Come Follow Me

With a gentle voice and tender touch He taught with quiet power, 

And though he was but a carpenter we listened by the hour.  

And so it seemed a simple thing when He said, “Come Follow Me”.

He fed us bread and healed our souls as we walked in Galilee.

But the journey became more difficult as we went to Jerusalem.

Many people didn’t believe He could teach anything to them.

Then on that night of sorrow, When He asked us, “Watch with me”

Our flesh was weak and we fell asleep as He faced Gethsemane 

And when His journey led us to the Sanhedrin and on to Rome,

The soldier’s whip and the jeering crowd left us fearful; and Him alone.

Then while He carried His heavy cross, we watched in agony;

Surely we couldn’t follow up the road to Calvary.

And yet when He had asked us, to come and follow Him,

He knew the steps He would travel, would try the hearts of men.

And so as we walk through sorrows, along the path His feet have trod;

Remember that trials are stepping-stones on the path to become as God 
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