A Poem for Pille

Follow me, she said, leave your notes

And half formed ideas that you are struggling to know.

Come and worship God amidst His trees.

Pray to Him among the glory of His creation.

Follow me, she said, leave the words

And the cares and busyness of the day.

Come to worship God by His lake.

Pray to Him as you walk quietly in His water.

Follow me, she said, leave your sins

And all the things that you have not done.

Come to worship Him within his glade

Read His words in the coolness of His shade.

Follow me, she said, leave your anticipation

Of the challenging work that faces you.

Come to worship God by His gnarled oak

And draw the strength that flows from His blessing.

Follow me, she said, as we return across the bridge,

Walking in the silence of our communion with Him.

Come from the worship of God

Into the work that He has made your task. 

