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Doc and Phyllis Holliman

From: Doc and Phyllis Holliman <holliman@i-plus.net>
To: <pbblakeney@yahoo.com>
Sent: Monday, August 13, 2001 2:09 PM

Subject: THE PROMISED LAND

In late July, 2000, | awocke one moming with an overwhelming compulsion to write a poem. The words kept
running through my mind in a brainstorm. | sat down in my library with pencil and pad and created the
following poem as my hand obeyed the impulse of my mind. | wrote the original draft without changing a
word in less than 15 minutes ! | know now that | was Divinely inspired to record the premonition of my own
death ! Little did | know at that moment that, on August 6, 2000, | would have a massive heart attack,
followed in the moming of August 11th with cardiac bypass surgery and that evening with a life-threatening
intra-pericardial hemorrhage. My life was spared and | am here today to share my faith in prayer and my
eternal gratitude to our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, who held my hand throughout this ordeal. | know that
miracles occur: | am living proof !

| dedicate this, my first poem, to all our ancestors who have gone before. May we ail meet again in
Paradise.

THE PROMISED LAND
by
R. B. Holliman

Precious Jesus,
take my hand:
guide me to

The Promised Land.

My sinful ways

| try to purge;

from my sick soul

| get the urge

to cleanse my mind,

and forgiven, pray,

that | can qualify ......
today.

We all are told

the way to God

is through Thy hands

we get the nod,

that only faith in Thee
tis' true:

to see the Father

save through You.

We bow before Thee
on Thy throne;

this point in death
we're all alone.

To be redeemed
from all our sin,

and seek the Father,
our goal to win.

My mother’s there,
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she waits for me.
It's been so fong;

| need to see

her precious smile
and loving face,
and know that she
received Thy Grace.

If ever here

an angel lived,

my mom's the one
that Thy should give
the medai for .......
her sacrifice ........
to everyone .........
she had no vice.

My father too,

though stem and cold,
did qualify

for streets of gold.

| am so glad

to know he's there:

a tranquil voice

we now can share.

My ancient kin

| hope to see.

| pray that they

preceeded me.

They built this land

with sweat and blood,

but always found the time
for God.

Good Christians all,
they put their dreams
in Thy strong hands
and now it seems
that faith in Thee,
and all their strife,
produced rewards;
Eternal Life.

Precious Jesus,

teadeth me

to Thy Fair Kingdom:
Eterally.

Feel free to share this with anyone.

RBH
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