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Will you come and follow me  
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 

Will you come and follow me 
if I but call your name?  
Will you go where you don't know 
and never be the same? 
Will you let my love be shown, 
will you let my name be known, 

will you let my life be grown, 
in you and you in me? 
 

Will you leave yourself behind 
if I but call your name?  
Will you care for cruel and kind 
and never be the same? 
Will you risk the hostile stare 
should your life attract or scare? 
Will you let me answer prayer 
in you and you in me? 
 

Will you let the blinded see 
if I but call your name?  
Will you set the prisoners free  
and never be the same? 
Will you kiss the leper clean, 
and do such as this unseen,  
and admit to what I mean  
in you and you in me? 
 

Will you love the 'you' you hide  
if I but call your name? 
Will you quell the fear inside  
and never be the same? 
Will you use the faith you've found  
to reshape the world around,  
through my sight and touch and sound  
in you and you in me? 
 

Lord, your summons echoes true  
when you but call my name. 
Let me turn and follow you  
and never be the same.  
In your company I'll go  
where your love and footsteps show.  
Thus I'll move and live and grow  
in you and you in me.  
 

John L Bell (born 1949)  
and Graham Maule (1958-2019) 

 
 

The Call – Richard Lloyd 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 

Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
such a way as gives us breath; 
such a truth as ends all strife; 
such a life as killeth death. 
 

Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength: 
such a light as shows a feast; 
such a feast as mends in length; 
such a strength as makes his guest. 
 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
such a joy as none can move: 
such a love as none can part; 
such a heart as joys in love. 
 

George Herbert (1593-1633) 
 
Alleluia! sing to Jesus 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 

Alleluia, sing the Jesus! 
His the sceptre, his the throne; 
alleluia, his the triumph, 
his the victory alone: 
hark, the songs of peaceful Sion 
thunder like a mighty flood; 
Jesus out of every nation 
hath redeemed us by his blood.  
 

Alleluia, not as orphans 
are we left in sorrow now; 
alleluia, he is near us, 
faith believes, nor questions how: 
though the cloud from sight received him, 
when the forty days were o’er, 
shall our hearts forget his promised, 
‘I am with you evermore’?  
 

Alleluia, bread of angels, 
thou on earth out food, our stay; 
alleluia, here the sinful  
flee to thee from day to day: 
Intercessor, Friend of sinners, 
earth’s Redeemer, plead for me, 
where the songs of all the sinless 
sweep across the crystal sea.  
 

Alleluia, King eternal, 
thee the Lord of lords we own; 
alleluia, born of May, 
earth thy footstool, heaven thy throne,  
thou within the veil hast entered, 
robed in flesh, our great High Priest: 
thou on earth both Priest and Victim 
in the eucharistic feast. 
 

William Chatterton Dix (1837-1898)  
 
Nunc Dimittis, Herbert Brewer. Blackburn Cathedral 


