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BY deartra di madkins

“What o fiicnd we haw i Fesws,” We tath. W laugh,
w@éwﬁaswshﬂsmmﬁkyham QMMJ@MWUP“(&M
"Sowd, why must that boy always sings” W cloun and uo tath ome mose,
My mothes moans. Deacon Chauncey goll,
S look in the mivios, Yo't wre tathing too tud!
s I continued to got dressed, Bhenon makes o_face.
Goday is the day, Fibrbort echacs, "Yall are lalking too loud!’

Ghe SLowt witt tuly bloss
yéMﬁwwW

Ghe breoffust of champions, Ghen I stare,
"Wheaties” of coume, Utm, my Lo,
My brolhos is stilt singing, MMJMWMM
But now ¥ sounds wowe, Wait @ minute Ao
.@adnatma,/m .%lmﬂnyn«hdmhm
Ghen ke sorcams, Cut of the comer of my oy,
"Boy. be quict I see Rabin staring back.

Cawse you cannot sing!’
W sing the mowing Ayma,

oy brothor shrugs hés houlden, "I Sy Noay”
Ghen walked off with o fioun, Ghen Rev. Soster sap, "Bow your hoads,
(’/f@mﬁ(wmwlaplm g;ﬁm«,bptays.
o, he uon? fool doun. Fie prayed for the nation.
We guab bibles, pusses, Nnd cvery man.
NAnd all else, Fe prayed. fos hoaling
S had & @ back, KU over this land,

Yo got NMom's heys o the shelf
Eder Fhillips wad o serplute

Ko aviive at the ohwch, Qome by tense,
Aot & moment too late, I saw Mama Narist
Wo misod carty mowing sowice. Gt omething in her pume,

St started at cight Gime. for lostimonies,
d’aadaymbplésjml@lha@ Co lhe blessings peaple can lod
Ghe Superiatendent does his bit The font povon to tostify
Ghe classes ate called & orden Was Ministes Ray Shetd

A conpone sits

Ghen came Misionary lacy Beare,
dis Gage oxplains the lesson, royplic as eoen
Shouing her yoars of exposience, She told the story of

Ghen Jason asks a quostion. Giow Kot saved hor won Freuon
Ghe ansucr made sense Ghen she told anolher slovy.,
ak&f/om"apldoﬂmh} d’é@w’mmida,hquwm

HAnd counted how many were there, She endod enthusiasticy,
Ns Trina picked somothing out of Branden’s hain "Wihat & mighty Sod, I orwsl’

Sunday Schoot is flaally mes e gou wady for the chois?,

We gathes in the 4ud, Wbed Eder Jangloton as the musician played. some

-



notes.
Ghe direotress look hes place.
A the sloist cleated hov lhwal
Dot s coorything lo me,”
Grom the chois as they wehed and clapped.
Lz sang a vewe,

She asked the people lo clap.

Ghe song é oven,
Ghe audicnce gaw its apple
Ghen Ronnic look lhe miko
Yo sing "I Witt o Ghe Lrnd,”
Bomebody said, " Fallolyjah”
Domebody said, Ve ond sang”
Bis. Nrweer saised her hands
Ghrough the saftors Ronnic's wice 1ang.

Sabrina Ransom wad lhe announcements
Jo cvenpne could Aoan,
"Gake heed accordingly”
Cot Marlowe & plaging with hor ean
Yime for the welcome,
Gibre comes Corelia Meschant doun the aiste,
N the guests stand.
Ns she welcomes them with a smile.

"What lime is it?"
"MWhat time s itd
" gfening lime”

Jistor Quester gfficiates the gffiring
With her uswal stple and flain
J/OO’ Jja d'ga 5
Gegple in lhe sancluary stand, everyuhene

Ghe preaches stands

Gor the preacked uord,

Aow I know she ain'’t nodding.
Lok at Mother NMatlie By
Tt geees honon,
Yo whom honov is due.
e says a_fow olher words,

Ghen bés groctings are thiough

T wad hés sevplute:
Matthew 6:2¢-37.,
e said, "I like lo use Jor a subject
Lush Butlon Taith”
N few people said, ’%4"
Bomebody said, “Hmen”
i LBaswa foaned al hor kids
At Messionary Tumer saised hes hand.

Fie tabked for a_fow méinales,
Nbout _fast foward and rwaind,
o told us some things.

Yo contemplate in owr méinds,
T went on a litlle white longen
Yhen ke began lo tune up.
Lofore he got too happy,
Fo told the owanist lo caleh up.

G said, "Utts buh ard "Co gea
G said, " Ford, hawe morey.”
Bro. Fing stated, “Hmen.”

o did Deacon .?mzy
e tugged. his can
Fte waved Aés hand.

Sio said, "Push bullon seligion.”
Ghen I saw a_fow pegple stand.

We ucre hasing chuseh,
Nad lhat was Jov suses
e drwew lo o close about tuo limes.
Mappe it was_fowr
Fie. told one mote slozy.
Ghen his wice bogan to slow
Fe satd @ fow mow wouts,
Ghen, he let us go.

Cutside in the vestibule
Ghings ave in disaway,
Fids soreaming fov theés molhen
And David loking for his Uncle Donald Ray.

Rasin walks by me,

I think I may just die.

Fie yoohe o Bis. Myles.
Then He: told mo hé,

Chid, gow bobtes bring gour behind ol
Sord, uhy is lhat bey lalhing w0 loud,
I grimace al my brother
N I push though the croud,
Ghere stands $is. Jonkins,

Sn fer pusple dress,

Wiat iés Minister Tatton latking aboul?
I s like hés vost,

S hop in the can
HAnd wace at Bishgp Foveis,
I can’l wait walil neat lime
Yot Sunday mowming sewice,



