Credits:  Well I hardly know where to start with credits.  Jesus really pulled this all together in ways I could not have “imagined”.  
To Chip:  I so love working with you.  No one really hears my lyrics – and my heart – like you do.  I will always feel connected to your spirit.  We’re both a bit “rough ‘round the edges,” don’t you think or “complicated,” as our friend pointed out?  Your generosity humbles me.  Thank you so much.  
To Gordon:  I wish the word “magic” didn’t have odd connotations, because your arrangements and music on my songs are just that.  You sprinkle the Holy Spirit on them and make them come alive.  You were so kind to work with me again.  
To Kerrie and Katherine: I feel like I send you such odd requests, but you always come through with a brilliant accompaniment.  I love Wailing Wall.  
To Tommy: thank you for making me feel welcome.  
To Amaleia and Karen: beautiful job making a very old song feel new. 
To the other musicians: Golly, I never even got to meet some of you, but your work speaks for itself. I appreciate you fitting me in.  
To Carolyn: Your artwork seems effortless and perfect. I know what a gift it is and how blessed I am that you share it so freely with me.  “Thank you” seems far too little to say.  Please say special thanks to Scott Stratton who provided the river scene on the front jacket.
To Mark: Your photography is so great.  You never make me feel awkward and you always make me look good!  I missed seeing more of you this time.  I’m sure grateful for your willingness to just do whatever it takes to get my music out there.

To my sweet wife:  Honey, I’m sorry you didn’t get to be a part of this one like you were the last. I know that staying home, paying the bills, and caring for Mom and puppies wasn’t the glamorous part of this project, but I could not have had the time otherwise. I love you.
To all the friends, family, supporters and wonderful Prayer Team who have prayed and supported me: You know how important you are, right?  I could never do any of this alone.  I hope you hear some of your prayers answered here!
And of course, to Sherry Lynne:  You never said whether I could use your name, but I’m doing it anyway. Your support was amazing and truly made the difference on this project. I can never say how grateful I am. 
I hope all of you feel a part of every heart that is touched, healed and changed by the songs.  God is so sweet to let us share in the blessings! - Marsha
ARRANGEMENTS-Gordon Mote/Chip Davis/Mark Moseley

PIANO/KEYBOARDS-Gordon Mote/Chip Davis/Katherine Marx/Buddy Hyatt

DRUMS- Wayne Killius/Tommy Wells 

ELEC.. GUITAR- Bobby Terry/James Mitchell/Kerry Marx/Kelly Back

ACOUSTIC GUITAR-Joel Key/Bobby Terry/Kerry Marx

BASS-Jimmy Hyatt/Duncan Mullins

STEEL GUITAR- Bruce Bouton

BACKGROUND VOCALS-Chip Davis/Amaleia Ruble/Karen Davis 

1. Imagine (3:32) - Marsha Stevens-Pino and Chip Davis 

    Publ. Balm/Fozzyboy Publ.   ASCAP
    This song was based on the Scripture in Ephesians 3:20 “To the One who is

    able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to
    God’s power that is at work within us.”  It was the conference theme for
    MCC in 2010. We started out being caught up in the imagining part – what 

    would a perfect world look like. Then we were struck by the fact that Jesus is

    doing all these things – not by great signs and miracles in the heavens, but by
    His work within us!
You imagined the planets, the stars, and the sun,

Envisioned the galaxies one by one,

Conceived ev’ry animal, flower, and tree,

And made them reality.

You imagined the stillness, the hush of the night,

Foresaw how the darkness would bring us Your Light,

You pictured pure love and its mystery,

And then You imagined me

Now we have that power working in us

The promise of dreams come true.

What can we create when we finally know

That we can imagine, too?

The power that made all of time and of space

The love that created the whole human race

Still beats in the hearts of your children here

A greatness we cannot fear,

So we will come boldly to ask you for grace

Empowering others to run in this race

Creating the world that was meant to be

Imagine it starts with me

Now we have that power working in us

The promise of dreams come true.

What can we create when we finally know

That we can imagine, too?

That still small voice is whispering still,

The angels are singing of peace and good will,

It’s not healing all illness it’s lending a hand,

It’s not walking on water, it’s serving on land.

Now we have that power working in us

The promise of dreams come true.

What can we create when we finally know

That we can imagine, too?

What can we create when we finally know –

Living in harmony, healing our land,

All we accomplish when we understand

God’s gift to me and you…

We can imagine too!

2.  A Servant’s Heart (3:31)  - Marsha Stevens-Pino

     Publ. Balm – ASCAP
     I wrote this for Peggy Campolo’s 70th birthday celebration and I called it
    Peggy’s Song.  I love the contradictions we all work out in our walk with

    Jesus. But then I thought of all the other sweet and powerful friends we have
    who put their own lives and reputations on the line to speak out for justice 
    and hoped it might remind you of them, too

A head of gray, a heart of gold,

Her mercy fierce, her whisper bold,

A warrior who will not harm,

A woman’s power to disarm.

A silent lie became a voice,

A circumstance became a choice,

God’s strength made perfect in the weak

A voice for all who cannot speak.

A champion, gentle and wise,

A woman, fire in her eyes,

Who never lets her love be torn apart,

This champion with a servant’s heart.

Unlikely hero, quiet friend,

A heart of passion to defend

The broken, outcast, homeless, lost,

To bring each child before the cross.

A soldier of the Prince of Peace,

A captive of the One who frees,

Proclaims the Promise of the Son

He will not cast out those who come.

A champion, gentle and wise,

A woman, fire in her eyes,

Who never lets her love be torn apart,

This champion with a servant’s heart.

This woman, this warrior,

This champion with a servant’s heart.

3.  I Am Home – (4:00) Marsha Stevens-Pino and Chip Davis
     Publ. Balm/Fozzyboy Publ.   ASCAP

     Cindy and I were blessed to travel to Israel a couple years ago with Pastor Chuck

     Smith, jr, Rev. Elder Nancy Wilson and several other friends.  After an all night flight

     and a short night in a hotel, Nancy woke me up early (she does mornings) and took

     me to the window.  She said, “You see that water out there?  That’s the Sea of

     Galilee!” It was a hard-to-wrap-your-mind-around moment. As we walked the shores

     later that day she said, “I’ve never been anywhere near here before, but somehow

     it’s as if I’ve lived my whole life on this shore.”  Therefore, as usual, I stole her line

     and wrote a song! I think it is true for so many of us. It seems like a magical, long 

     ago place. To see it, touch it, kneel on it is life-changing.

I woke up this morning looking over Galilee

Pinched myself, how could these ancient waters really be?

And though I’ve never visited this holy ground before,

Somehow I’ve lived my whole life on this shore.

I have come home to the fields where Jesus ran and played

Home to the Garden where He prayed,

Where He broke bread in the upper room

Where He left an empty tomb

My heart has known this place and I am home.

Feeding the 5000, healing hopeless, blind, and lame

I can hear the ghostly crowds still crying out His name.

I listened in the silence by the sturdy sycamore

My heart has climbed these branches before.

I have come home to the fields where Jesus ran and played

Home to the Garden where He prayed,

Where He broke bread in the upper room

Where He left an empty tomb

My heart has known this place and I am home.

Palm branches lined this narrow street.

Sweet Mary sat at Jesus’ feet.

Here David danced, there Lazarus slept,

I knelt where Jeremiah wept

I have come home to the fields where Jesus ran and played

Home to the Garden where He prayed,

Where He broke bread in the upper room

Where He left an empty tomb

My heart has known this place and I am home.

My heart has known this place and I am home.
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4.  The Wailing Wall (2:13)– Marsha Stevens-Pino

     Publ. Balm – ASCAP

     I had such a hard time ending this song.  There is so much to mourn and so much

     to rejoice over in Jerusalem.  I think I’ll be writing new verses for it for the rest

     of my life.
I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy,

I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy.

I wept for Jerusalem today,

Wept for her children far away,

Wept for the pilgrim destined to roam,

Then I wept for the warrior on his way home.

But I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy,

I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy.

I sang where Silas taught us to sing,

I prayed where Mary risked everything,

I heard the songs and ancient chants,

Flung up my arms and started to dance.

And then I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy,

I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy.

Our tears in the night bring joy in the morning,

It is our strength, tell our children the story,

You brought your people from slav’ry to glory,

Then You called your people to joy.

I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy,

I left my tears at the wailing wall,

You called your people to joy.

You called your people to joy!
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5.  Prints of Peace (4:15)– Chip Davis 

     Publ. - Songs for Darshan Curb/MagnaSong Publ. (title-JD Miller)

     I don’t know if I can describe the sweetest part of this song to you – it’s when

     Chip has his eyes closed listening to me sing “let me caress that precious brow where

     each thorn made a crease,” and he reaches out his hand as though he is doing

     just that.

The stripes on His back, the crown of thorns,

A hammer and three rusty nails,

Opened a fountain of grace and release,

When those scars became the prints of peace.

Let me touch the wound in His side,

Let me kiss His hands and His feet,

Let me caress that precious brow

Where each thorn made a crease,

For these scars are the prints of peace.

Can I explain the depths of His love

That led Him to die on that cross?

My soul fills with rapture, my praise cannot cease

When I look upon those prints of peace.

Let me touch the wound in His side,

Let me kiss His hands and His feet,

Let me caress that precious brow

Where each thorn made a crease,

For those scars are the prints of peace.

Draw me nearer, nearer blessed Lord

To the cross where Thou hast died,

Draw me nearer, nearer blessed Lord

To Thy precious bleeding side…

Then let me touch the wound in His side,

Let me kiss His hands and His feet,

Let me caress that precious brow

Where each thorn made a crease,

For those scars are the prints of peace.

and I worship The Prince of Peace.

6.  Built on Hope (3:33)– Marsha Stevens-Pino
     Publ. Balm – ASCAP

     This was another conference theme song that seemed to speak beyond just the

     one conference.  It’s always hard for me to know where the Church of Jesus Christ

     taking a stand for the least, the last and the lost ends and “just getting too involved

     in politics” begins. As usual I wrote the song trying to work out my own faith and

     still speak to others.  I did have a co-writer whose name cannot be listed.

We are united, a family of faith,

Impassioned for justice and humbled by grace,

Following with fervor the One who led us here,

Who will give us joy for sorrow and offers hope for fear.

Hope that works, Hope that tries,

Hope that sees Christ in their eyes, 

Hope the heals and won’t tear down,

Hope that’s built on solid ground.

You have given us this mission so we know,

We can create a world of faith that’s built on hope.

We have decided to follow the Christ,

Who overthrows injustice, who offers new life,

Who fed all the hungry and healed all who hurt,

If you’re looking for our faith, may you find it in our works.

Hope that works, Hope that tries,

Hope that sees Christ in their eyes, 

Hope the heals and won’t tear down,

Hope that’s built on solid ground.

You have given us this mission so we know,

We can create a world of faith that’s built on hope.

A hope of peace and freedom, of faith and harmony,

What if it’s up to you and me???

Hope that works, Hope that tries,

Hope that sees Christ in their eyes, 

Hope the heals and won’t tear down,

Hope that’s built on solid ground.

You have given us this mission so we know,

We can create a world of faith that’s built on hope.

(On Christ the solid rock I stand, all other ground it sinking sand)
It’s built on Hope.
7.  Jesus to Me (2:56) - Chip Davis/Fozzyboy Publ and Mary Dotson/Blacktop Publ.
     This is such a precious song.  Chip and I sat and talked about how blessed we are to

     know so many people about whom we could sing this song.  I’ll be sharing at concerts

     about some of mine, but I’d really encourage you to sit down with each other and 

     share the stories about who has been like this to you.  I love Chip’s heart.

Jesus to Me - Chip Davis/Fozzyboy Publ and Mary Dotson/Blacktop Publ.
Some call her a sinner, some call her a saint.

It’s not my business who she is or ain’t.

Look past the labels and you’ll see what I see,

She’s always been Jesus to me.

Some nights you might find him with a drink in his hand,

He’s rough ‘round the edges, but what I don’t understand,

Why folks can’t look past the surface to the fruit on the tree,

‘Cause he’s always been Jesus to me.

And though I speak with tongues of men and of angels,

Without love I got nothin’ to say,

And if I give all I have to the poor and forgotten,

Without love I gave nothin’ away.

And though I speak with tongues of men and of angels,

Without love I got nothin’ to say,

And if I give all I have to the poor and forgotten,

Without love I gave nothin’ away.

See folks don’t care about the name on the sign at your church,

Which way you vote or all your good works,

They say all they want to know about your theology

Is can you be Jesus to me?

Oh won’t you be Jesus to me?

8.  The Real You (5:09) - Marsha Stevens-Pino and Chip Davis 

     Publ. Balm/Fozzyboy Publ.   ASCAP
     Most of you know the story of this song, but it is requested so much that we decided

     to re-release it.  It started when a man approached me after a concert and said that
     in the past he had been a Baptist, a Catholic and a Mormon and each time he thought

     he had found the True Church, the place that would make him straight and good and

     right with God. But each time he had been kicked out over being gay so he swore he 

     would never darken the doorstep of a church again. Someone challenged him to come

     to my concert and he came to ‘critique’ it, but about halfway through he felt the 

     Spirit of the Lord fill the room and it actually made him angry.  He wanted to stand

     up and shout, “What am I supposed to think?  Is it the real You THIS TIME God?”

     Then a still voice in his heart said, “Well you tell me.  Is it the real YOU this time?”

     and for the first time in his life, the man could say, “yes.”

My aching heart had hunted you, longing to be known,

But each time I was asked to leave, left to seek alone. 

Out of the closet, out of the church, out of the prison of the search.

I swore I’d never beg again, or hide my face in shame,

This is how You made me, so I won’t take the blame, 

And since I’ve learned to live with the doubt,

What’s this yearning in my heart tonight about?

Is this the real You, the real You?

I wanted Truth but only learned to lie.

Is this the real You, this time the real You

My wounded heart can’t dare to hope, I lost the vision years ago,

I searched so long how can I know if it’s true.  Is it You?

Oh my Child, I’m waiting here, longing to be known,

I left all of the world behind to look for you alone,

Out of the heavens, sentenced to death, saying I love you with every breath.

I watched out for you, smoothed the path, and tried to show you light,

But you would never let me hold you in the night.

So now once more, I offer you the chance,

Will you turn away or join the dance?
Is this the real you, the real you?

You looked for Truth but only learned to lie.

Is this the real you, this time the real you

You hid from me long years ago, my waiting heart has missed you so,

So if you’re ready let me know if it’s true…

God, You could not bless my lie, would not embrace my mask,

But in this place, lost in Your love, I’ll never have to ask.

Is this the real You, the real You?

I wanted Truth but only learned to lie.

Is this the real You, this time the real You

My wounded heart can’t dare to hope, I lost the vision years ago,

            I searched so long how can I know if it’s true.  

Just as I am without one plea, and yes this is finally the real me, the real me.

So tell me one more time, God, is it You?

9.  For Those Tears I Died (5:09) – Marsha Stevens-Pino
     Publ. BudJohn Songs/EMI Christian Music Group – ASCAP

     Oh, way too many stories to tell here.  I’ll have to start posting some of your stories

     on the website at www.BalmMinistries.net.  I wrote it when I was 16, so we’ve

     already celebrated it’s 40th anniversary.  I know that no song and no vision is ever

     going to be “proof” that I’m saved.  Fortunately, Jesus is all the proof we need.   But

     I did have to love Peggy Campolo for a sweet encouragement she gave me when

     several artists from the “Jesus Movement” did a 6 week revival to sort of re-enact the 

     music and messages from the Jesus Movement.  Although they would not let me sing,

     they did open with some of my music, including this song which was the first song

     identified as Contemporary Christian Music.  I was nursing some hurt feelings over

     that when Peggy called me and said, “Hmmm.  Aren’t they afraid that JESUS is going

     to know who wrote the song?”  I hope you have friends like that!

You said You’d come and share all my sorrows,

You said You’d be there for all my tomorrows,

I came so close to sending You away,

But just like You promised, You came there to stay,

I just had to pray.

And Jesus said, “Come to the water, stand by my side,

I know you are thirsty, you won’t be denied.

I felt every teardrop when in darkness you cried,

And I strove to remind you, that for those tears I died.”

Your goodness so great, I can’t understand,

And, dear Lord, I know that all this was planned.

I know You’re here now and always will be,

Your love loosed my chains and in You I’m free,

But Jesus why me.

(Y Jesus dijo, “Ven a las aquas y puedes tomar,

La sed de tu vida, yo puedo quitar.

Tus lagrimas siento, y-entenieblas sufri,

Con amor te recuerdo, por tu vida mori.”)

Jesus, I give You my heart and my soul,

I know that without God I’d never be whole,

Savior, You opened all the right doors,

And I thank You and praise You from earth’s humble shores,

Take me I’m Yours.

And Jesus said, “Come to the water, stand by my side,

I know you are thirsty, you won’t be denied.

I felt every teardrop when in darkness you cried,

And I strove to remind you, that for those tears I died.”

And Jesus says, “Come to the water, stand by my side,

I know you are thirsty, you won’t be denied.

I felt every teardrop when in darkness you cried,

And I strove to remind you, that for those tears I died.

And I strove to remind you, that for those tears I died.”

10.  What If They Knew (4:46) - Marsha Stevens-Pino and Chip Davis 

       Publ. Balm/Fozzyboy Publ.   ASCAP
       I have so many friends, both straight and gay, who have been hung up in

       their ministries by that question.  We’re all so fragile, so aware of our own

       shortcomings, so needy in one way or another.  I used to think the question

       was sort of unique to the glbt community, but I’ve heard it from far too many

       people to think that anymore.  Here’s to all of us remembering the REAL question!

There’s a question that some days can silence my song,

What if they knew everything I do wrong.

The doubt that can fill me, the ways I feel small.

The times I could just walk away from it all.

What if I don’t believe all that they think I should?

What if my motives are misunderstood?

I know that what I am singing is true,

But would they listen if they only knew,

This broken heart is still wondering too,

Then gentle, persistent the message comes through,

The question that matters, what if they knew...You

(You) who calms every fear,

You who dries each sinner’s tear,

Whose gentle eyes each time I find,

Always loving, always kind,

Whose mercy’s new with every dawn,

This is why I sing my song

What if they knew, what if they knew…You.

How can it be You would use me this way?

Knowing all the countless times I’ve gone astray.

Maybe it lets them hear how I need You,

Only through my brokenness can Your light shine through,

If it’s in my weakness they can see You’re strong,

If my letting go lets somebody else hang on,
Then this fragile heart offers You one more song,

(You) who calms every fear,

You who dries each sinner’s tear,

Whose gentle eyes each time I find,

Always loving, always kind,

Whose mercy’s new with every dawn,

This is why I sing my song

What if they knew, what if they knew

Don’t let this awkward heart turn one seeker away,

Please don’t let them stumble on my feet of clay,

In all that I do,  Just let them see…

(You) who calms every fear.

You who dries each sinner’s tear.

Whose gentle eyes each time I find,

Always loving, always kind,

Whose mercy’s new with every dawn, 

This is why I sing my song
What if they knew, what if they knew You.
If only they knew…You.
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