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Who was Maude Mixon

Unfortunately, I do not know too much about Maude
Mixon. I do know that she lived in Charleston, South
Carolina. Sometime in the 1970’s she met Rev. Carl R.
Hewitt, and they became friends.

Maude developed the gift of Automatic Writing, and
wrote these poems. Fortunately, they are dated and
were written in 1983-1984. Maude would send a copy
of these poems to Carl, who kept them in the church
files.

Recently, as [ was reorganizing the Church files, I came
across these poems and decided to publish them on the
internet.

The gift of automatic writing occurs when Spirit
manipulates the medium’s hand to produce writing. The
medium simply holds a pen and Spirit moves the
medium’s hand to write a message. Automatic writing
can also be done on a typewriter.

Although I met Maude in 1984, I do not know if she
hand wrote these poems or if they were typed on a
typewriter.

The eleventh poem entitled: Teacher from the North is
about Rev. Hewitt.

I hope you will enjoy these poems.

Rev. Sidney Schwartz



The Silvern GLgt

The silven cond our Fathern gave us
That jodins oun bodies, as A4 one,

Is a glornious gigt grom Spirdt
Which could be nated numben one.

It's a spring-boand, 4§ we use L%,
To escape grom eanthly banrs;
1t's a gateway Lo green pasiures,
It's a stairway Lo the sians.

We can vis«t all oun Loved ones
And impress them that we care;
Let them geel oun shadowy presence
Tho' they'nre unawanre we're there.

We can dnift on quiet watenrs,
Lie on cool wet grass at night;
Visit towns and caves on dungeons,
Knowing we'll neturn all night.

We can climb the highest mountain
On paddle down a blue Lagoon,
Spinal upward - Touch the heavens;

Dance a while upon the moon.
Then when eanthly Life 4is oven,
It wll give ourn Soul a Ligt
Oven death and through the vatley,
Back to the Giver of the Gigt.
By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 11/22/83



Strange Partnens

The inner me and the outen me,
That somehow appears as one,
18 neally just as difgerent
As the moon 48 from the sun.

The innern me 48 uvibrant
With a sparkling, rosy hue,
But the outer me 48 weary
Casting shades of dull gray-blue.

The inner me finds naptunre
Romping through the starnlit sky;

But the outen me crnies - What's the use?
And fjust sits Ldly by.

The 4innern me takes off in §Light
And really has a ball;

But the outer me sticks to its task
And has no fun at all.

The inner me feels esctacy
Sipping on the morning dew;

But the outer me feels woe-be-gone -
Strnange partnerns are these two.

By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 11/22/83



Spinit Friends

1've had them with me always -
On at Least Lt seems to me,
As farn as memony Ztakes me back,
At Least since 1 was three.

I've felt theirn Loving presence,
1've heard thein shanp commands.

They've guided me down unknown paths
With Linvisible, gentle hands.

Many times they've warned me
0§ deception and decedit;

At times through mental messages,
At times while I'm asleep.

They have oft times warned of danger
And thrown out protective shields.

1 stand in awe of theirn percepiion
And the powen they can wield.

They send thein Loving messages
To console me when 1'm sad;

They give me Lnspiration -
Tuww my thoughts %o good fgrom bad.

They comfort me in sickness,
Vet of woes I've my share.
But T know that they are with me,
Helping me, my cross to bear.

1 shall always s4ing thein phraisesd
As thein gifts to me ungodd,
For ihey add neatan to my spdut,

They cre the guandians of my Soul.

By: Maude Mixon



The Silence

Came with me into the silence,
Into the peace that gently flow
Through our hearts and feel the blessings
Showered on us here below.

As we nestle in the silence

And sense the strong pulsating surge
Of our strength and faith returning

2s our inner self amerge.

No earthly pleasure can surpass
The rapture of this quietude,
Wrapped in bliss and lost in joy
Where fears and doubts cannot intrude.

Rising up above the shadows,
Casting out all early gloam
As a kaleidoscope of colors
Burst into vibrant shimmery bloam.

As we linger in this silence

And hear His sweet and gentle words,
Loving, soothing, so uplifting,

No sweeter sound could ere be heard.

Oh, this wonderland of silence
Is far beyond all earthly scope,

Cleansing, healing and renewing
Life and love and faith and hope.

By: Mauwde Mixon
Dated: 2/5/84



Chapter 0F Life

The §4inst chapten of my Life

I wnote when 1T was very small,
And At surely was amusing

From the things my f§olks necall.

I was the youngest of the clan
And often had my say,

But T was spanked, hugged and taught
In a kind and Loving way.

The second chaptern 48 the one
I know much monre about.

I played, T Loved, T sought fon trhuth
And tuned things 4inside out.

Lige dealt a hand, most difgicult,
But someone was always there

To Ligt me up ... Lo spur me on
When the game was fraught with feanr.

I'm busy now, as T can be,
On the third and §inal chapter;
But the grade I make on Life's exam
I1'28 Reann 4n the hereaften.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 2/13/84



Guarndian Angel

 Always walking close behind me,
Never a footstep have 1 heand;

Vet, T've always sensed your phresence,
Hoverning gently Like a bind.

The comfort you've 50 often given
Through the yearns o s0othe my grief,
Is the staff 1 often Lean on
To nekindle my belief.

I've marveled at your wonds of wisdom;
Reveled in your words of praise,
And wondered at your depth of patience

With my willful, wordly ways .

So many times you've shown you Love me,
And often 1 have wondered why;

At times T've been s0 undeserving,
But all you've evern asked 48 ... Thy!

You have afways urged me omwand,
Rejoiced when T earned acclaim,
Happy over each achievement
Never seeking self-esteem.

You arne my strength, my inspiration,
protector and my guide;
My Life-Long griend who never fails me,
~ The one 4in whom 1 can confdide.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 2/49/84



Friend 0'Mine

A True friend L8 a priceless blessing,
Someone who {8 always thene

To Lend a hand orn fust to Listen -
Sharning in one's foy on care.

Blessed, 1've been, with such a friendship,
Ore with an inner beauty raxe;

To neally see it, one must know hern -
But to me {it's always there.

I can see it 4in hen ganden,
Flowens, thees and running vines;
Waten fountains fon God's creatures -
Feedens where they come to dine.

Early each and every moaning,
Disrneganding naturne's mood,
She goes out into her ganden -
Seeking peace and solLitude.

Soon she's off to daily duties,
Busy until Late at night;

Vet there's always time fon others -
Setting this and that arnight.

She is a verny special blessing,
CLose to God in heant and thought;

A gift of gifts to all who know hen -
A trheasure that cannot be bought.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 3/7/84



The White Light

Live each day as if you're sitting
In the presence of the lLord,

Overcane with grace and wisdom;
Never by the awesame sword.

Kindness always lifts the spirit,
Thoughtless words cut like a knife,

Thoughtful deeds are like a tonic,
Soothing thrusting pains of strife.

Relax and pray; renew the spirit;
Send the white light near and far,

Encircle man and all creation,
Banish darkness, hate and war.

Be truthful to yourself and others,
Truth has beauty all its own.

Christ died because of falsehoods spoken,
Iet us not such deeds condone.

let's not cower in the shadows
Nor fear the perils of the night;
He will brighten every corner
And lead us thro' the thickest fight.

Never once did Jesus falter,
Though he suffered mortally.

He accepted ... and he congquered;
As He did ... then so can we.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 3/11/84



Easten Monn

Eastern moan 4in all its glory
Once again, o us, Limpants:
Christ 48 nisen, sing His praises,
Let Him neign within our hearnts.

Once again, £t tells the stony
04 that sad-sweet Long ago,

How He trniumphed over evil
And proved His Love for us below.

How He suffered Lo redeem us,
Pensecuted, shamed with thonns,

But, 0 the beauty of His victory
15 neborn each Eastern momn.

1t comes within the grandest season
Resunging all Lige fo perfection.

As nature sets a stage mafestic
To commemornate His resuwvrection.
By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 4/17/84



Wings 04 The Soul

The Soul must soar Like an eagle
And be fust as free 4in its fLight,
Hover on wings that are straight and sZrong
Above the tunbulent clouds of strige.

Rest on the peak of the mountain,
Awake at the breaking of dawn,

Absonb the nays of the nising sun,
And bathe 4in the dew of the moan.

Frequently visiting the valley,
Imparnting the news from above,

Shaning it5 joy and radiant Light,
Conveying Lts message of Love.

Thene 4is peace on top of the mountain,
And work 4in the valley galonre;

So partake of all each has Zo gdve,
And the wings of the soul will soan.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 5/1/8&4



Teachern From The Nornth

A man once came down grom the north,
Fain of face and Lithe of Limb.
He came to teach and share the wond,
And Spindit insisted T meet him.

1 wondened why Spirnit nudged me 40,
And why was the need 80 great;
But 1 bowed to Spirnit's wisdom
When 1 heand this stranger speak.

Well, strangen he didn't stay fon Long,
And §riends we soon became;

Forn a frniend he was o everyone,
But "enlightenment" was his aim.

He deepened my understanding,
And brought deep thuths to Light;
Stniking the chonds of my questing soul
Like a charge of dynamite.

Thankful, I am, his path crossed mine,
1 Rove the things he taught.

He answered many questions
That 1, for many years, had &ought.

BLess him Lond and send yourn spindit
To cheer and stnengthen him each day;
And anytime that you can spare him,
Send him back down our way.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 5/76/84



The Queny

How many sistens do you have,
Someone once asked me.

Many of them, T quickly neplied,
In every state and across the sea.

How many brothers, they queried then.
Welt, zthat's really hand to say.

They, oo, are scattered here and there,
And some are far away.

How can a fanily be that Lange,
The unenlightened asked.
My family 45, T said with pride,
They'ne of black and white and yellow casi

Puzzled eyes stared back at me;
So to them 1 said, Recall!
The same God who created me
15 the Fathen to us all.

By: Maude Mixon



Seasons 04 Life

My Life 45 Likened to the seasons,
New Life surnges 4in the spring,

Flowens, bees and birnds a'singing
Sets my heart fo tingling.

Summesrtime 45 40 exciting,
Breathing in the ocean aix,

Like the bees, 1'm always buzzing,
Sipping "sweet things" here and there.

Autumn 45 Zthe time fo harvest,
Stoning this and that away,
Taking time out for Thanksgiving,

Taking time to share and pray.

Wintentime brings devastation,
With its Lcy winds and radin,
Wilting down my eagenr Apinit,
'"TAL the springtime comes again.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 5/20/84



One Step Highen

We arne sitting in the shadows,
Just below the realm of Light,
With only a thin, dim Line between us,
As the day divides the night.

14 we could c&imb just one step higher,
0, what wonderns we could see;

Bar the mind from turning earthwanrd,
And bid the spirnit Zo go free.

We could hearn Celestial music,
See the glow of angels' wings,
Dine on nectan set before us,
As the bells of heaven ning.

0, the foys o4 His kingdom,
Morntal man can never know,

'"TiL the eanthbound chains are broken
And the soul 4s free once more.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 5/20/&4



The Great Waste

God gave us a bountiful portion;
But moatal man, consumed by greed,

Dug up, cut up, saved and bwwned up
Farn beyond his daily needs.

Competing gon the mighty dollan
To be used forn selfish gain,
Hoarnding what he had no need of
Time and time and time again.

Countless creatures have been sLaughtered
Fon thein §Lesh orn fon their pelts

To appease inglated appetites
On to beautify their ego-self.

Chernished gniendships have been broken,
Many men have died Ain vain,

Farn too many children orphaned
By this war §orn selfish gain.

Vet, when pain, the body crumbles,
And they depant this eanthly Land;

They stand before their maker - naked,
No rniches ... only empty hands.

By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 5/22/84



The Wandenren

My spinit is forever wandering
Far away among the stans,
Endeavoring to break the bondage
0§ the binding mundane bars.

Trying not to fail my duty
To my friends orn family ties,
But my hesitless soul keeps seeking
Mysternies beyond the sky.

AMways, T have been a wanderenr,

This world seems not to be my home,
Earnthbound now to Learn a Lesson,

Vet many things are sEULL unknown.

This eanthly plane, to me, seems foreigh,
1 feel Lost at times and all alone,
Struggling thrho' this maze of sorrow,
Seanching 4on a pathway home.
By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 6/16/84



His Way

We cannot prove Lo anyone
That thene's a Living God,

1t must be felt within the soul
As the seedlfings geel the sod.

He must be found Ain simple things
Like a smife, a kiss, a nod;
Forn all things good and beautiful
Are Loving gi§ts grom God.

A deed, someone may kindly do
On a thoughtful gift deliver,

At times, perhaps, from a sthangern's hand
But God 4s behind the gAvea.

When {€Lness Lays our bodies Low
And a frniend comes by to visit

And helps out 4in a time of need,
That's the way God chose to f4ix 4Z%.

He implants thoughts within oun mind
And we may think, "We thought 41",

But He already had it planned
And used our hands Zo do 42!

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 6/17/84



Laughten

Laughter Lightenes up the spirnit
Like a beacon §rom afar,

Letting in a ray of sunshine
Just as a door that's Left ajan.

Soothing tension away gently,
Bidding angern to depant,

Easing fearns and uvitations,
OQuieting the trhoubled heant.

Laughten's soothing to the spinit,
1t sets the heantstrnings into tune,
Makes happienr everyone around us
Swigtly overcoming gLoom.

12 helps us see the silvern Lining
Behind the dark clouds overhead,

Stiving up a breeze of comfont
Enchanting as a golden thread.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 6/30/84



Blessed Encountens

I've seen God in the morning,
Among 4§Leecy clouds of white,

Changing and interchanging,
Much to my soul's delight.

I've heand Him 4in a babbLing brook,
In a Language all its own,
Whispering as 4t g§Lowed along
Oven gravel, sand, and stone.

I've felt Him in a s4ighing breeze
When the hills were harnd to climb,
In my foys and my Sornrows,
I've felt His Love divine.

I've met Him 4in a passing glimpse
0f a strnangen's fLeeting smile,
Within a thoughtful gheeting card,
And the face of a Little child.

I've met Him mosning, noon, and night
In quiet solitude,
Among Nature's awesome beauty,
And I'm §illed with gratitude.
By: Maude Mixon

Dated: §&/18/8&4



Interlude

I went to a movdie,

Just yesterday,

And became Lost in its heavenly s4ight;
1t began about f§ive in the morning

And T watched until Late in the night.

God was the producex,
The director, His Son;
The cast was "ALL Nature" devine.
1 thnilled to the background of woodland and sky,
To colons supenb and sublime.
The Sun peeked
0'ern the horizon
And smiled at the new born day,
Kissing the eanth with £ts healing Light
While binds foined in a chorus gay.

A Little thunderhead anrose,
And Lightning
Flashed around;

The thunden pealed mid windy blfasts
And then the nain came down.

The flowens Ligzted
Thank§ul heads,
Ay thiwtily they drank fRem
The natural fountain God had sent
To negresh, to cool and thans gonm.

A nadiant rainbow
Then appeared,
Much to my heants delight.

And spanned the heaven's for awhile
Then vanished out of sight.

Stlowly,
The sun sank in the West,
In a Lovely nrosy hue,
Bidding one and all goodnight
And then the stans shone through.

They Atwinkled
Among s0§t, §Leecy clouds,
Enchantingly; but, soon,

1 saw them smile and make a bow
To a §ull and glorious moon.

By: Maude Mixon
Dated: 10/22/84



Let's

Let's keep our heants and mind above
The mundane things of Lige;

Let's do the things that are far above
The strhuggle and the strife.

Let's Look unto the hills for strength
As we've been tofd %o do,

And climb up to the mountain fop
And see the broader view.

Let's strnive to Ligt up all we meet
Into a highen sphere,

Let's showen them with foy and bLiss
And blLess them with a prayen.

Let's not wait 'til the bLoom of youth
15 faded from the brow
But take the fragrance of Zhe bLoom
And give Lt to Him now.
By: Maude Mixon

Dated: 11/23/84



