
 

 

 

 



 

 

 
Service held at 

Evangelistic Temple Assemblies of God,  
Fourth Terrance - Collins Avenue,  

Nassau Bahamas 
 
 

Saturday 27
th

 September, 2014  
at 10:00am 

 
Officiating: Rev. Dr. Vaughan Cash  

 
Interment: Lakeview  Memorial Cemetery 

JKF Drive 
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        The Woman | The Matriarch | The Legend. 

“May the work that I have done, speak for me; because I lived to live again”!  
 
 

THE WOMAN - Strong, Smart, Caring, Giving, Surviving, Tolerant and Powerful was Marsha 
Janet Williams-Johnson, a beautiful, unique, kind and loving lady.  Her life's journey began on 
Saturday, 21st April, 1956.  It was the era of "children should be seen and not heard."  She went 
to high school at Highbury High (which later became the R. M. Bailey High School). 
 
She was blessed with 3 wonderful sons and it was always her dream as it is with most women, to 
be joined in Holy Matrimony to their knight in shining armor. That dream was realized when she 
met and married David Andrew "Papa J" Johnson on August 13, 2005. 
 
She had a life-long love affair with butter pecan ice cream and especially fruit cake, which she 
often secretly hid as pirate's treasure to consume many weeks later.  She took fashion cues from 
no one. Her signature every day look belonged only to her and as a point of pride, she daily 
wrote down in her notepad to remember, every outfit she wore at work and church.  
 
Marsha was sufficiently ambitious, determined and gifted and there was practically nothing she 
couldn't do. She pushed through whatever sense of guilt may be put on her by herself or others, 
and instead chose to do what's best for her family. 
 
THE MATRIARCH - Marsha took on the extraordinary, challenging, but rewarding role as home-
maker, when her mother (Elizabeth "Betty" Louise Williams) predeceased her on December 4th, 
1972.  Supported by her elder brother she was able to balance two jobs, evening school, raising 
her sons and six younger siblings in a pure atmosphere of love and sacrifice.  
 
Marsha was a role model to women; a tower of strength to men and her children and siblings 
called her “Blessed”. 
 
THE LEGEND - Marsha's life at home, church and work, speaks to the legacy of an amazing 
woman and loving matriarch.  However, the love for her Lord and Master was unprecedented as 
she became involved in every aspect of church ministry. Her job experience commenced Janu-
ary 1, 1973 and includes the Balmoral Beach, Ambassador Beach, Ocean Club and the Radis-
son Cable Beach Hotels and ended at the Melia Hotel.  She began as a linen clerk, held several 
managerial positions and concluded her invaluable lifetime contribution to the Bahamian tourism 
industry as an accounts payable clerk.    
 

 
. 

  



 

 

Her husband called her 'Sweet Girl' 
Her sons called her 'Chief' 
Her siblings and sister-in law called her 'Sis' 
Her nieces and nephews called her 'Aunty Mar' 
Her friends called her 'Mar' 
Her church family called her 'Sister Marsha' 
Her daughters-in-law called her 'Mum' or 'Ma' 
Her grandson called her 'Grammy' 
Her step daughters/grand children call her 'Grammy Marsha' 
 
On Saturday, 13th September 2014, her LORD and MASTER called her 'MY CHILD!' 
 

Cherished Loved Ones: Husband, David Andrew Johnson; 3 sons: Ricardo Newbold and his wife 
Ingrid, Mecal Newbold and his wife Shelly, and Marcian Williams; 2 step-daughters; Dominique John-
son and Davina Johnson-Bowe and her husband Demetri Bowe Sr.; 1 brother, Alexander Loran Flow-
ers and his wife Ernestine; 3 sisters: Theresa Simons and her husband Albert Simons of (Hamilton 
Parish, Bermuda); Hope and Joy Williams; 1 grandson Mateo Newbold; 2 step-grand children, Tajae & 
Toure Holder Jr.; 8 nieces, Tamara Flowers, Alicia Davis & Janelle Pickering, Teleichia & Terissa Deal 
Clautonia Pierce, Sasha Dames and Shekera Bowe; 10 nephews, Walton & Aleksei Flowers, 
Shaquiell & Dominique Williams Durran Taylor, Tyrese Coakley, Giovanni, Rashad, Kyle, Tamicko; 5 
aunts, Dorothy Sands, Shirley Smith, Carneta Nixon, Eunice Occident & Monica Martin of New York; 3 
uncles, Stanley and Joe Martin, Frank Nixon;  4 Sisters-in-law, Mary Brown & her husband Reno, An-
tionette (Anne) Cooke & her husband Don, Pauline Outten & her husband Keith; Jacqueline Silva of 
(Atlanta, Georgia) & her husband Miguel; 1 brother-in-law, Blaze Johnson; numerous relatives & 
friends. 

 

Cherished Memories: -  Mary Davis & Family, Eleanor James & 
Family, Lula Burrows & Family, Rosetta Minns & Family, Velthia 
Rolle & Family, Wendy Strachan & Fami.y, Pastor Andrew Brown & 
Family, Pastor Ellison Greenslade, Goldie McKinney & Family,  Alvin 
Greenslade, Lauretta    Gardiner, Euna Symontte, Edgland Newbold 
Sr., Rev. Dr. Vaughan & Wendy Cash & The Evangelistic Temple 
Church Family, Jenice Green, Joy Petty, Cheryl Smith, Edmund 
“Uncle  Ceddie” Deal, Melia Nassau Beach Resort Staff, Judy 

McDonald & Balmoral Social Club.  
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 

 
 
Procession  Of The Family 
 
Opening Prayer:                                     Minister 
 
Opening Hymn:               It’s Alright Now 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Old Testament Reading: Psalm 90:1-10 by              Ms. Gaynell Dames 
 
Tribute:                  Children 
 
New Testament Reading – I Thessalonians 4: 13-18                              Mr. Edgland Newbold Sr. 
 
Congregational Hymn:                                            It Is Well 

1. There was a time I travelled a lonely sinful road, 
Beneath a heavy burden bending low: 

But now all things are different,  
For Jesus took my load 

Its Alright now, I’m His I know. 
  

It’s alright now 
For  I am in my Saviour’s care, 

It’s alright now, 
My Saviour hears and answers prayer; 

He’ll walk beside me  
‘til I climb the heav’nly stair 

And ev’rything is alright now 

2.  Down a lonely pathway  without a friend to 
guide, 

I walked in sin and sorrow all alone; 
‘Til Jesus came and found me 

And drew me to His side, 
It’s alright now, For I am His own 

  
3. No more in sin I wonder, No more in darkness 

roam, 
The Lord has placed my feet on higher ground; 

Each day new heights I’m gaining, 
My soul is nearing home, 

It’s alright now, I’m heaven bound 

1.When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou has taught me to say, 
It is well - it is well, with my soul.  

 
It is well with my soul  

It is well, it is well, with my soul. 
 

2.My sin O the bliss of this glorious thought 
My sin not in part but the whole 

Is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul 

 
3.And Lord, haste the day when my faith shall be sight, 

The clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 
The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend, 

Even so, it is well, with my soul.  



 

 

Obituary:                Read in Silence 

Selection:                     Sweet Bulah Land 

Condolences:          Pastor Andrew Brown, Eric Fox and Dr. Wendy Cash  

 

Selection:                       Choir 

Eulogy:               Pastor Vaughan Cash 

Prayer for the Family:                                                                  Pastor Cyril Sands  

Recessional Hymn:                  It Is Finished 

1.There’s a line that is drawn thru the ages; 
on that line stands an old rugged cross; 

on that cross a battle is raging, 
to gain a mans soul or it’s loss. 

 
It is finished, the battle is over; 

It is finished there’ll be no more war; 
It is finished the end of the conflict; 

It is finished and Jesus is Lord! 

2.On one side march the forces of Evil 
All the demons and devils of hell 
One the other the angels of glory 
And they meet on Golgotha’s hill. 

 
3.The earth shakes with force of the conflict 

And the sun refuses to shine 
For there hangs God’s Son in the balance 
And then through the darkness He cries 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 “What A Day That Will Be”  
 
1.There is coming a day, 
When no heart aches shall come, 
No more clouds in the sky, 
No more tears to dim the eye, 
All is peace forever more, 
On that happy golden shore, 
What a day, glorious day that will be. 
 
What a day that will be, 
When my Jesus I shall see, 
And I look upon His face, 
The One who saved me by His grace; 
When He takes me by the hand, 
And leads me through the Promised Land, 
What a day, glorious day that will be. 
 
2.There'll be no sorrow there, 
No more burdens to bear, 
No more sickness, no pain, 
No more parting over there; 
And forever I will be, 
With the One who died for me, 
What a day, glorious day that will be 

 

 “Farther Along”  
 
 1.Tempted and tried will oft' me to wonder 
Why it should be thus all the day long; 
While there are others living about us, 
Never molested, though in the wrong. 
 
Farther along we'll know more about it. 
Farther along we'll understand why; 
Cheer up my brother live in the sunshine 
We'll understand it all by and by.  
  
2.When death has come and taken our loved ones 
Leaving our homes so lonely and drear; 
Then do we wonder how others prosper 
Living so wicked year after year.  
  
3.Faithful 'til death, said our loving Master,  
A few more days labor and wait; 
Toils of the road will then be as nothing,  
As we sweep through the beautiful gates. 
 
4.When we see Jesus coming in glory;  
When He comes from His home in the sky;  
Then we shall meet Him in that bright mansion. 
We'll understand it all by and by.  

“Glad Reunion Day” 
 
1. There’s a city of light 
Where there cometh no night 
‘Tis a city of beauty untold; 
All my treasures are there 
And its beauty I’ll share, 
When I get to that City of Gold 
 
When I leave all trouble and care, 
I will say good morning up there; 
I will have great gladness untold, 
When I get to that City of Gold. 
 
2. There’s no sorrow up there 
In that city so fair 
And no sickness can enter I’m told; 
Shadows all will have flown, 
I will meet friends I’ve known 
When we get to the City of Gold. 
 
3. Won’t you go there with me 
To the home of the free, 
Would you see heaven’s beauty unfold? 
If you will, come along, 
We will sing heaven’s song, 



 

 

 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I arrived in 1973 to the par-
entage of Edgland and yourself.  I made baby noises but all I was 
really trying to say was 'Father, help them!'  
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I felt you kiss me goodnight, 
and I felt loved. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw a teenage mother rais-
ing her younger siblings - Theresa, Anthony, Rufus, Claudelle, 
Hope & Joy - alongside Alexander, your eldest brother.   I saw 
that you sacrificed your youth to allow them more possibilities. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I stood at the screen door one 
October afternoon and saw you arrive with Mecal in your arms 
after his birth. I also saw that same son cradle you in his arms as 
you left us to return to your Heavenly Father.  
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, 
I saw you secure in a book in your closet, the very first rose my 
elder brother & I bought you and I wanted to buy you another 
one. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw you bring our first pet 
dog home (Lugar), and then I thought it was always good to be 
kind to animals. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I heard you say a prayer for 
your son's wives, and as a young boy I believed there was a God 
I could always talk to. You always said God gave you wonderful 
sons but you prayed for your future daughters-in-law, Ingrid & 
Shelley. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw one morning that a few 
cowards had mistreated you in your attempt to protect your young 
boys. I got upset and now carry a scar in your defense. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw a single mother strug-
gling but excited to raise a third son whom she christened- 
Marcian Joseph Williams.  I saw that you were scared but cared 
and so I wanted to be everything that I could be. 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw you become the favorite 
sister, niece, aunty, cousin, godmother, girlfriend, mother-in-law, 
stepmom, and office manager. And I wondered how you did it so 
gracefully. 
 
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, you found David...your soul 
mate! And I saw that you were happy and I wanted that for eter-
nity.  
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw you reap a harvest. 
Yes, through many prayers, God blessed your second seed to 
give birth to your grandson: Mateo - The Gift.   You smiled then 
and continuously to the very end.  
 
When you thought I wasn't looking, I saw you fighting cancer.  I 
recently saw tears come from your eyes, and I learned that some-
times things hurt, but it's alright to cry. 
 
When you thought we weren't looking, we looked...and wanted to 
say thanks for all the things we saw when you thought we weren't 
looking. 
 
So we ask, 'Can a Son's Love Cease towards the Mother that 
bore him?' No Mommy - not with a Mother like you! 
 
Your Sons - Ricardo, Mecal & Marcian 

 

 



 

 

 
Sis, 
I recall a photo of you and me taken in the yard of our grandparents, which 
showed two toddlers holding hands and smiling at the camera. Little did both of 
us know that the scene that was captured so many years ago would set the 
stage for our lifelong relationship of loving and caring for each other. 
 
When Mom died we were still teenagers, yet we formed an inseparable bond to 
care for our six siblings who were all dependent on us for survival. I wish to 
thank you for sacrificing your youth to care for all of us. Though I was older, you 
were my hero: friend, confidant, advisor, disciplinarian and mother. It was your 
kind but firm wise council that kept me on the straight and narrow for all my life, 
right up to the time of your illness taking a turn for the worse. 
 
Sis, you demonstrated throughout your life what it means to love unselfishly. 
You touched so many lives in your quiet, unique way. During your illness your 
demonstration of love reached its peak as your invitation to a diverse roster of 
care-givers provided the opportunity for so many of your friends and family to 
experience the city of Philadelphia. I remember when it was my turn to accom-
pany you. We had a wonderful time when you were not in treatment as we re-
called so many childhood memories. I will remember that trip for the rest of my 
life. 
The last time I visited you was a heart-wrenching experience as I witnessed the 
unbearable pains you had to bear. Our last contact was when I held your hands 
and you very lightly squeezed mine indicating that you had heard my goodbye. 
It was to be our final interaction. 
 
Though this is a sad occasion and we are all grieving your loss, I am rejoicing in 
the Lord of my salvation for all the wonderful memories of your life over the 
years; along with the knowledge that you are out of your pain and suffering. 
Your fine example of serving the Lord always reminded me of the lessons Mom 
taught us during our childhood years. You indeed adopted Mom’s mantra with 
gusto …….. “With God in the vessel we can smile at the storm.” Those of us left 
behind will endeavor to carry on with the hope that we will join you and those 
gone on before if we prove faithful. 
 
It is my prayer that as you take your well earned rest, you will hear the welcom-
ing words of your Lord and Master, “WELL DONE GOOD AND FAITHFUL 
SERVANT!” 
 
Your Bro 
Alex 



 

 

 
 
Words can't express how i am feeling about losing you. From 
the day i met you many years ago as a young girl going to 
your home most Sunday's with your sister Claudie 
(deceased) who was my Sunday school teacher at the time. 
You Theresa Simons, Joy and Hope had accepted me with 
open arms and ever since then you have always been one of 
the sweetest persons i have ever known. Our friendship 
would continue when we reconnected at Ambassador Beach 
Hotel and there you began calling me ‘Wally’ because of my 
maiden name Wallace. Life would have it that we would be-
come co workers again at Sheraton and now Melia hotel. As I 
reflect, I can truly say that you lived such an exemplary life for 
Christ and even with all you was going through, you never 
once complained or gave up on God. I can recall when you 
told me that you had that nasty disease called cancer. I cried 
as you told me but you were such a tower of strength for me 
when it should have been the other way around. And in the 
midst of it all you had to endure, you carried yourself with 
such Grace and Poise. There are so many things that I am 
going to miss, like how we never forgot each other’s birth-
days....you on 21st and mine on the 28th. No matter where 
we were, either an email, phone call or text message was 
sent. I will miss just stopping by your office to check on you 
and never walking away without saying ‘love ya’. I know I 
should not be sad because you are resting pain free and 
safely in the arms of The Savior. My friend, you fought a good 
fight and it is finished! The battle is over! I will miss you, but 
Jesus loves you best. Rest in peace my friend! 
 

 
Two things stand out in my mind when I think about Marsha 
Williams- Johnson.  Firstly, she was a strong woman. And 
secondly, she was quite a gentle lady with a most beautiful 
smile. She was always there... a true friend, being the very 
best for you. Marsha was exceptional with a loving nature 
and concern for her friends, which was second to none. I con-
sider her my dear friend  because she was always there 
wanting to help and support. Indeed Marsha was a wonderful 
and true friend... I will miss her always. 
 
Love Retts 

 
 
A phenomenal woman of God, a trusted and true friend, a 
woman who showed pure love, a rare gem who personi-
fied commitment, gentle yet bold and fearless, quiet yet 
no nonsense. 
 
After the Balmoral Beach Hotel gained new ownership, a 
number of its employees, mainly the front office opera-
tions thought it fitting to always stay in touch; thus the 
Balmoral Social Club was formed.  Marsha took the role 
as the leader in the group to ensure that everyone was 
doing well at all times.  The calls were not daily but the 
important dates were always remembered, birthdays and 
anniversaries – the list with everyone’s numbers.  You 
had such a great sense of humor, a deep laughter and so 
much more. 
 
You were always so full of life and so happy to see every-
one.  When she greeted you, one would have thought 
she had not seen them in years (mind you she could 
have just seen you two days ago).  Marsha was about 
family!  We were her extended family.  We walked with 
Marsha through her challenges.  When she hurt we hurt.  
No gatherings were held without Marsha’s presence; she 
at times would be disappointed when the entire group 
was not present. 
 
Marsha your group (Judy, Shane, Yvette, Deyanne, 
Jackie, Marjorie, Sherrie, Petrel, Matthew and Ellie) will 
miss you dearly.  It is ironic that early in the year Ellie 
began attending the small socials of the Balmoral Gang.  
We did not know then but in retrospect we can appreciate 
that she came to fill the spot that you would in this life 
vacate. We know that you would want us to continue and 
we would, but a piece of the puzzle that was torn away 
from us and will no longer be, causes our hearts to ache 
immensely. 
 
We honor you friend for you endured much.  You fought a 
good fight.  You ran the race with diligence.  At the end 
you knew you had a crown, a new name and a new body 
awaiting you – so you slipped away to be with your Lord 
and our God; leaving us to ponder and to continue on the 
path that leads to eternal life. 
 
Marsha, our friend, we miss you but we do not weep as 
those without hope.  At our next social, we will raise our 
glasses in a toast to your legacy. 

 
Forever in our hearts! 



 

 

 

 

The family is deeply indebted and sincerely    
appreciative for your prayers, telephone calls,  

visits and other acts of kindness.  
May God bestow His richest blessings on each 

of you 
        

      -The Family 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BETHEL BROTHERS MORTICIANS 
24 Hour Service, 

Nassau Street, P.O. Box N-126, Nassau, Bahamas 

Telephone: 322-4433 | Or Call 326-7030 
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