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Independence Day, is the day most folks say, the Prairie Preacher rode into town.

He was every shade of somber, from his squint down to his saunter, and his coat an old confederate gray.

To the curious crowd, he spoke aloud, and in a sonorous voice he did say; 
“I seek not for commerce, no vices I crave, I’ve simply come for souls to save!
‘Cause if you’re goin' through hell, I've been there as well, till I heard Jesus calling my name.
Won’t you come take my hand, join His blood washed band; are you ready for a mighty change?”

Aw’ nothins’ been the same since the Prairie Preacher came to town.

His eyes a strange hue of other worldly blue; most folks thought, “Aw’ he must be insane.”

But the net that he threw was only meant for a few; his eyes searched for the souls he could claim.
The banker in town looked down at the ground; if he confessed what would folks think of him.
But there were two young brother miners, from South Carolina, who stepped forward to lay down thier sins.
They said, “We've been through hell, we see you've been there as well, we hear Jesus calling our name.
So we'll come take a stand with your blood washed band. Yes sir, we are ready for a change!”


Aw’ nothins’ been the same since the Prairie Preacher came to town.

Her hair was piled up high on that hot 4th of July; her cotton dress it clung to her skin.

She was use to a roughness, a callous kind of toughness; she was use to the low company of men.

But with the Prairie Preachers words somethin' in her heart stirred and she knew that she could not deny it.

Gods love found a way, on that hot July day; she stepped forward into the light.

She said, "I'm going through hell, I see you've been there as well, I think I hear Jesus callin' my name.

I'll reach out my hand, join your blood washed band; Lord almighty I am ready for a change!”

Aw’ nothins’ been the same since the Prairie Preacher came to town.


In true frontier fashion, they took straight to action, but the only water to be got…where the horse were tied, they moved them aside, and those folks where baptized right there in that trough.
With that shallow immersion, came a mighty conversion, there was weepin' for joy when they were through.

Aw’ twenty souls were claimed, out there on the plains, in a town filled with brothels and saloons.
That independence day, that Christian band all rode away, they left in haste without a sound.
Then thick as boilin' sin, dark clouds came rollin' in, and the wrath of God His self came howlin' down.

And there is no distortion as to the biblical proportions, of the twister that tore down that town!

Aw’ nothins’ been the same since the Prairie Preacher came to town.

