
William Hill’s Testimony

Hello my name is William Hill.  I
have been in and out of prisons most of my
adult life.  However, this is my last time.  I
have a life sentence that I have 17 years or
and when I make parole or if I have been
cordially invited to spend about 20 years at
my Uncle Sam’s facility.  Yes, I was that
bad out there.

I went to church as a teenager but
when I got old, enough I stopped.  For the
past 16 years, I was a member of a white
supremacist hate group.  At various times I
even held rank in this group.  I was full of
hate all those years I thought that my hate
was for people different from me.  Now I
realize it was for myself.  I am in here for
killing an ex girlfriend who had started
dating a guy of a different race.  I’ll spare
you the grisly details but I did more than
just kill.

Recently, I finally realized what a
fool I had been.  I gave up my membership
in this gang.  For anyone who knows about
prison gangs this had placed a huge bull’s
eye on my back.  I’m not worried.  I have
turned my life over to the creator of all
races; White, Black, Hispanic, Asians and
Native Americans.  I love all just as Jesus
loves me.  I can say I am sorry for all the
hurtful, shameful things I did, but I am so
glad that I am now part of the Family of
God that includes all races.

I am still new to this. I’m definitely
not perfect by a long shot but I keep trying
and praying that God will help me get better

so I can tell others about His wonderful
grace that is able to save even me.

Murphy, North Carolina
I Wonder as I Wander

The next morning I drove six and a
half hours from St. Helena Island to
Murphy North Carolina in the Great Smoky
Mountains.

In 1933, I had read, the renowned
folklorist and folksinger John Jacob Niles
happened to be v i s i t ing the t i ny
Appalachian village, intent on collecting
and recording traditional songs.

In his unpublished autobiography he
wrote of a revivalist preacher’s daughter,
who stepped out to the edge of a little
p la t form a t t ached to her fa ther ’ s
automobile.  Her clothes were unbelievably
dirty and ragged and she too was unwashed.
But in her untutored way, she could sing.
“She smiled as she sang, smiled rather sadly
and sang only a single lie of a song”.  Niles,
enthralled, asked her to repeat the song and
the lyric.  She sang it seven times, Niles
paying her 25 cents each time.

After the seventh take, he wrote, he
had “three lines of verse, a garbled fragment
of melodic material and a magnificent
idea”.  From that he composed the haunting
carol “I Wonder as I Wander”.

Nile’s carol is one of my favorites.
Murphy was exactly as I had pictured it the
main street ran two blocks.  There was an
old bank, a drugstore and a town hall where
I met the mayor Bill Hughes.

“Sure, I know the song,” he told me.
“Everyone here does”.  He stood up from

his desk, come on with me, he said, and led
me down the street.  This is where Niles
stood when he first heard the girl sing, he
said, indicating a spot by a fountain.  

I thought of Niles’s lyrics, so simple
yet so profound.  Great beauty needs no
adornment, I thought.

      I Wonder as I Wander
     (Words & Music John Jacob Niles)

I wonder as I wander out under the
sky, How Jesus the Savior did come for to
die. For poor on'ry people like you and like
I... I wonder as I wander out under the sky.

When Mary birthed Jesus 'twas in a 
cow's stall, with wise men and farmers and 
shepherds and all.  But high from God's 
heaven a star's light did fall, and the 
promise of ages it then did recall.

If Jesus had wanted for any wee
thing, a star in the sky, or a bird on the
wing, or all of God's angels in heav'n for to
sing, He surely could have it, 'cause he was
the King.

I hope this testimony has been a
blessing to you.  If you would like to read how
others in similar situations have experienced the
life transforming power of God please write to
me at the address below.  We now have over 80
testimonies of those whose lives have been
transformed by God’s amazing Grace.  Please
send us your testimony as well. Would also
appreciate artwork and poetry to use in this
ministry

Bro. Otto Ball C/o
Crossroads Ministry

P.O. Box 363
Hyde, PA  16843



Change

How can I describe to you,
the way I felt inside?
The day His blood, it cleansed my 
sins, and buried foolish pride.

With hands held up in the air,
I began to call His name.
And for the first time in my life,
I realized I needed change.

A change so deep within myself,
one I knew I could not make.
Change that brings the Angels joy,
A change that can’t be faked!

All the deeds I’d done in the past,
I felt the awful shame.
Deeds so bad, I took the blame,
but still I praised his name.

I felt the heat, I saw the light,
and the warm fuzzies were there.
With all those changes going on, I 
knew there was more to share.

The Devil, oh yes he tried, 
to sow the seeds of doubt,
by telling me there would be no 
change, no need to scream and 
shout.

He tried to take my focus off, 
the thing I wanted most,
“No need to speak in tongues!” he 
said“That’s just for crazy folks.”

I gave it thought, but not for long,
see God had other plans.
The change He had in store for me
came through another’s hands.

His hands on me, He prayed so hard,
his face it turned bright blue!
With nothing less than all the faith,
it took to pray me through.

He spoke those words, straight to 
my heart, I remember them just fine.
And when the flood gates opened 
up, He spoke, “I’ve been here all the
time.”

The melody my spirit spoke was 
from God and not by chance.
Not some stumbled up emotion that 
just got out of stance.

The way I got the Holy Ghost,
to some it might be strange.
But for a soul as lost as mine, 
it was time for real change.

By: Christopher S. Hyde
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