

messenger came and brought the message.  He just didnôt send the word. I turned 

around and now I am seventy seven and I am still on the right road, the wait canôt 

be too much longer. 

 

 

 

The Lord spoke this part to me on 2-4-2004, years from when Jesus caught up 

with me and rescued me. 

 

WOW now in 2006 I am 80 years old 

 

 



  

72 

Remind The Intruder 
written Friday 10-9-09 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 will 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 did you 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 from him 

including an escape for the lost. 

 

But just like his own, we've rejected him, 

Now the time of redemption's a must. 

either you will take hold of his offer 

or with the intruder Bite the Dust. 
 

 

 

Written 1:00 PM October 9th 2009 

My baby sister's Birthday,  

She passed away September 26th 2005 at 75 years old 

today she would be 80 
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Sharpen Your Senses 
 

 

At the age of four, I entered the real world. 

As a stranger opened the door 

I stepped inside to view the grand beauty 

Mine eyes had never be held before. 

Walking closely, hand in hand listening to his 

Every word, trying to mold my new life, 

By all the instructions Iôd heard. 

Each mile of the tour was delightful. 

A portrait of lifeôs other side, 

Free from unrest fate could deal me, 

If blindly I choose to recline. 

For years I felt safe with this stranger 

Never seeing my blue skies turn gray. 

I floated with him on white fluffy clouds 

With never a care to display. 

ótil one day I met opposition, What? 

Another all dressed in black. 

His very appearance blocked my perfect view 

To the right road, He cut me no slack. 

For the first strangers real name is Jesus. 

Hold firmly when he offers his hand. 

Make no mistake; itôs the right road to take 

Heyô Iôll meet you at this journeyôs end. 
 

 

 

 

 

Part of my profile, I put this together 7/24/09 especially for the contest I am invited to enter. 

Another of my great tasting meals; with desert. Oh no thanks my pleasure, my gift kicked in, in 

the wee hours of 7-24-09 and I seemed to get the picture. No other help but the stranger. So I am 

sending invitations to who so ever will come along, FREE tickets to all who ride on the grand 

tour. 
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Sweet Moment 
 

 

One moment of love, one moment of sorrow 

Iôd made up my mind, when you came along. 

Iôd live for today, and plan for tomorrow. 

You entered my world, and then left me alone. 

My arms hold the love of many sweet moments, 

My heart holds the sorrow, but youôd never guess. 

My arms and my heart hold both love and heartache 

I put them together and got happiness 
 

 

 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 

Should I Decide 
Los Angles California 

1960 
 

 

The sweetest wine, I would not take 

Nor fat foul from the shed. 

Should I forsake my very own, and choose to eat instead. 

Iôd only eat a better Gaul 

Ever in my life Iôd taste 

The memory of your love divine. 

That I had changed for waste. 

Let not my eyes look backward 

Where I 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 
Written in L.A California  

About 1960 
 

 

These times are past tense, Iôm full aware 

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 

 

óTwas a cold snowy morning when I found my way 

To her humble mansion, 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 after lamp light, sheôd pray through that night 

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 be treasured, and silver a must 

But her room was filled with love, kindness and trust 

 

Her place might have been, an tattered old tent 

Iôll boast no her dwelling with out her consent 

But a tent or a place, I was well satisfied 

Just to be close, to a princesô warm side 

 

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 19th, 1998, at 9:45 P.M... As for me, she was the best friend I have ever 

had, her understanding, and love, and the gift of writing poetry, and songs, with 

melody when I got the words, everything I have ever written, belongs totally to 

me. Like I have stated on my other Author profiles, I consider the gift from God.  

My prayers, and my poetry, and songs, have been my best Medicine, when I was 

ill from any cause.  All the years past, others troubles seem to break my heart.  I 

would write as I hurt for them until one day I awoke to the real story.  It seemed to 

be my own life but then I 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. I 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.  I 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 I Search the Heavens 
 

 

 

 

Burning as they swiftly fall, my teardrops 

Find a resting place upon my bed 

I 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 one, I search the heavens from my window 

For your star, I find the brightest of them all 

To match the sun, I stare to view your loving presents 

From afar, I woo the past and all the loving 

Sentiments between a little daughter 

And her dad, every twinkle of your eye have 

Brought me happiness and I still find you love 

For me it is not a passing fad, your blood you freely 

Shared with me, your flesh and bone, may you never think 

My mind be crazed and odd, my thoughts and heart reach 

Out for you alone, while I remain, my soul belongs to God. 

 

 

 

 

It has been said of me that I worship my love ones; I pray the Lord will not let this 

happen to me.  I only mean to worship my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  My dear 

sweet daddy has been gone from this earth for 37 years, and his picture comes 

before me daily.  Like David When he lost his little son, he said I canôt bring him 

back but the hope remains with in my heart and soul, to go to him one day. 
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That I Must Know  
1950ôs polished up a bit in 6-15-2004 

 

 

My fervent prayer is, that Ióll know, 

Whence from my mind the real doth go, 

That a spark of evil wonôt replace 

To burn a wild fire in its place, 

Reality is a goal Iôve set, the 

Mind to keep thus far Iôve kept 

The wounds I share with those who 

Feel, reminds me that I still am real, 

The real road runs óround that hill. 

It will catch your eye, and spin your 

Wheel, so the real I pledge be truth 

I will not wed a bogus thought 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

That I May Know  
1950ôs polished up a bit in 6-15-2004 

 

 

My fervent prayer is, that I may know 

Whence from mine heart the real may go, 

That a spark of evil, will replace 

And burn a wild fire in its place, 

Reality is a goal Iôve set 

The mind to keep thus far Iôve keptô 

And in my sleep Iôve even wept, 

I shall not wake to counterfeitô 

The wounds I share with those who feel, 

Reminds me that I still am real, 

I also know my wounds will heal aside 

From counterfeit I deal, 

The real path lies beside a force, 

To lure an evil eye to cross, 

Yet to the real I pledge my troth, 

I will not wed useless thoughts. 
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The Gypsy Understands 
Written at 4816 W Bethany Home Rd Apt #24 

Glendale, AZ 85031-5226 
 

 

 

Weep here on my shoulder, let tears fill your eyes 

Tell me all your troubles, Iôll not mention mine 

Your loving heart is broken, that is plain to see 

Your past is just 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 thatôs long grown cold 

 

Friends are good to have around; theyôre always good to see, 

When your depressed just meet one, theyôll offer sympathy 

But today youôve met a stranger with a Gypsyôs heart and hand 

So weep here on my shoulder, and I will understand. 

 

 

 

 

P.S. Thanks Noble House, for considering my poem, I hope it is worthy of 

publication. 

This poem is one of my poems written in the late 50ôs. I wrote my first poem when 

I was fifteen, I have others to offer if interested. 
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The Question Now Is How? 

(Searching) 
 

 

  

In a place not far from freedom 

On the brink of Hades shore 

Pleading eyes turn back to warn you. 

Torture pinned the soul is sore 

Plunging down into engulfment. 

Wailing overheard Iô loud. 

Screams that chilled a warm blood 

Channel Request?  Improper death no 

Shroud. Burn the body, strew the ashes. 

Weep no tears, bring no flowers. 

For the soul meant very 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 paid to 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 thatôs burning low 

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 thatôs in his 

Dreams and his five tenderly loved him 

So is why he works to defeat his foe 

 

I look from my window to his shop I 

See a small frame and hear his torch pop 

But thereôs more than a small frame in 

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 little brown eyed girl sheôs a 

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 I well known this little man we treasure 

All our past weôve has great days that have slipped 

Away but in memory they still last, his tired and ailing body 

Fights hard to beat the snow, lifeôs winter, that is upon him is his Greatest foe 
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Lois Williams (Me)  

 

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

For I am his oldest daughter of this little man, yes heôs my dad 

And Ióm his pal, he loves his family dear, he works so hard as 

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 I know he has a 
beautiful radiator shop in heaven. I 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 I will be 78 years old.  I 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, I might agree 

If you could see earths tremors 

A richter scale has not been made 

To measure this consumer 

Should you feel the magnitude 

The breakage and the loss 

Should you expose the spiritual 

Youôd have to pay the boss 

You mustnôt see whatôs happening 

To Godsô great creation 

But turn not suddenly around 

Youôll see a falling nation. 

 

 

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 mighty, is shaking vehemently. 

A Quake you say?  I might agree, I even feel its tremors, 

A rector scale has not been made, to measure its consumer 

Should you feel its magnitude, the breakage and the loss? 

And still expel the spiritual; youôll have to pay the boss. 

Can you really see whatôs happening to Gods great creation? 

Turn not suddenly around because youôll see a fallen nation. 

 

 

America, America, God Shed His Grace on Thee 

 

 

Written by Lois Baker Williams 

In Los Angles California 

Finished 6/25/2004, in 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 for our troopôs world over. 
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TôWas Karen 

Also known as  

It Was Karen 
Published under: It Was Karen 

Written by Lois Baker Williams  

Los Angles California 

1963 
 

This Poem Won 1
st
 Place  

By 

ñInternational Society of Poetsò 

For 

Outstanding Achievement in Poetry 

 

 

 

Two rosebud lips, a sweet hearted face, 

I found a tear drop in her place, 

My arms were limp where she once lay, 

My Karen 

I lit the lamps burned all the fuel 

And with a heart ache fought a duel 

Searched behind the paneled lace 

But found no tracer of Karen 

I slipped to bed in the early gloom 

To smell the sweet night jasmine bloom 

I knew at once Tôwas her perfume 

My Karen 

To soon the dawn broke fresh and clean 

Hark!  Someone called my name 

She spoke, I just turned seventeen. 

Tôwas Karen 

 

 

My oldest daughter was broken hearted; the love she thought would last forever suddenly ended.  

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

 

Written for my oldest daughter when at seventeen I felt her first break, she thought her childhood 

sweetheart romance would last forever that was 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 curtains 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, itôs not he wish of paupers, rich paupers that 

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 I Canôt Forget 
Written Late 50ôs or early 60ôs 

L.A. California 
 

 

 

 

I 

 

In this heart of mine, a real hurt is borne. 

I canôt shake the pain of its woe. 

 A constant refrain of an old loverôs game.  

Haunts me where ever I go 

And I shudder to think, what the future may bring. 

That the past couldnôt hold in its arms. 

Iôd even try, to borrow or buy relief for the heart of mine 

 

 

II  

 

But there are a thousand good reasons why I wonôt forget. 

And a thousand sweet memories that I donôt regret 

But a million blue heartaches keep finding a way 

Into this heart of mine 

Seems life has me labeled as one who must pay. 

For wrongs I have done, I except it this way. 

But Iôd welcome a change; it can come at any time. 

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 

1959-60 
 

This Poem Won 1
st
 Place  

By 

ñInternational Society of Poetsò 

For 

Outstanding Achievement in Poetry 

2004, 2005, 2006, and 2007 

Published in a book Titled  

ñTouch of Tomorrowò 

Page #3 

 

 

Never have I 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 whoôs led 

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 itôs not worth two cents to you 

If you donôt use your head 

This heart you have inside you 

With love its daily fed 

Yet essence from lifeôs sweet perfume 

Comes right through your head, 

Sometimes I cry great rivers, 

And eat lifeôs tasteless bread, 

The tears are from my heart I know, 

For I donôt use my head 

 

 

 

Poetry.com 

1 poetry Plaza 

Owings Mills, Maryland 21117 
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Midnight Cry  
The Trumpet Sounded 

7-1-10 
 

 

The trumpet Now is sounding 

O'er yonder distant hill. 

Its shaking all the churches 

in the valley's, hills and dale. 

Has the congregation Noticed? 

the Holy Spirit leaving out. 

For in his place there's been injected 

a false spirit called "pure doubt." 

Many years 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 the passage 

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 I most desire 

But rather came useless sound, like electric current wired 

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

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

A fence? 

A wall Iôd rather clam, as strong as mortared clay, 

With troubled mind and bleeding hands, still my heart choose 

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

 

And as I wade in blood knee deep, my body felt betrayed, 

My mind took on a screeching sound, like trains changing tracks, 

But I held firm my endless fight, and cut myself no slack, 

As tired and maimed as hearts may grow, I count one beat then two, 

One my dear for sister, the other one for you 
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You And I  
 

 

You and I 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 grapes were tame 

And the wild flowers in the hillside 

Put an artist work to shame 

The slinging of the nettles 

Lasted only for a while 

 

Even when I stubbed my toe nail 

You taught me how to smile 

 

From the expression in your eyes 

I learned to talk to you 

How I love to reminisce óbout things 

We use to do; suddenly the dark days sprang upon us, 

One sad day in 33 when an angry piece of medal 

Claimed one wayéone way you talked to me 

How I saw the anguish mounting 

When the piece of cold blue steel struck dead center in my heart 

Beat and your eye refused to heal, 

How you suffered night and morning, time became eternity, 

óTil it became a kin to heartbeat, 

For which never were you free 
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Sweet Harmony 
 

 

 

 

Jonathan, I 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 I love to hear 

you stopped the flood of Noah, 

which brought me joy and cheer. 

 

Your handsome loving manner 

and your angelic smile, 

Mixed with all the bright Son-Shine 

makes my life worthwhile. 

 

No one else can sing a message 

as this one that caught my ear. 

The lyrics and sweet harmony. 

The Melody rang clear. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Written at 12 Midnight 6-28-10 

for Jonathan my Grand son-in-law 

with all my love your G. Grand Ma 

Lois B. Williams 

Pen Name B. 

Lois Baker Williams 
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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 to explain. 

Tho winter chill keeps threatening me 

I still cannot complain. 

Patiently my baby ewe 

Works days into the eve, 

Until each single chore is done. 

She never leaves the scene. 

I don't know how I survived 

Without her beautiful love. 

It had to be a secret sent down, 

From God above. 

She doesn't know how perfect, 

That I think she is. 

Everything pertaining to her 

is highlighted on my list. 

She never has to prove her love. 

I feel the glow so bright. 

When she walks into my presents, 

my heart makes candles light; 

 and when I 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 number one. 

 
 

 

 

Written from the heart 

for Holly Williams (Ewe) 
little sheep and Grand daughter 

By Lois Williams 

7/ 1 /2010 



  

94 

Prophetic 

Songs 
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Page # Prophetic Songs 
  

Year Written 

     
97 A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING 

  
1970'S 

98 A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING 2 
  

1970'S 

99 A LOVE SONG GLOWS 
   

100 AN OLD FAMILIAR  RECORD 
  

1959 REWRITEN 
70'S 

101 BORN AGAIN 
  

October-93 

102 BRING JESUS WITH YOU 
  

July 27, 2000 

103 BROKEN HEART'S CANNOT SING 
   

104 BUT YOU'LL KEEP CHEATING 
   

105-106 CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR 
  

1950 

107 DON'T FORGET WHAT I'M SAYING 
  

1959 

108-109 DON'T LEAVE ME CHILD 
  

January-92 

110 DON'T LEAVE ME CHILD 
  

January-92 

111 FACE REALITY 
   

112 FROM A STABLE TO A THRONE 
  

1973 

113 HE WHOM THE LORD HAS SET FREE 
  

October-78 

114 I AM BUILDING MY FURTURE 
   

115 I DIALED THE NO. TO GLORYLAND 
  

1951 

116 I DIALED THE NO. TO GLORYLAND 2 
  

1951 

117 I KNOW THE VOICE OF MY LORD 
  

1978 

118 I KNOW THE VOICE OF MY LORD 2 
  

1959 

119 I MUST FORGET 
   

120 I'LL SHARE YOUR HAPPINESS 
   

121 I'M SINGING A NEW SONG 
  

Oct 10, 2009 

122-123 I'VE FOUND A NEW ROAD 
  

1965 

124 JESUS MEET US AT THE TABLE ONCE AGAIN 
 

1973 
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Page # Prophetic Songs 
  

Year Written 

     
125-126 JESUS YOU PROMISED 

  
May 26,1980 

127 JUST BEYOND THE SILVER LINING 
  

1946 

128 MY FUTURE LOOKS BRIGHT 
  

May 10, 1995 

129 MY HEART'S A BURNING FLAME 
  

 

130-131 SIGNED WITH LOVE 
  

October-93 

132 SIMPLY HE 
  

Late 1970's 

133 THE GIFT AND THE GIVER 
  

Dec 22,1991 

134 THE LOVE OF GOD 
  

1951 

135 THE MESSAGE ON THE WALL 
  

1978 

136 THE MESSAGE ON THE WALL 2 
  

1978 

137 THERE'S ONLY ONE REASON 
   

138 THINK ON THINGS LOVELY 
  

Nov18, 1989 

139-140 WEARY TRAVELER 
  

1973 

141-142 WHAT A GLORIOUS ENDING 
  

Spring 1972 

143 WHEN I BROKE ALOOSE AND RAN 
  

1984 or 1985 

144 YESTERDAY I CRIED 
  

June 17, 1995 

145 YOUR KINGDOM IS FALLING 
  

1959 revised 1970's 
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A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING  
Words and Melody 1970ôS 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

ALL THE WORLD SEEMEDS TROUBLED, WONDERING AIMLESSLY, 

MY BURDEND HEART CAN ONLY SEE, A FLAMING ONE WAY STREET. 

THE SAD THING ITôS PACKED WITH BLIND MEN, WEATHERED HALT, 

AND LAME, BUT JESUS STANDS TO QUENCH THIS BURNING FLAME. 

 

CHORUS........................................... 

 

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING, DEVOURING AS IT GOES, 

HIDEING ALL THE SUNLIGHT, WITH ITS DARK CLOUD OF SMOKE, 

IT BELLOWS HIGH SO WE CANôT SEE THAT NIGHT HAS FALLEN óROUND, 

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 LOST. 

 

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 prophecy, 

I sang them, and play my guitar, for the glory 

of God.  Preach; Teach, Pray, Sing, and Prophesy. 

 

Watchman what of the night? Isa. 21:11, 

Stumble in the night, 

No man can work, John 9:4, 

 

All through the 70ôs, through prophecy, I saw the beginning and the end.  In 1979, I was transported to Culver 

city, CA., to preach to the dope, and alcoholics, addicted.  I believe a taste of what we might be doing in the end 

time, which is at our door.  Ezek. and Phillip also were transported in the spirit. 

WHEN THE NEED ARISES 
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A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING 2  
Words and Melody 1970ôS 

 

VERSE 1 

 

ALL THE WORLD SEEMEDS TROUBLED, WONDERING AIMLESSLY, 

MY BURDEND HEART CAN ONLY SEE, A FLAMING ONE WAY STREET. 

THE SAD THING ITôS PACKED WITH BLIND MEN, WEATHERED HALT, 

AND LAME, BUT JESUS STANDS TO QUENCH THIS BURNING FLAME. 

 

CHORUS........................................... 

 

A BURNING FLAME IS SPREADING, DEVOURING AS IT GOES, 

HIDEING ALL THE SUNLIGHT, WITH ITS DARK CLOUD OF SMOKE, 

IT BELLOWS HIGH SO WE CANôT SEE THAT NIGHT HAS FALLEN óROUND, 

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 LOST. 

 

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 prophecy, 

I sang them, and play my guitar, for the glory 

of God.  Preach; Teach, Pray, Sing, and Prophesy. 

 

Watchman what of the night? Isa. 21:11, Rom 13:12; Night far spent 

Stumble in the night, No man can work, John 9:4, 

Night cometh when no man can work. 

ñWarning Prophesyò 

Song and Melody 

All through the 70ôs God showed the beginning and the end.  Even 1979, He transported me in the sprit to 

Culver city, CA.  Willing to go and preach to the dope, and alcoholics.   From 1970 through 79, He prepared 

me for a ministry.  I havenôt really been able to work in much but I try always. 

 

1965, Called me as a Watchman, Ezek 3-, in 1970ôs, told me to preach Ezek 
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A LOVE SONG GLOWS 
Written late 50ôs and 60ôs before 1965 

 

 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

When dawning comes, I 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......................................................... 

 

Canôt you still see the beauty in a love song? 

Or has it vanished like the love once in your heart. 

Youôll never leave this life to lead another. 

For somehow  you canôt forget youôve been apart. 

 

VERSE 2 

 

Your voice I 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. 

Itôs hidden now but once was showing in your heart. 

 

VERSE 3 

 

Oh modern times are just a passing fancy. 

You may think theyóll free your troubled mind. 

But when your heart begins to cry its breaking. 

Then youôll remember love songs made from nursery rhymes. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

The melody is a secret 

Locked with in my Memory 

August 14
th
 2001 
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AN OLD FAMILIAR RECORD  
Written 1959, rewritten 1970ôs for GOSPEL WORK 

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 I ONCE KNEW HIM, YOURSAV- 

IOR ONCE WAS MINE, UNTIL ONE DAY I WENT MY WAY, 

ANOTHER LIFE TO FIND, I TURNED AND LEFT MY  

SAVIOR FAR BEHIND. 

 

CHORUS................................................. 

 

THE RECORD GOES I GAVE UP EVERYTHING I REALLY 

TRIED, BUT DID YOU EVER TAKE THE TIME TO HEAR THE  

OTHER SIDE, SHOULD THE RECORD GO AT OCTION, IôD 

PAY THE BIGEST PRICE, REDEMPTION FOR THIS SINFUL SOUL OF MINE. 

 

VERSE 2 

 

FOR IN LONELY NIGHTS OF SILENTS, I FEEL DEEP 

DESPAIR, AND EVERYTIME I CLOSE MY EYES, THE LORD 

IS STANDING THERE, BUT BEFORE I CAN TOUCH HIM, 

HIS LOVING WAY TO FIND, I 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 I will heal their backsliding, I will love them freely, for mine anger is turned away 

from them, 

 ñRESTORATION: THE PROMISE OF GODS BLESSING. 

 

Jeremiah 2:19 
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BORN AGAIN  
Words and Melody written about October 1993 

 

VERSE 1 

 

I 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.............................................. 

 

BORN AGAIN; I 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, SIGNED 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 I BRING IS LIFE ETERNAL, 

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

 

VERSE 3 
 

I WOULD BE WALKIN G IN YOUR SHOES, HAD I NOT HEARD HIM, 

CALLING FROM THE CROSS OF CALVERY, AS HE DIED. 

FATHER PLEASE DONT BLAME THE ONES, I LEAVE BEHIND ME, 

FOR THEIR CAUSE, I SENT MY LOVE, I GAVE MY LIFE. 

________________________________________________________________________ 
  

 I SLEPT LATE THAT MORN. AROSE ABOUT 8 OCLOCK, WALKED INTO THE 

LIVING ROOM, RUBBING MY EYES, REALIZING I WAS HAVING A VISION OF A 

BACK ALLEY IN SOME CITY, I SAW A MAN GET OUT OF A LARGE CARDBOARD 

BOX, WHERE HE HAD SLEPT ON THE STREET ALL NIGHT.  HE SUDDENLY 

STARTED BRUSHING HIS DARK TROUSERS, AND THE LORD LET ME IN OWN 

SOME OF HIS THOUGHTS, (WHICH WERE, ANOTHER DAY, I MIGHT AS WELL NOT 

WOKE UP, I HAVE NOTHING TO LIVE FOR, NO LOVED ONES, NO HOME, JUST 

ANOTHER LONG DAY.  THROUGH THIS SONG OF PROPHESY, OF 

INCOURAGEMENT, THE LORD SPOKE THESE WORDS OF THIS SONG TO ME, AND 

GAVE ME A MELODY TO SING IT, AND I SING IT TO THE BROKEN HEARTED, ITS 

NOT GODS WILL THAT ANY SHOULD PERISH, BUT THAT ALL SHOULD COME TO 

REPENTANCE. 

THE MESSAGE IS THE SONG. 
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BRING JESUS WITH YOU 
Written Lyrics & Melody  

7-27-2000 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

REMEMBER, I USE TO LIVE, IN THAT VALLEY DOWN YONDER, 

óCROSS THAT OLD BROKEN BRIDGE, WASENT SURE IT WOULD HOLD. 

ñTIL I WON THE ULTIMATE PRIZE, THE AMOUNT IT IS PRICELESS, 

A CITY THATôS BUILT FOUR SQUARE,WITH 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 FACE. 

 

VERSE 2 

 

SO BRING, JESUS WITH YOU WHEN YOU COME TO MY HOUSE, 

I AM SURE IF YOU ASK HIM, HEôLL SHOW YOU THE WAY. 

A PERMNANT RESIDENT, IN MY TEMPLE F TREASURES, 

MASTER OF ALL I OWN, HE PLANNED IT THAT WAY.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Words & Melody 

By Lois Baker Williams 

Pen Name Published 
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Broken Heartôs Cannot Sing 
Written in 1951 

 

 

 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

Once my heart was light and gay, like the children as they play. 

All my future plans were dreams I built for you. 

Soon the love that I held dear brought me many bitter tears. 

Thatôs when I began to learn you were untrue. 

 

CHORUS......................................................... 

 

Broken hearts cannot laugh, broken hearts cannot sing. 

Broken promises can it bring you peace of mind 

Lovely songs canôt bring you cheer, unless the one you love is near. 

All a broken heart can do is sit and pine. 

 

VERSE 2 

 

When spring comes youôll love it so, a heart in love will always know. 

If the one you love is walking by your side. 

So donôt take it as a joke, A heart in love is easy broke. 

Just be careful of the things that make you cry. 

 

VERSE 3 

 

You were walking by the side of another love that night. 

Thinking only of your self just doesnôt pay. 

I heard the story that you told, thought Iôd won a heart of gold. 

But youôve fooled me, now I know I cannot stay. 
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But Youôll Keep Cheating 
Written 1965 or there about 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

You say yourô leaving, were getting nowhere, I guess this means Iôm loosing you. 

I must concede, yourô pending freedom, is insured. 

But my heart is slowly breaking, as with your new love youôve announced. 

That when the lights go out to night, youôll leave this town. 

 

CHORUS......................................................... 

 

But youôll keep cheating, for yourô bound to set a record. 

Each home you wreck, each heart you break, you soon forget. 

I know Iôve lost, and I feel blue, but still I canôt help but pity you. 

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 holds. 

Will leave you longing, for someone to call your own. 

But you will still get invitations, from this world, that gloom enfolds. 

And youôll go back, just to wreck, another home. 
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CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR  
Written 1950 

 

 

VERSE 1 

 

TODAY I AM WEARY, BUT HAPPY, I STILL HAVE MY  

INHEIRITANCE GRAND. 

MY SAVIOR HAS MADE RESERVATIONS, AND IôVE ALSO 

MADE SOME PLAINS. 

MY MIND IS COMPLETELY ESTABLISHED, AND IN HEAVEN 

I SOON MAY ARRIVE, SO IôVE ASKED FOR A CAIN BOTTOM 

ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE RIVER OF LIFE. 

 

CHORUS..................................................... 

 

IôVE ASKED FOR A CAIN BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET 

DOWN BY THE RIVER OF LIFE, SO I CAN SEE ALL OF MY 

LOVE ONES, AND HALE THEM AS THEY PASS ME BY. 

THERE IôLL SEE MY GREAT MESSIAH, WHO DELIVERED 

MY SOUL FROM ALL STRIFE, SO IôVE ASKED FOR A CAIN 

BOTTOM ROCKING CHAIR, TO SET DOWN BY THE RIVER OF  

LIFE. 

 

VERSE 2 

 

IôM PLEASED WITH WHAT JESUS HAS PROMISED, A 

MANSION WITH STREETS OF PURE GOLD. 

WITH WALLS MADE OF JASPER AND BEAUTIFUL STONES, 

THAT I NEVER IN THIS LIFE MAY OWN, 

BUT I WANT TO BE HUMBLE BEFORE HIM, SO HIS SPIRIT 

MY SOUL CAN REVIVE, SO IôVE ASKED FOR A CAIN BOTT- 

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 HOLD ME, CAN I 

LEAVE WITHOUT SAYING GOODBY, SO IôVE ASKED FOR A 

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.  I was 23 years old and two fam-

ily members were just killed, in November 1950.  This song was written after I 

went to bed on a paper towel. 

I was living at 21st Ave Buckeye Rd. Phoenix Az. 

 

 

 

 

 




