The Poetry of Peter
I left my nets to follow a carpenter from Galilee

Though years I’d spent in earnest toil fishing upon the sea.

I didn’t know or understand the change that would occur in me,

But something drew me close to Him when He said, “Come, follow me.”

He worked all kinds of miracles; people came so that they could see,

He gave new sight unto the blind, but none more blind than me.

He fed more than 5,000 with some fishes and some bread.

But I tasted living manna, from the words that He had said.

Upon the sea one stormy night I started to walk to Him

But when the winds grew boisterous I feared and my faith grew dim.

I stood upon the holy mount and saw light fill His face

A cloud of light overshadowed me in that sacred, holy place.

Then I heard a voice from heaven declare Him to be God’s son

I feared until I felt the touch of Israel’s Holy One.

Endowed with power from on high I witnessed His Majesty

I received for myself a witness; a more sure word of prophesy.

I walked alongside the donkey as He entered the city gate

And the people shouted Hosanna! – not knowing His coming fate.

I sat with Him in the upper room to share the Passover feast

He bowed Himself to wash my feet, I felt among the least.

Then to the Garden I went with Him and tried to watch an hour,

But my flesh was weak, unlike His; I did not have His power.

But when they came to take Him, I defended Him with my sword,

He bade me not to fight for Him, and I sadly obeyed my Lord.

Later outside the trial, they asked if I knew Him too.

“No” came out before I could stop from denying what was true.

Shock and horror filled my heart when the cock’s crow reminded me.

He said that I would deny him thrice, and I wept – bitterly

My heart could scarcely take the strain when I saw Him upon the cross,

I don’t think you can comprehend how I felt at that great loss.

I knew this had to happen to fulfill God’s holy plan,

But I had walked with God’s own son and not just a mortal man.

How could he have been put to death when others he did save?

Dead men he had caused to rise; now he was in the grave.

So when the women brought the news He was no longer in the tomb, 

I could hardly bring myself to believe – but hope began to bloom.

I ran out to the sepulcher; the stone had been rolled away,

And all I found were burial clothes where his body used to lay.

Later in the evening, He came to where we met

I touched his hands and feet and side and once again I wept.

But this time not for sorrow, for joy had filled my breast.

I listened to him teach again, and felt my soul at rest.

Once more we tasted the manna as we met in Jerusalem,

But then it was back to Galilee and I began to fish again. 

And while I was out a fishing as I had done for years before,

A man I did not recognize came calling from the shore.

My eyes were once more blinded by the work out on the sea,

But my Savior, Lord, and Master had said “Come, follow me!”

All my nets are empty now; at least of fishes from the sea,

For now I go out seeking sheep for the carpenter from Galilee.
